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r. 

(H n olniroh at (’htirdi Dylvfly in a solitary spoh. 

*Sor\ant iiianlH (twoof ourn otjos Hannah and Molly), and silly 
\tll;vo' ^irin wont thtn’o hoinnfiuios to watch for the “ nhadowa* ” 
on St, Mark's M\o, and owls had a hahit darting out of the 
ln'ifiy at lilglit. W'lthiu view <if finj churcli, though at mmo 
dintaiioo fi'Miu il,st(jod tin* ion<'ly, nahhrick, angular dwoliing- 
laatst' hvlonging to ('opHo Farm. It. was inhabited by Mi. Page, 
H plain worthy widower, getting in ymm ; his three daughters 
and iittU: hoin Aliig.ad ami SnsaiH'^ige, t.vvo ex]>oricnced, smi- 
Hible, mdustrions young women, with sallow faces jiiul bunelms 
of sltoif dark curls, were at this period, about midway bct.weeii 
twenty and thlviy ; .h’ssy, very much younger, was gone out to 
get tw‘f»yeuis’ ‘finishing " af a plain lioarding-school ; (diaries, 
fbe ltd, had bad lualth and went to school by day at Ohiireh 
iHkely, 

Mr. Pa'ie hdl ill. He womld never again be able to get about 
mucin IHh two datightene so far as indoor work and manage- 
ment went, were hod.s in themselves, Mish Abigail especially; 
but tlii'V could noi mount a horse to su|Kwintend oul-of-doors. 
tHhef arivuegenit *uts were madte The stwond son of Mr. ^h*eneb, 
a m i-bb caiin j farmer ami friend, came to the Cc^pse Farin by 
day ;h *aerli»oker He was paid for bis services, amt b<* i.sum4 
oxpei ience, 

I,,.)- IkuI .To’in Dreiii:!., .-I siFuf, Imlifii! y‘.mi" faH,..*!'. 

Jt hany Ln r.fiW, iib 
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good-iooking an^ fairly- well educated, been installed iy liis new 
post, than he began to show a decided admiration for IVtiss 
Susan Page— who was a few ihonths younger than himself. The 
slight advances he made were favourably received ;*nnd it w/s 
tacitly looked upon that they were “as good as engaged.'’ 
Thtngs went on pleasantly through the spring, and might have 
continued to go on so, but for the coming home at Mfdsummer 
of the youngest daughter, Jessy. That led to no end of com- 
plications and contrariety. ^ 

She was the s-weetest flower you ever saw ; a fair, delicate lily, 
with a mild countenance, blue eyes, and golden hair. Jessy had 
never been very strong ; she had always been very pretty ; and 
the conse(iuence was that «vhilst her sisters had grown up to be 
useful, not to be idle a minute throughout the long day, Jessy 
^ had been petted and indulged, and was little except being 
ornamental. The two years’ schooling had not improved her 
taste for domestic occupation,* To tell the truth, Jessy was 
given to being uncommonly idle. # 

To John Drench, who had not seen her since her early girl- 
hood, she appeared as a vision of beauty. “It was like an 
angel coming in at the door,” he said of the day she first c^mo 
home, when telling the tale to a stranger in after years. “My 
eyes were fairly dazzled.” 

Like an angel! And ^unfortunately for John Drench, lus 
heart w^as dazzled as well as his eyes. He fell desperately in 
love with her. It taught him that what he had felt for Miss 
Susan was not love at all ; only esteem, and the liking that so 
often arises from companionship. He w^as well-meaning, but 
inexperienced. As he had never spoken to Susan, the utmost 
sign he had given being a look or a warmer handshake than 
usual, he thought there would be no difficulty in transferring his 
homage to the younger sister. Susan Page, who really loved 
him, and perhaps looked on with the keen eyes of jealousy, 
grew at last to see how matters were. She would have liked to 
put him in a corn-sack and give him a good shaking by way of 
cure. Thus the summer months went over in some silent dis- 
comfort, and September came in warm and fine. 

Jessy Page stood at the open parlour window in her airy 
summer inuslin, twirling a rose in her hand, blue ribbons falling 



THE MYSTERY OF JESSY PAGE 3 

'I * 

from her hair : for Jessy liked to set herself off in little adorn- 
ments. fehe was laughing at John Drench outside, who had 
appeared covered with mud from^the pond, into which he had 
cOjptrived partially to slip when they were dragging for eels. 

‘‘I think your picture ought to be taken, just as you look 
now, Mr. John ’’ ^ * 

He thcTught hers ought to be * the bright fair face, the laugh- 
ing blue ©yes, the parted lips and the pretty white teeth 
presented a jDicture that, to him, had never had its equal. 

“Do you, Miss Jessy ? That’s a fine rose,” he shyly added. 
He was always shy with her. 

She lield it out. She had not the least objection to be 
admired, even by John Drench in an unpresentable state. In 
their hearts, women have all desired men’s flattery, from Eve 
downwards. 

“These large roses are the sweetest of any,” she went on. 
“I plucked it from the tree beypnd the grass-plat.” 

“ You are fond of flowers, live noticed, Miss Jessy,” 

“ Yes, I am Botli for themselves and for the language they 
symbolise.” 

“ What language is it ? ” 

“Don’t you know^ I learnt it at school. Each flower pos- 
sesses its own meaning, Mr. John Drench. This, the rose, is 
true love. ” ^ • 

“True love, is it, Miss Jessy ! ” 

She was lightly flirting it before his face. It was too much 
for him, and lie took it gently from her. “Will you give it 
me ? ” he asked below his breath. 

“Oh, with great jdeasure.” And then she lightly added, as 
if to damp the eager look on liis face : “ There are plenty more 
on the same tree,” 

“An emblem of true love,” he softly repeated. “It’s a 
pretty thought. I wonder who invented ” 

“Now then, John Drench, do you know that tea’s waiting. 
Are you going to sit down in those muddy boots and leggings 1 ” 

The sharp Avords came from Susan Page. Jessy turned and 
saw her sister’s pale, angry face. John Drench disappeared, 
and Miss Susan went out again, and banged the door. 

“It is high time Jessy was put to some regular employment,” 
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cried Susan, bursting into tlie room where Miss Page sat making 

the tea. “ She*idle3 away her time in the most frivolous and 
wasteful manner, never doing an earthly thing. It is quite 
sinful.’’ 4 

‘^So it is,” acquiesced Miss Page. ^^Have you a headache, 
•Susan ? Ifou look pale.” 

‘^jSfever mind my looks,” wrathfully retorted Susail ‘‘Wo 
will portion out some share of work for her from to,day. She 
might make up the butter, and undertake the pies and puddings, 
and do the plain sewing,” 

William Page, a grey-haired man, sitting with a stick by his 
side, looked up. “ Pretty creature ! ” he said, for he passionately 
loved his youngest daughter. “ I’ll not have her hard- worked, 
Susan.” 

“But you’d not have her sit with her hands before her 
from Monday morning till Saturday night, I suppose, father ’ ” 
sharply returned Miss Susan. “ She’ll soon be nineteen.” 

“No, no; idleness brings nothing but evil m its train. I 
didn’t mean that, Susan. Let the child do what is suitable for 
her. Where’s John Drench ? ” 

“ In a fine mess— up to his middle in mud,” was Miss Susan’s 
tart answer. “ One would think he had been trying to see how 
great an object he could make of himself.” 

John Drench came in, ^Tnewhat improved, his coat changed 
and the rose in his button-hole. He took his seat at the tea- 
table, and was more shy and silent than ever. Jessy sat** by her 
father, chattering gaily, her blue ribbons flickering before his 
loving eyes. 

But the butter-making and the other light work was fated not 
to be inaugurated yet for Jessy. Charles Page, a tiresome, in- 
dulged lad of twelve, became ill again : he was subject to attacks 
of low fever and ague. Mr. Duffham, peering at the boy over his 
gold-headed cane, said there was nothing for it but a dose of good 
seaside air. Mr. Page, anxious for his boy, began to consult 
with his daughters as to how it might be obtained. They liad 
some YQvy distant connections named Allen, living at Aberyst- 
wth. To them Miss Page wrote, asking if they could take in 
Charles and one of his sisters to live with them for a month or 
so. Mrs. Allen replied that she would be glad to have them ; 
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Since her husband’s death she ha^ eked out a scanty income by 
letting lodgings. 

It was J essy who went with him. J’he house and farm could 
not have spared Abigail ; Susan said neither should it spare her. 
Jessy, the idle and useless one had to go. Miss Susan thought 
she and J ohn Drench were well rid of the young lady. 

September was in its second week when they went oveniber 
was at its close when they returned. The improvement in 
Charles had been so marked and wonderful — as Mrs. Allen and 
Jessy both’^wrote to say— that Mr. Duff ham had strongly urged 
his staying as long as the weather remained fine. It was a 
remarkably fine late autumn that year, and they stayed until the 
end of November. ^ 

Charles came home well and strong. J essy was more beautiful 
than ever. But there was some change in her. The light- 
hearted, talking, laughing girl had grown rather silent : she 
was often heard singing snatches of love songs to herself in a low 
voice, and there was a light in her eyes as of some intense, secret 
happiness that might not be told. John Drench, who had begun 
to show signs of returning to his old allegiance (at least, Miss 
Susan so flattered herself), fell a willing captive again forthwith, 
ai?d had certainly neither eyes nor ears for any one but Jessy. 
Susan Page came to the conclusion that a shaking in a sack 
would be far too good for him. 

The'’way of dressing the churches for Christmas in those past 
days was quite different from the new style of ‘‘decoration” 
obtaining now. Sprays of holly with their red berries, of ivy 
with its brown clusters, were stuck, each alternately into the 
holes on the top of the pews. It was a better way than the 
present one, far more effective — though I, Johnny Ludlow, shall 
be no doubt laughed at for saying so. Your woven wreaths tied 
round the pulpit and reading-desk ; your lettered scrolls ; your 
artificial flowers, may be talked of as “artistic,” but for effect 
they all stand absolutely as nothing, in comparison with the 
more simple and natural way, and they are, perhaps, the least 
bit tawdry. If you don’t believe me, pay a visit to some rural 
church next Christmas morning — for the old fashion is observed 
in many a country district still— and judge for yourselves. With 
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many another custom that lias been changed, by the folly and 
fashion of these later days of pretension, and not changed for 
the better, lies tins one. That is my opinion, and I hold to it. 

The dressing in our church was always done by the clerk, ojd 
Bumford. The sexton (called familiarly with us the gravo- 
^digfer) h^ped him wh'en his health permitted, but he was 
nearly always ill, and then Bumford himself had to be grave- 
digger. It was not much trouble, this manner of Hlecoration, 
and it took very little time. They had only to cut the sprays 
almost of the same size, trim the ends, and lodge them in the 
holes. In the last century when a new country church was 
rebuilt (though that did not happen often), the drilling of these 
holes in the woodwork oi the pews, for the reception of the 

Christmas,’^ was as much a matter of course as were the pews 
diemselves. Our Christmas was supplied by Mr. Page with a 
liberal hand ; the Copse Farm abounded with trees of holly and 
ivy ; one of his men, Leek, would help Bumford to cut it, and to 
cart it in a hand-truck to the church. It took a good deal to do 
all the pews. 

On this Christmas that I am telling you of, it fell out that 
Clerk Bumford and the sexton were both disabled. Bumford 
had rheumatic gout so badly that getting him into church for the 
morning service the past three Sundays had been a marvel of 
dexterity — while the sexk)n was m bed with what he called 
catarrh. At first it seemed that we should not get the church 
dressed at all : but the Miss Pages, ever ready and akive in 
a good work, came to the rescue, and said they would do it 
themselves, with John Drench’s help. The Squire was not going 
to be belimd-hand, and said we boys, for Tod and I were just 
home for the holidays, should help too. 

And when Christmas Eve came, and Leek had wheeled up the 
holly, and we were all in the cold church (not I think that any 
of us cared whether it was cold or warm), we enjoyed the work 
amazingly, and decided that old Bumford should never be let do 
it again, gout or no gout. 

Jessy Page was a picture to look at. The two elder ladies had 
001 tight dark cloth dresses, like a riding-habit cut short at the 
ankles : J essy was in a bright blue mantle edged with swans- 
down, and a blue bonnet on her pretty head. She came in a 
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little late, and Miss Susan blew her up Sharply, for putting on 
that ‘‘best Sunday cape ” to dross a church in^. but Jessy only 
laughed good-naturedly, and answered that she would take care 
not to harm it. Susan Page, trimming the branches, had seen 
John Drench’s eyes fixed on the girl : and her knife worked 
away like mad in her vexation. ^ a 

“ Look here,” said Jessy • “we have never had any. Christmas 
over the pulpit ; I think old Bumford was afraid to get up to do 
it ; let us put some. It would hide that ugly nail in the wall.” 

There Hre no holes up ni tlie wall,” snapped Miss Susan. 

“I meant a large bunch; a bunch of holly and ivy mixed, 
Susan. John Drench could tie it to the nail : it would look 
well.” 

“ I’ll do it, too,” said John. “ I’ve some string in my pocket. 
The parson won’t know himself. It will be as good as a canopy 
over him.” 

Miss Page turned round * she and Charley had their arms full 
of the branches we had been cutting. 

“ Put a bunch there, if you like, but let us finish the pews 
first,” she said. “If we go from one thing to another we shall 
not finish while it’s daylight.” 

•It was good sense . she rarely spoke anything else. Once let 
darkness overtake us, and the dressing would be done for. The 
church knew nothing about evening service, and had never felt 
the want of means to light itself up. 

“ I ^shall pick out the best sjirays in readiness,” whispered 
Jessy to me, as we sat together on the bench by the big christen- 
ing bowl, she choosing branches, I trimming them. “Look at 
this one ! you could not count the berries on it.” 

“Did you enjoy your visit to Aberystwith, Jessy ? ” 

I wondered what there was in my simple question to move 
hei\ The branch of holly went anywhere ; her hands met in 
a silent clasp ; the expression of her face changed to one of 
curious happiness. In answering, her voice fell to a whisper, 

“Yes, I enjoyed it.” 

‘ ‘ Wliat a long time you stayed away 1 An age, Mrs. Todhetley 
•says.” 

“It was nearly eleven weeks.” 

“ Eleven weeks ! How tedious 1 ” 
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Her face glowing, her eyes had a soft light in them. She 
caught up some*holly, and began scattering its berries. 

“ What did you do with yijurself, Jessy 1 
“I used to sit by the sea— and to walk about. It was wrj 
fine. They don’t often have it like that in November, Mrs. 

^ Allen saicV’ 

Bid Mrs, Allen sit and walk with yon ' 

No. She had enough to do with the house and her lodgers. 

W^e only saw her at meal times. ^ 

The Miss Allens, perhaps?” ^ 

‘‘ There are no Miss Allens. Only one little boy. 

“Why, then, you had no one but Charley ! ” 

“Charley? Oh, he used to be always about with little Tom 
Allen— in a boat, or something of that sort. Mrs. Allen thought 
tlio sea breezes must be so good for him. 

“ Well, you must have been very dull ! ” , . , 

Jessy looked rather foolish. She was a simple-minded girl at 
the best. The two elder sisters had all the strong sense of tho 
family, she the simplicity. Some people called Jessy Page 
“soft” ; perhaps, contrasted with her sisters, she was so . and 

she was very inexperienced _ 

The dusk was gathering, and Charley had gone out tired, 
when John Drench got into the pulpit to tie the bunch of holly 
to the wall above it. Tpd was with him. Drench had his 
hands stretched out, and we stood watching them in a group in 
the aisle below, when the porch-door was hurst open, and in 
leaped Charles. 

‘ ‘ Jessy ! I say ! Where’s J essy ? ” 

“lam here, ” said J essy, looking round. ‘ ^ What do you want 1 ” 
“Here’s Mr Marcus Allen.” 

, Who Mr. Marcus Allen might be, Charles did not say, Jessy 
knew ; there was no doubt of that. Her face, just then close 
to mine, had flushed as red as a June rose. 

A tall, dark, imposing man came looming out of the dusk. 
His handsome, furred great-coat was open, his waistcoat was of 
crimson velvet ; he wore two chains, three rings, and an eye- 
glass. And I’ll leave you to judge of the effect this vision of 
grandeur made, dropping down on us plain church-dressers in 
our every-day clothes. John Drench leaned over the pulpit 
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ctisliioli, string in hand ; the hvo Miss Pages^ stood staring ; 
Jessy turned white and red with the unexpected amazement. 
It was to her he approached, and spoke. 

“ How do you do, Miss Jessy ” 

She put her hand out in answer to his ; hut seemed to have 
been struck as dumb as the old stone image on the monument 
against the wall. 

These j^re your sisters, I presume, Miss Jessy? Will you 
do me the honour of introducing me to them?” 

‘ ‘ Mr. Marcus Allen, ” murmured Jessy. ‘ ‘ My sister Abigail ; 
my sister Susan.” 

Mr. Marcus Allen, bowing over his hat, said something about 
the pleasure it gave him to make thei?; acquaintance personally, 
after hearing so much of them from Miss J essy at Aberystwitli, 
and begged to be allowed to shake their hands. Miss Page, 
when the hand-shaking was over, said in her straightforward 
way that she did not know who.,he was, her young sister never 
having mentioned him. Jessy, standing like a little simpleton, 
her eyes bent down on the aisle bricks, murmured in confusion 
that she ‘ ‘ forgot it. ” J ohn Drench had his face over the cushion 
all that time, and Tod’s arms began to ache, holding uj) the 
bunch of green. 

Mr. Marcus Allen, it turned out, was related in some way to 
the Allens of Aberystwitli ; he happened to go to the town soon 
fitter Jessy Page and her brother went there, and he stayed 
until they left it. Not at the Allens’ house : he had lodgings 
elsewhere. Mrs. Allen spoke of him to Jessy as a “grand 
gentleman, quite above them,” An idea came over me, as we 
all now stood together, that he had been Jessy’s companion in 
the walking and the sitting by the sea. 

“ I told Miss Jessy that I should be running down some day 
to renew my acquaintanceship with her and make that of her 
family,” said Mr. Marcus Allen to Miss Page. “Having no 
particular engagement on my hands this Christmas time, I 
came.” 

He spoke in the most easy manner conceivable : his accent 
and manner were certainly those of a gentleman. As to the 
fashionable attire and the rings and chains, rather startling 
though they looked to us in the dark church on that dark and 
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busy evening, they were all the rage for dandies in the great 
world then. * 

Noticing the intimation that he had come purposely to see 
them, Miss Page supi)osed that she ought, in hospitably good 
manners, to invite him to stay a day or two at the farm, but 
d^ubted^whetlier so imposing a gentleman would condescend to 
do so. -She said nothing about it then, and we all Went out of 
the church together; except John Drench, who stayed behind 
with Leek to help clear up the litter for the man to carry away. 
It was light outside, and I took a good look at the stranger : a 
handsome man of seven-or-eight-and-twenty, with hard eyes, 
and black whiskers curled to perfection. 

“In what way is he ^‘elated to the Allens of Aberystwith, 
Jessy U’ q^uestioned Miss Page, drawing her sister away, as we 
went through the coppice. 

“ I don’t epute know, Abigail. He is some distant cousin.” 

“ How came you never to s] 2 >eak of him ? ” 

“I — I did not remember to dg* so.” 

“Yery careless of yon, child. Especially if he gave you 
cause to suppose he might come here. I don’t like to be taken 
by surprise by strangers ; it is not always convenient.” ^ 

Jessy walked along in silence, meek as a lamb. 

“ What is he 1 — in any profession, or trade ? ” 

“Trade] Oh, I don’t think he does anything of that kind, 
Abigail. That branch of the family would be above it, Mrs. 
Allen said. He has a large income, she says ; plenty of money.” 

“ 1 take it, then, that he is above us,” reasoned Miss Page. 

“ Oh dear, yes : in station. Ever so much ” 

“ Then I’m sure I don’t care to entertain him.” 

Miss Page went straight into the best kitchen on arriving at 
home. Her father sat in the large hearth corner, smoking his 
pipe. She told him about the stranger, and said she supposed 
they must ask him to stay over the morrow — Christmas-Day. 

“ Why shouldn’t we ? ” asked Mr. Page. 

“ Well, father, he seems very grand and great.” 

“Does he ] Give him the best bedroom.” 

. “And our ways are plain and simple, you know,” she added. 

“He must take us as he finds us, Abigail. Any friend of 
Mrs Allen’s is welcome ; she was downright kind to the children.” 
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We had a jolly tea. Tod and I had been asked to it before- 
hand. Pork-pies, Miss Susan’s making, hot buttered batch- 
cakes, and lemon cake and jamsi Mr. Marcus Allen was 
charmed with everything : he was a pleasant man to talk to. 
When we left, he and Mr. Page had gone to the best kitchen 
again, to smoke together in the wide chimney corner. ^ 

• * 

Y"ou Loncloners, who go in for your artistic scrolls and crosses, 
should have seen the church on Christmas morning. It greeted 
our sight, as we entered from the porch, like a capacious grove 
of green, on which the sun streamed through the south windows. 
Old Bumford s dressing had never been as full and handsome as 
this of ours, for we had rejected a^J niggardly sprays. The 
Squire even allowed that much. Shaking hands with Miss Page 
in the porch after service, he told her that it cut Clerk Bumford 
out and out. Mr. Marcus Allen, xn fashionable coat, with the 
furred over-coat flung back, liglit gloves, and big white wrist- 
bands, was in the Pages’ pew, sitting between old Page and 
Jessy. He found all the places for her in her Prayer-book (tv 
shabby red one, some of the leaves loose) ; bowing slightly every 
time he handed her the book, as if she had been a princess of 
the'^dood royal. Such gallantry was new in our parts : and the 
congreg<itioii were rather taken off their devotions -watching it. 
As to Jessy, she kept flushing like a rqse. 

Mr. Marcus Allen I’emained more than a week, staying over 
New-Year’s Day. He made himself popular with them all, and 
enjoyed what Miss Abigail called their plain ways, 3ust as 
though he had been reared to them. He smoked his pipe in 
the kitchen with the farmer ; he drove Miss Susan to Alcester 
in the tax-cart ; he presented Miss Abigail with a handsome 
work-box ; and gave Charley a bright half-sovereign for bullseyes. 
As to Jessy, he paid her no more attention than he did her 
sisters ; hardly as much : so that if Miss Susaii had been enter- 
taining any faint hope that his object in coming to^ the Copse 
was Jessy, and that in consequence John Drench might escape 
from bewitching wiles, she found the hope fallacious. Mr. 
Marcus Allen had apparently no more thought of Jessy than he 
had of Sally, the red-armed servmg-girl. ‘‘But what in the 
world brought the man here at all?” questioned Miss Susan of 
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her sister. ‘‘‘He wanted a hit of country holiday/’ answered 
Miss Page witfi her common sense. 

One day during the week the Squire met them abroad, and 
gave an impromptu invitation to the Manor for the evening. 
Only the three Miss Pages came, Mr. Marcus Allen sent his 
c^mplin^nts, and begged to be excused on the score of headache. 

One evening at dusk we met him and Jessy. Sh<? had been 
out on some errand, and he overtook her in the little coppice 
jjath between the church and the farm. Tod, dashing through 
it to get home for dinner, I after him, nearly dashed right upon 
them. Mr. Marcus Allen had his face inside her bonnet, as if 
he were speaking in the ear of a deaf old lady of seventy. Tod 
burst out laughing when^we got on. 

‘‘ That fellow was stealing a sly kiss in the dark, Johnny.” 

Like his impudence.” 

Rubbish,” retorted Tod. It’s Christmas-tide, and all fair. 
Didn’t you see the bit of mis|;Jetoe he was holding up 'I ” And 
Tod ran on, whistling a line of ^ song that the Squire used to 
sing in his young days : 

“We all lo\e a pretty girl, under the rose.” 

Mr Marcus Allen left the Copse Farm with hearty thanks for 
its hospitality. He promised to come again in the summer, 
when the fields should b® sweet with hay and the golden corn 
was ripening. 

No sooner had he gone than John Drench asked Jessy to 
promise to be his wife. Whether he had felt any secret jealousy 
of Mr. Marcus Allen and his attractions, and deemed it well to 
secure Jessy as soon as the coast was clear, he spoke out. Jessy 
did not receive the honour kindly. She tossed her pretty head 
in a violent rage : the idea, she said, of her marrying him. 
Jessy had never flirted with John Drench since the Aberystwith 
journey, or encouraged him in any way — that was certain. Un- 
pleasantness ensued at the farm. Mr. Page decidedly approved 
of the suitor : he alone had perceived nothing of Susan’s hopes : 
and, perhaps for the first time in his life, he spoke sharply to 
J essy. John Drench was not to be despised, he told her ; his 
father was a wealthy man, and John would have a substantial 
portion ; more than double enough to put him into the largest 
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and best farm in the connty ; Mr. Drench^ was only waiting 'for 
a good one to fall m, to take it for him. No : Jessy would not 
listen. And as the days went on and John Drench, as she said, 
strove to further his suit on every opportunity, she conceived, or 
professed, a downright aversion to him. Sadly miserable indeed 
she seemed, crying often ; and saying she would rathei* go o?it 
as lady’s-maid to some well-born lady than stay at home to be 
persecuted. ^ Miss Susan was in as high a state of rapture as the 
iniquity of false John Drench permitted ; and said it serv'ed the 
man right for making an oaf of himself. 

“Let be,” cried old Page of Jessy. “She’ll come to her 
senses in time.” But Miss Abigail, regarding Jessy in silence 
with her critical eyes, took up the notion that the girl had some 
secret source of discomfort, with which John Drench had nothing 
to do. 

It was close upon this, scarcely beyond the middle of January, 
when one Monday evening Duft'ham trudged over from Church 
Dykely for a game at chess with the Squire. Hard weather 
had set in ; ice and snow lay on the ground. Mrs. Todhetley 
nursed her face by the fire, for she had toothache as usual ; Tod 
%vatched the chess ; I was reading. In the midst of a silence, 
the 'door opened, and old Thomas ushered in John Drench, a 
huge red comforter round his neck, his hat in his hand, 

“Good-evening, Squire; good-evening, ma’am,” said he in 
his shy way, nodding separately to the rest of us, as he unwound 
the comforter. “ I’ve come for Miss Jessy, please.’^ 

“Come for Miss Jessy!” was the Squire’s surprised echo. 
“Miss Jessy’s not here. Take a seat, Mr. John.” 

“Not here?” cried Drench, opening his eyes in something 
like fear, and disregarding the invitation to sit down. “Not 
here! Why where can she have got to? Surely she has not 
fallen down in the snow and ice, and disabled herself ? ” 

“ Why did you think she was here ” 

“I don’t know,” he replied, after a pause, during which he 
seemed to be lost. “ Miss Jessy was not at home at tea : later, 
when I was leaving for the night, Miss Abigail asked me if 1 
would come over here first and fetch Jessy. I asked no ques- 
tions, but came off at once.” 

“ She has not been here,” said Mrs. Todhetley, “ I have not 
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seen Jessy Page since yesterday afternoon, ^vhen I spoke to her 
coming out of churcli.” 

John Drench looked mystified. That there must have been 
some misapprehension on Miss Page’s part ; or else on his, and 
he had come to the \vrong house ; or that poor J essy had come 
to^grief in the snow on her way to us, seemed certain. He drank 
a glass of ale, and went away. • 

They were over again at breakfast time in the mgrning, J ohn 
Drench and Miss Abigail herself, bringing strange news. The 
latter’s face turned white as she told it. J essy Page had not 
been found. John Drench and two of the men had been out all 
night in the fields and lanes, searching for lier. Miss Abigail 
gave us her reasons for thinking Jessy had come to Dyke Manor. 

On the Sunday afternoon, when the Miss Pages went home from 
church, Jessy, instead of turning indoors witli them, continued 
her way onwards to the cottage of a poor old woman named 
Matt, saying Mrs. Todhetley had told her tlie old granny was 
very ill. At six o’clock, when they had tea — tea was always late 
on Sunday evenings, as Sally had leave to stay out gossiping for 
a good hour after service — it was discovered that Jossy had not 
come in. Charley was sent out after her, and met her at^ the 
gate. She had a scolding from her sister for staying out after 
dark had fallen ; but all she said in excuse was, tliat the old 
granny was so very ill. ^ That passed. On the Monday, soon 
after dinner, she came downstairs with her things on, saying she 
was going over to Dyke Manor, having promised Mrs. Todhetley 
to let her know the real state of Granny Matt. “Don’t theo 
get slipping in the snow, Jessy,” said Mr. Pago to her, half 
jokingly. “No danger, father,” she replied :*and went up and 
kissed him. As she did not return by tea-time, Miss Page took 
it for granted she was spending the evening with us. Since 
that, she had not been seen. 

It seemed very odd. Mrs. Todhetley said that in talking with 
J essy in the porch, she had incidentally mentioned the sickness 
of Granny Matt. Jessy immediately said she would go there 
and see her ; and if she found her very ill would send word to 
Dyke Manor. Talk as they would, there was no more to he 
made of it than that : Jessy had left home to come to us, and 
was lost by the way. 
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Lost to Rer friends, at any rate, if not to herself. John 
Drench and Miss Page departed ; and all day long the search 
after Jessy and the speculation as to what had become of her 
continued. At first, no one had glanced at anything except 
some untoward accident as the sole cause, but gradually opinions 
veered round to a different fear. They began to thpik sli^ 
might have^ run away ! 

Run away „ to escape Mr. John Drench’s persevering atten- 
tions ; and to seek the post of lady’s-maid— which she had been 
expressing a wish for. John stated, however, that he had not 
persecuted her ; that he had resolved to let a little time go by in 
silence, and then try his luck again*. Granny Matt was ques- 
tioned, and declared most positively that the young lady had not 
stayed ten minutes with her ; that it was only “ duskish ” when 
she went away. Duskish ” at that season, in the broad open 
country, with the white snow on the ground, would mean about 
five o’clock. What had Jessy done with herself during the other 
hour — for it was past six when she reached home, — and why 
should she have excused her tardiness by implying that Granny 
Matt’s illness had kept her ? 

No one could fathom it. No one ever knew. Before that 
first-day of trouble was over, John Drench suggested worse. 
Deeply mortified at its being said that she might have run away 
from him, he breathed a hasty retort— that it was more likely 
she had been run away with by Mr. Marcus Allen. Had William 
Page been strong enough he had certainly knocked him down 
for the aspersion. Susan heard it with a scared face : practical 
Miss Abigail sternl}^ demanded upon what grounds he spoke. 
Upon no grounds in particular, Drench honestly answered : it 
was a thought that came into his mind and he spoke it on the 
spur of the moment. Any way, it was most unjust to say ho 
had sent her. 

The post-mistress at the general shop, Mrs. Small, came for- 
ward with some testimony. Miss Jessy had been no less than 
twice to the shop during the past fortnight, nay, three times, 
^he thought, to inquire after letters addressed J. P. The last 
time she received one. Had she been negotiating privately for 
the lady’s-maid’s situation, wondered Abigail: had she been 
corresponding with Mr. Marcus Allen, retorted Susan, in her 
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ilLnature ; for she did not just now hold J essy in any favour. 
Mrs. Small w^s asked whether she had observed, amongst the 
letters dropped into the box, any directed to Mr. Marcus Allen. 
But this had to be left an open question * there might have been 
plenty dhected to him, or there might not have been a single 
o^e, was the unsatisfactory answer: she had ^‘no ‘call’ to 
examine-the directions, and as often did up the bag without her 
spectacles as with ’em. ” ^ 

All this, put together, certainly did not tend to show that 
Mr, Marcus Allen had anything to do with the cfisappearancc. 
Jessy had now and then received letters from her former school- 
fellows addressed to the post-office— for her sisters, who con- 
sidered her but a child, ^had an inconvenient habit of looking 
over her shoulder while she read them. The whole family, John 
Drench included, were up to their ears in agony : tliey did not 
know in what direction to look for her ; were just in that state 
of mind when straws are caught at. Tod, knowing it could do 
no harm, told Miss Abigail about the kiss m the coppice. Miss 
Abigail quite laughed at it : kisses under the mistletoe were as 
common as blackberries with us, and just as innocent. She 
wrote to Aberystwith, asking questions about Marcus Allen, 
especially as to where he might be found. In answer, Mrs. /lien 
said she had not heard from him since he left Aber}’stwith, early 
in December, but had no doubt he was in London at his own 
home : she did not know exactly where that was, except that it 
was ‘'somewhere at the West End.” 

This letter was not more satisfactory than anything else. 
Everything seemed vague and doubtful. Miss Page read it to 
her father when he was in bed : Susan had just brought up his 
breakfast, and he sat up with the tray before him, his face nearly as 
white as the pillow behind him. They could not help seeing how 
ill and how shrunken he looked : Jessy’s loss had told upon him. 

“I think, father, I had better go to London, and see if any- 
thing’s to be learnt there,” said Miss Page. “We cannot live 
on, in this suspense. ” 

“ Ay ; best go, ’’answered he, “ I can’t live in it, either. I’ve 
had another sleepless night : and I wish that I was strong to 
travel. I should have been away long ago searching for ihi; 
ehiid ” 
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^^Y'ou see, father, we don’t know ^^liere to se^.i her ; we’ve 
no clue,” interrupted Ahigad. 

I’d have gone from place to place till I found her. But now, 
I’ll tell ye, Abigail, where you must go first— the thought has 
been in my mind all night. And that is to Madame Caron’s.” 

‘‘To Madame Caron’s’” echoed both the sisters ai onc9. < 
“ Madame Caron’s 1 ” 

‘ ‘ Don’t either of you remember how your mother used to talk 
of her ? She \^as Ann Dicker. She knows a sight of great folks 
now — and it may be that Jessy’s gone to her. Bond Street, or 
somewhere near to it, is where she lives. ” 

In truth they had almost forgotten the person mentioned. 
Madame Caron had once been plain Aiwi Dicker, of Church 
Dykely, intimate with William Page and his wife. She went to 
London when a young woman to leaim the millinery and dress- 
making ; married a Frenchman, and rose by degrees to be a 
fashionable court-milliner. It struck Mr Page, during the past 
night-watch, that Jessy might have applied to Madame Caron to 
help her in getting a place as lady’s-maid. 

It’s the likeliest thing she’d do,” he urged, if her mind was 
bent that way. “ How was she to find such a place of herself ? 
— and I wish we had all been smothered before we’d made her 
home here unhappy, and put her on to think of such a thing. ” 
“Father, I don’t think her home was made unhappy,” said 
Miss Page. 

To resolve and to do were one with prompt Abigail Page, 
Not a moment lost she, now that some sort of clue was given to 
act upon. That same morning she was on her way to London, 
attended by John Drench. 


A large handsome double show-room. Brass hooks on the 
walls and slender bonnet-stands on the tables, garnished with 
gowns and mantles and head-gear and fal-lals ; wide pier-glasses ; 
sofas and chairs covered with chintz. Except for these articles, 
the room was empty. In a small apartment opening from it, 
called “the trymg-on room,” sat Madame Caron herself, takifig 
a comfortable cup of tea and a toasted muffin, after the labours 
of the day were over. I?ot that the labours were great at that 
Johimy Ludiovj'.- in. 2 
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season ; people who require court millinery being for the most 
part out of town. 

You are wanted, if you please, madame, in the show-room,” 
said a page in buttons, coming in to disturb the tea. 

Wanted ! —at this hour!” cried Madame Caron, as she 
glisnced at the clock, and saw it was on the stroke of six. ‘‘Who 
is it ? ” * * 

“It’s a lady and gentleman, madame. They look like 
travellers.” * 

“ Go in and light the gas,” said madame. 

“ Passing through London and requiring things in a hurry, 
thought she, mentally running through a list of some of her most 
fashionable customers. . 

She went in with a swimming curtsy — quite that of a French- 
woman— and the parties, visitors and visited, gazed at each 
other in the gaslight. They saw a very stylish lady in rich black ' 
satin that stood on end, and lappets of point lace : she saw two 
homely country i^eople, the on^ in a red comforter, muffled 
about his ears, the other in an antiquated fur tippet that must 
originally have come out of Noah’s ark. 

“ Is it — Madame Caron ? ” questioned Miss Abigail, in hesita- 
tion. For, you see, she doubted whether it might not be one of 
Madame Caron’s duchesses. 

“I have the honour to be Madame Caron,” replied the lady 
with her grandest air. 

Thus put at ease in regard to identity, Miss Page introduced 
herself — and John Drench, son of Mr. Drench of the Upland 
Farm. Madame Caron— who had a good heart, and retained 
amidst her grandeur a vivid remembrance of home and early 
friends— came down from her stilts on the instant, took off with 
her own hands the objectionable tippet, on the plea of heat, 
conducted them into the little room, and rang for a fresh supply 
of tea and muffins, 

“I remember you so well when you were a little thing, 
Abigail,” she said, her heart warming to the old days. “We 
always said you would grow up like your mother, and so you 
have. Ah, dear ! that’s something like a quarter-of-a-century 
ago. As to you, Mr. John, your father and I were boy and girl 
sweethearts.” 
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Over the refreshing tea and the muffins, Abigail Page told her 
tale. The whole of it. Her father had warne(? her not to hint 
a word against J essy ; but there was something in the face 
before her that spohe of truth and trust ; and, besides, she did 
not see her way clear not to speak of Marcus AUen. To leave 
him out altogether would have been like bargaining- fox a spmng 
calf in tire dark, as she said later to John Drench. 

“I have* never had a line from Jessy in all my life : I have 
neither seen^her nor heard of her,” said madame. “As to Mr. 
Marcus Allen, I don’t know him personally myself, but Miss 
Connaway, my head dressmaker, does : for I have heard her 
speak of him. I can soon find out for you where he lives.” 

Miss Page thought she should like to see the head dressmaker, 
and a message was sent up for her. A neat little middle-aged 
woman came down, and was invited to the tea-table. Madame 
turned the conversation on Mr. Marcus Allen; telling Miss 
Connaway that these country friends of hers knew him slightly, 
and would be glad to get his address to call upon him ; but she 
did not say a syllable about J essy. 

Mr. Marcus Allen had about two hundred a-year of his own, 
and was an artist in water-colours. The certain income made 
him idle ; and he played just as much as he worked. The few 
pictures he completed were good, and sold well. He shared a 
large painting-room somewhere with a brother artist, but lived 
in chambers. All this Miss Connaway told readily ; she had 
known him since he was a child. 

Late though it was. Miss Abigail and her cavaher proceeded 
to Marcus Allen’s lodgings ; or “ chambers,” as they were 
ostentatiously called, and found him seated at dinner. He rose 
in the utmost astonishment at seeing them ; an astonishment 
that looked thoroughly genuine. 

Jessy missing 1 Jessy left her home ! He could but reiterate 
the words in wondering disbelief. Abigail Page felt reassured 
from that moment ; even jealous John Drench in his heart 
acquitted him. He had not written to J essy, he said ; he had 
nothing to write to her about, therefore it could not have been 
his letter she went to receive at the post-office ; and most cer- 
tainly she had not written to him. Miss Abigail — willing 
perhaps to offer some excuse for coming to him— said they had 
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thouglit it poBsiWe Jessy might have consulted hnu about getting 
a lady’s-maid’s place. She never had consulted him, he answered, 
but had once told him that she intended to go out as one. tie 
should imagine, he added, it was what she had done. 

Mr. Marcus Allen pressed them to sit down and partake of lus 
dinner, such as it was ; he poured out glasses of wine ; he was 
altogether hospitable. But they declined all. He thea asked 
how he could assist them ; he was most anxious they should hnd 
her, and would help m any way that lay in his power 

“He knows no more about her than we know,’ said John 
Drench as they turned out into the lighted streets, on their way 
back to the inn they had put up at, which had been recommended 
to them by Mr. Page. “ I’m sorry I misjudged him.” 

“lam sorry too, John Drench,” was Miss Abigail’s sorrowful 
answer. “But for listening to the words you said, we should 
never have had such a wicked thought about her, poor child, 
and been spared many a bitter naoment. Where in the wide 

world are we to look for her now ? 

The wide world did not give any answer. London, with its 
teeming millions, was an enormous arena and there was no 
especial cause for supposing Jessy Page had come to it. 

“I am afraid it will be of no use to stay here any longer,” 
said Miss Abigail to John Drench, after another unsatisfactory 
day had gone by, during which Marcus Allen called upon them 
at the inn, and said he had spoken to the police. It was John 
Drench’s own opinion. 

“Why, you see, Miss Abigail, that to look for her here, not 
knowing where or how, is like looking for a needle in a bottle of 
hay,” said John. 

They reached home none too soon. Two unexpected events 
were there to greet them. The one was Mr. Page who was lying 
low in an attack of paralysis ; the other was a letter from Jessy. 

It gave no clue to where she was. All she said in it was tliat 
she had found a situation, and hoped to suit and be happy in it ; 
and she sent her love to all. 

And the weeks and the months went on. 
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Snow was falling. At one of the windows of the parlour at 
Copse Farnij stood Susan Page, her bunch of short dark curls 
fastened back with a comb on both sides of her thm facd* her 
trim figure neat in a fine crimson merino gown.* Her own 
portion of*household-work was already done, though ic was not 
yet mid-day, and she was about to sit down, dressed for the day, 
to some sewing that lay on the work-table. 

^ ‘ I was hoping the snow was over : the morning looked so 
clear and bright,” she said to herself, watching the large flakes, 
“Leek will have a job to get the truck to the church.” 

It was a long, narrow room. At the other end, by the fire, 
sat Mr. Page in his arm-chair. He had dropped asleep, his 
cheek leaning on his hand. As Miss Susan sat down and took 
up her work, a large pair of scissors fell to the ground with a 
crash. She glanced round at her father, but he did not wake. 
That stroke of a year ago had dulled his faculties. 

“ I should uncommonly like to know who did this — whether 
Sally or the woman,” she exclaimed, examining the work she 
had to do. One of Mr. Page’s new shirts had been torn in the 
washing, and she was about to mend the rent. “That woman 
has a heavy hand : and Sally a careless one. It ought not to 
have been ironed. ” 

The door opened, and John Drench came in. When he saw 
that Mr. Page was asleep, he walked up the room towards Miss 
Susan. In the past twelvemonth — for that amount of time had 
rolled on since the trouble about Jessy and her mysterious 
disappearance — John Drench had had time to return to his first 
allegiance (or, as Miss Susan mentally put it, get over his folly) ; 
and he had decidedly done it. 

“ Did you want anything ? ” asked Susan in a cold tone. For 
she made a point of being short with him — for his own benefit. 

“I wanted to ask the master whether he’d have that ditch 
made, that he was talking about,” was the answer. “There’s 
no hurry about it : not much to be done anywhere while this 
weather lasts.” 

She made mi rejflj', Jolin Drench stood, waiting for Mr 
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Page to wake^ looking alternately at the snow and at Miss 
Susan’s steel thimble and nimble fingers. Very deftly was she 
doing the work, holding the linen gingerly, that the well-ironed 
bosom and wristbands might not get creased and unfit the shirt 
for wear. He was thinking what a good wife she would make : 
for^there^was nothing, in the shape of usefulness, that Susan 
Page could not put her hand to, and put it well. 

“Miss Susan, I was going to ask you a question,*^’ he began, 
standing uncomfortably on one leg. “ I’ve been wmting to do 
it for a good bit now, but ” 

“ Pick up my cotton,” said Miss Susan tartly, dropping a reel 
purposely. 

“But I believe I have, wanted courage,” resumed he after 
doing as he was bid. “It is a puzzling task to know how to do 
it for the best, and what to say. If you ” 

Open flew the door, and in came Miss Page, in her white 
kitchen apron. Her sleeves were rolled above her elbows, her 
floured hands were lightly wipedt John Drench, interrupted, 
thought he should never have pluck to speak again. 

“Susan, do you know where that old red receipt-book is?” 
she asked, in a low tone, glancing at her sleeping father. /‘I 
am not certain about the proportions for the lemon cake.” 

“The red receipt-book ” repeated Susan. “ I have not seen 
it for ever so long.” 

“ Nor I. I don’t think I have had occasion to use it since last 
Christmas-Eve. I know I had to look at it then for the lemon- 
cake. Sally says she’s sure it is somewhere in this room.” 

“ Then you had better send Sally to find it, Abigail.” 

Instead of that. Miss Page began searching herself. On the 
book-shelves ; on the side-board ; in all the nooks and corners. 
It was found in the drawer of an unused table that stood against 
the wall. 

“"Well, I declare !” she exclaimed, as she drew it out. “ I 
wonder who put it in here ” 

In turning over the leaves to look for what she wanted, a 
piece of paper, loosely folded, fell to the ground. John Drench 
picked it up. 

“ Why ! ” he said, “ it is a note from Jessy. 

It wj\s thq letter written to them by Jessy, saying she had 
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found a situation and hoped to suit and happy in it. The one 
letter : for no other had ever come. Abigail, missing the letter 
months ago, supposed it had got burnt, 

“ Yes,” she said with a sigh, as she glanced over the few lines 
now, standing by Susan’s work-table, '‘it is Jessy’s letter. She 
might have written again. Every morning of my life for weeks 
and weeks, I kept looking for the letter-man to bring'’ anotfier. 
But the hope died out at last, for it never came.” 

“She is a heartless baggage I” cried Miss Susan. “In her 
grand lady’s^'-maid’s place, amongst her high people, she is con- 
tent to forget and abandon us. I’d never have believed it of 
her.” 

A pause ensued. The subject was a painful one. Mortifying 
too ; for no one likes to be set at nought and forgotten by one 
that they have loved and cherished and brought up from a little 
child. Abigail Page had tears in her eyes. 

“It’s just a year ago to-day that she came into the church 
to help us to dress it,” said John Drench, his tender tone of 
regret grating on Miss Susan’s ear. “In her blue mantle she 
looked sweeter and biughter than a fairy.” 

“Did you ever see a fairy, pray ? ” asked Miss Susan, sharply 
talcing him up. “ She acted like a fairy, didn’t she ? ” 

“Best to forget her,” interposed Abigail, suppressing a sigh. 
“As Susan says, she is heartless. Almost wicked : for what is 
worse than ingratitude ^ Never to write : never to let us know 
where her situation is and with what people * never to ask or 
care whether her poor father, who had nothing but love for her, 
is living or dead ? It’s best to forget her.” 

She went out of the room with the note and receipt-book as 
she spoke, softly closing the door behind her, as one does who 
is feeling trouble. Miss Susan worked on with rapid and angry 
stitches ; John Drench looked out on the low-lying snow. The 
storm had passed ; the sky was blue again. 

Yes. Christmas-Eve had come round, making it just a year 
since Jessy in her pretty blue mantle had chosen the sprays of 
holly in the church. They had never had from her but that one 
first unsatisfactory letter : they knew no more how she went, or 
why she went, or where she was, than they had known then. 
Within a week or tWTi of the unsatisfactory journey to London 
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of Miss Abigail and* John Drench, a letter came to the farm 
from Mr. Maicus Allen, inquiring after Jessy, expressing hopes 
that she had been found and was at home again. It was not 
answered : Miss Page, busy with her father’s illness, neglected 
it at first, and then thought it did not matter. 

Mr. Page had recovered from his stroke : but he would never 
be goocTfor anything again. He was very much changed ; would 
sit for hours and never speak . at times his daughters thought 
him a little silly, as if his intellect were failing.^ Miss Page, 
with John Drench’s help, managed the farm : though she always 
made it a point of duty to consult her father and ask for his 
orders. In the month of June they heard again from Mr. 
Marcus Allen. He wrote to say that he was sorry not to fulfil 
promise (made in the winter’s visit) of coming^ to stay with 
1 .i iniig the time of hay-making, but he was busy finishing 
a painting and could not leave it : he hoped to come at some 
other time. And this was now December. 

Susan Page worked on. John Drench looked out of the 
window. The young lady was ^determined not to break the 
silence. 

“ The Dunn Farm is to let,” said he suddenly. 

“Is it? ” slightingly returned Miss Susan. 

“ My father has some thoughts of taking it for me. It’s good 
land. ” 

“ No better than other land about here.” 

“It’s very good, Susan. And just the place I should like. 
There’s an excellent house too, on it ” 

Susan Page began rummaging in the deep drawer of the work- 
table for her box of buttons. She had a great mind to hum a 
tune. 

“But I couldn’t take it, or let father take it for me, unless 
you’d promise to go to it with me, Susan.” 

“Promise to go to it with you, John Drench ’ ” 

“I’d make you as good a husband as I know how. Perhaps 
you’ll think of it. ” 

No answer. She was doubling her thread to sew on the 
button 

“ Will you think of it, Miss Susan ? ” 

“Well— yes, I will,” she said in a softer tone. “And if I 
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decide to bring my mind to have you, Jolin Drench, I’ll hope to 
make you a good and faithful wife. ” 

He held out his hand to shake hers upon the bargain. Their 
eyes met in kindliness . and John Drench knew that the Dunn 
Farm would have its mistress. 

We wei*e going to dress the church this year as we did the 
last. Clerk ^Bumford’s cough was bad, and the old sexton was 
laid by as usual. Tod and I got to the church early in the 
afternoon, and saw the Miss Pages wading their way through 
the coppice, over their ankles in snow • the one lady having 
finished her cake-making and the other her sliirt-m ending. 

‘‘ Is Leek not here yet 1 ” cried they in surprise. “We need 
not have made so much haste.” 

Leek with his large truck of holly was somewhere on the road. 
He had started, as Miss Page said, while they were at dinner. 
And he was not to be seen ! 

“ It is all through his obstinacy,” cried Susan. “I told him 
he had better take the highway, though it was a little further 
round ; but he said he knew he could well get through the little 
valley. That’s where he has stuck, truck and all.” 

John Drench came up as she was speaking. He had been on 
some errand to Church Dykely ; and gave a bad account of the 
snow on the roads. This was the third day of it The skies 
just now were' blue as in spring ; the sun, drawing towards the 
west, was without a cloud. After waiting a few minutes, John 
Drench started to meet Leek and help him on ; and we cooled 
our heels in the church-porch, unable to get inside. As it was 
supposed Leek would be there sooner than any one else, the 
key of the church had been given to him that he might get the 
holly in. There we waited in the cold. At last, out of patience, 
Tod went off in John Drench’s wake, and I after him. 

It was as Miss Susan surmised. Leek and his truck had stuck 
fast in the valley • a low, narroAV neck of land connecting a 
bye way to the farm with the lane. The snow was above the 
wheels . Leek could neither get on nor turn back. He and John 
Drench were hard at work, pulling and pushing ; and the 
obstinate truck refusing to move an inch. With the help of our 
S^rcpgth—if mine was not worth much, Tod’s got it on 
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Bumford’s den— a place dimly lighted by the opei;^ slits in the 
belfry above. The first thing seen was his black gown hanging 
up, next a horn lantern on the fioor and the grave-digging tools, 
then an iron candlestick with a candle end in it, then a stick 
half-a-mile long that he menaced the boys with if they laughed 
in church ; and next a round tin candlebox on a nail in tlie walb 
It was a prize. 

There were'-ten candles in it. Leaving one, in case it should 
he wanted on, the morrow afternoon, the nine others were 
lighted. One was put into the iron candlestick, the rest we 
stuck upright in melted tallow, wherever one was wanted ; how 
else could they be set up ? It was a grand illumination ; and 
we laughed over Clerk Bumford’s dismay when he should find 
his store of candles gone. 

That took time : finding the candles, and dropping the tallow, 
and talking and laughing. In the midst of it the clock struck 
five. Upon that, Miss Abigail told us to hinder no more time, 
or the work would not be done by midnight. So we set to with 
a will. In a couple of hours all the dressing was finished, and 
the branches were ready to be hung over the pulpit. John 
Drench felt for the string. He seemed to take his time over it. 

‘‘Where on earth is it'^” cried he, searching his pockets. 
“ I’m sure I brought some.” 

He might have brought it ; but it was certain he had not got 
it then. Miss Abigail, who had no patience with carelessness, 
told him rather sharply that if he had put it in his pockets at all, 
there it would be now. 

“ Well, I did,” he answered, in his quiet way. “I put it in 
on purpose. I’m sure I don’t know where it can have got to. ” 

And there we were : at a standstill for a bit of string. Looking 
at one another like so many helpless noodles, and the flaring 
candles coming to an end * Tod said, tear a strip off the tail of 
Bumford’s gown ; he’d never miss it : for which Miss Abigail 
gave it him as sharply as if he had proposed to tear it off tlie 
parson’s. 

“ I might get a bit of string at old Bumford’s,” I said. “In 
a few minutes I’ll be back with it.” 

It was one of the lightest nights ever seen : the air clear, the 
moon bright, the ground white with snowt Bushing round the 
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north and unfrequented side of the church, where the grass on 
the graves w'as long and no one ever walked, excepting old 
Bumford when he wanted to cut across the near way to his 
cottage, I saw something stirring against the church wall. Some- 
thing dark : that seemed to have been looking in at the -window, 
•and i^ow crouched down with a sudden movement behind the 
buttress, as if afiaid of being seen. 

‘‘Is that you, Leek ? ” I called out. 

There was no answer : no movement : nothing but a dark 
heap lying low. I thought it might bo a fox ; and crossed over 
to look. 

Well—I had had surprises in my life, but never one that so 
struck upon me as this. Foxes don’t wear women’s clothes * this 
thing did. I pulled aside the dark cloak, and a face stood out 
white and cold in the moonlight — the face of Jessy Page. 

You may fancy it is a slice of romance this ; made uj) for 
effect out of my imagination ; but it is the real truth, as every 
one about the place can testify to, and its strangeness is talked 
of still. Yet there are stranger coincidences in life than this. 
On Cliristmas-Eve, a year before, J essy Page had been helping 
to di’ess the church, in her line blue mantle, in her beayity, in 
hei light-hearted happiness : on this Christmas-Eve when we were 
dressing it again, she re-appeared. But how changed ! Wan, 
white, faint, wasted 1 I am not sure that I should have known 
. her but for her voice. Shrinking, as it struck me, with shame 
and fear, she put up her trembling hands in supplication. 

“Don’t betray me 1 — don’t call’” she implored m weak, 
feverish, anxious tones. “ Go away and leave me. Let me he 
here unsuspected until they have all gone away.” 

What ought I to do ? I was ^ust as bewildered as it’s possible 
for a fellow to be. It’s no exaggeration to say that I thought 
her dying ; and it would never do to leave her there to die. 

The stillness was broken by a commotion. While she lay with 
her thin hands raised, and I was gazing down on her poor face, 
wondering what to say, and how to act, Miss Susan came flying 
round the corner after me. 

“Johnny Ludlow! Master Johnny! Don’t go. We have 
found the string under the unused, holly. Why !— whaD§ 
that 1 ” 
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jINo chance of concealment for Jessy no^v. ^ Susan Page made 
for the buttress, and saw the white face in the moonjdght* 

“It’s Jessy,” I whispered. 

With a shriek that might have scared away all the ghosts in 
the churchyard, Susan Page called for Abigail. They heard it 
through the window, and came rushing out, thinking Susan ^ 
must have fallen at least into the clutches of a winter wolf.* Miss 
Susan’s voice trembled as she spoke in a whisper. 

“ Here’s Jessy — come back at last 1 ” 

Unbelieving Abigail Page went down on her knees in the 
snow to trace the features, and convince herself. Yes, it was 
Jessy. She had fainted now, and lay motionless. Leek came 
up then, and stood staring. 

Where had she come from 1 — how had she got there It was 
just as though she had dropped from the skies with the snow. 
And what was to be done with her ? 

“She must — come home,” said Abigail. 

But she spoke hesitatingly, as though some impediment might 
lie in the way • and she looked round m a dreamy manner on 
the open country, all so white and dreary in the moonlight. 

“ Yes, there’s no other place — of course it must be the farm,” 
she added. “Perhaps you can bring her between you. But 
I’ll go on and speak to my father first.” 

It was easy for one to carry her, she was so thin and light. 
John Drench lifted her and they all went oiT: leaving me and 
Leek to finish up in the church, and put out the candles. 

William Page was sitting in his favourite place, the wide 
chimney-corner of the kitchen, quietly smoking his pipe, when 
his daughter broke in upon him with the strange news. Just in 
the same way that, a year before, she had broken m upon him 
with that other news — ^that a gentleman had arrived, uninvited, 
on a visit to the farm. This news was more startling than 
that. 

“Are they bringing her home? — how long will they be '2” 
cried the old man with feverish eagerness, as he let fall his long 
churchwarden pipe, and broke it. ^ “ Abigail, will they be 
long ? ” 

“Father, I want to say something: I came on to say it,” 
returned Miss Page, and she was trembling too. “ I don’t like 
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her face ; it is wan, *and thin, and full of suffering : but there’s 
a look in it fliiat—that seems to tell of shame.” 

To tell of what ?” he asked, not catching the word. 

“May Heaven forgive me if I misjudge her 1 The fear 
crossed me, as I saw her lying there, that her life may not have 
|>een innocent since she left us : why else should she come back 
in thiLmost strange way 1 Must we take her in all the same, 
father^” . 

“Take her in I ” he repeated in amazement. ^ “ Yes. What 
are you thinking of, child, to ask it ? ” 

“ It’s the home of myseK and Susan, father : it has been 
always an honest one in the sight of the neighbours. Maybe, 
they’ll be hard upon us for receiving her into it.” 

He stared as one who does not understand, and then made a 
movement with his hands, as if wardmg off her words and the 
neighbours’ hardness together. 

“Let her come, Abigail! Let her come, poor stray lamb. 
Christ wouldn’t turn away a little one that had strayed from the 
fold : should her own father do it ? ” 

And when they brought her in, and put her in an easy-chair by 
the sittmg-room fire, stirring it into a blaze, and gave her hot 
tea and brandy in it, William Page sat down by her side, and 
shed fast tears over her, as he fondly stroked her hand. 


Gay and green looked the church on Christmas morning, the 
sun shining in upon us as brightly as it shone a year before.. 
The news of Jessy Page’s return and the curious manner of it, 
had spread ; causing the congregation to turn their eyes in- 
stinctively on the Pages’ pew. Perhaps not one but recalled 
the last Christmas — and the gallant stranger who had sat in it, 
and found the places in the Prayer-book for Jessy. Only Mr. 
Page was there to-day. He came slowly in with his thick stick — 
for he walked badly since his illness, and dragged one leg behind 
the other. Before the thanksgiving prayer the parson opened a 
paper and read out a notice. Such things were uncommon in 
our church, and it caused a ^tir. 

“ William Page desires to return thanks to Almighty God for 
a great mercy vouchsafed to him.” 
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We walked to the Copse Farm with him after service. Con- 
sidering that he had been returning thanks, he seemed dread- 
fully subdued. He didn’t know how it was yet ; where she had 
been, or why she had come home in the manner she did, he told 
the Squire ; but, anyway, she had come. Come to die, it might 
be ; but come home, and that was enough. 

Mrs. Todhetley went upstairs to see her. They had given 
her the best bqd, the one they had given to Marcus Allen. She 
lay in it like a Hly. It was what Mrs. Todhetley said when she 
came down : ‘‘like a lily, so white and delicate.” There was 
no talking. Jessy for the most part kept her eyes shut and her 
face turned away. Miss Page -whispered that they had not 
questioned her yet ; she seemed too weak to bear it. “ But what 
do you asked Mrs. Todhetley m return. “I am afraid 

to think,” was all the answer. In coming away, Mrs. Todhetley 
stooped over the bed to kiss her. 

“Oh don’t, don’t!” said Jessy faintly: “you might not if 
you knew all. I am not worth it. ” 

“Perhaps I should kiss you all the more, my poor child,” 
answered Mrs. Todhetley. And she came downstairs with red 
eyes. 

But Miss Susan Page was burning with impatience to know 
the ins and outs of the strange affair. Naturally so. It had 
brought more scandal and gossip on the Copse Farm than even 
the running away of the year before. That was bad enough : 
this was worse. Altogether Jessy was the home’s heartsore. 
Mr. Page spoke of her as a lamb, a wanderer returned to the 
fold, and Susan heard it with compressed lips : in her private 
opinion, she had more justly been called an ungrateful girl. 

“Now, then, Jessy; you must let us know a little about 
yourself,” began Susan on this same afternoon when she was 
with her alone, and Jessy lay apparently stronger, refreshed 
with the dipner and the long rest. Abigail had gone to church 
with Mr. Page. Susan could not remember that any of them 
had gone to church before on Christmas-Bay after the morning 
service: but there was no, festive gathering to keep them at 
home to-day. Unconsciously, perhaps, Susan resented the fact. 
Even John Drench was dining at his father’s, “Where have 
you been all this while* in London 1 ” 
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Jessy suddenly lifted her arm to shade her eyes ; and remained 
silent. ® 

“It is in London, I conclude, that you have been? Come : 
answer me.” 

“Yes,” said Jessy faintly. 

^“And where have you been^ In what part of it^ — who 
With?’^c • 

“Don’t ask me,” was the low reply, given with, a suppressed 
Sob. 

“Not ask you! But we must ask you. And you must 
answer Where have you been, and what have you been 
doing ? ” 

“ I — can’t tell,” sobbed Jessy. “ The story is too long.” 

“Story too long’” echoed Susan quickly, “you might say 
in half-a-dozen words — and leave explanations until to-morrow. 
Did you find a place in town ? ” 

“Yes, I found a place.” 

“ A lady’s-maid’s place ? — as you said.” 

Jessy turned her face to the wall, and never spoke. 

“Now, this won’t do,” cried Miss Susan, not choosing to be 
thwarted : and no doubt Jessy, hearing the determined tone, 
felt something like a reed in her hands. “Just you teU me a 
little.” 

“lam very ill, Susan ; I can’t talk much,” was the pleading 
excuse. “If you’d only let me be quiet.” 

“ It will no more hurt you to say in a few words where you 
have been than to make excuses,” persisted Miss Susan, giving 
a flick to the skirt of her new puce silk gown. “ Your conduct 
altogether has been most extraordinary, quite baffling to us at 
home, and I must hear some explanation of it.” 

“ The place I went to was too hard for me,” said Jessy after a 
pause, speaking out of the pillow. 

“Too hard 1 ” 

“ Yes ; too hard. My heart was breaking with its hardness, 
and I couldn’t stop in it. Oh, be merciful to me, Susan I don’t 
ask any more. ” 

Susan Page thought that when mysterious answers like these 
were creeping out, there was all the greater need that she should 
ask for more. 
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‘‘ Who found you the place at first, Jessy ? ’’ 

Kot a word. Susan asked again. 

“I — got it through an advertisement,” said Jessy at length. 

Advertisements in those days, down in our rural district, were 
looked upon as wonderful things, and Miss Susan opened her 
eyes in surprise. A famt idea was upon her that Jessy coulS 
not be telling the truth. 

‘ ‘ In that letter that you wrote to us ; the only one you did 
write ; you asaeited that you liked the place.” 

‘‘ Yes. That was at first. But afterwards— oh, afterwards it 
got cruelly hard. 

Why did you not change it for another ^ ” 

Jessy made no answer. Susan heard the sobs in her throat. 

‘‘Now, Jessy, don’t be silly. I ask why you did not get 
another place, if you were unable to stay in that one ? ” 

“I couldn’t have got another, Susan. I would never have 
got another.” 

“ Why not ” persisted Susan. 

“I — I — don’t you see how weak I am she asked with some 
energy, lifting her face for a moment to Susan. 

And its wan pain, its deptli of anguish, disarmed Susan. Jessy 
looked like a once fair blossom on which a blight had passed. 

“WeU, Jessy, we will leave these matters until later. But 
there’s one thing you must answer. What induced you to take 
this disreputable mode of coming back ? ” 

A dead silence. 

“ Could you not have written to say you were coming, as any 
sensible girl would, that you might have been properly met and 
received ^ Instead of appearing like a vagabond, to be picked 
up by anybody ” 

“I never meant to come home — to the house.” 

“ But why ^^ ” asked Susan. 

“Oh, because— because of my ingratitude in running away — > 
and never writing— and — and all that.” 

“That is, you were ashamed to come and face us.” 

“ Yes, I was ashamed,” said Jessy, shivering. 

‘ And no wonder. Why did you go^ ? ” 

Jessy gave a despairing sigh. Leaving that c^ueslion in abe^r"' 
ance, Susan returned to the former one. 

Johnny Ludlow.— III. ^ 
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“If you did not mean to come home, what hrought you down 
here at aU ^ ^ 

“ It didn’t matter where I went. And my heart was yearning 
for a look at the old place — and so I came.” 

“And ii we had not found you under the church wall— -and 
w» never should but for Johnny Ludlow’s running out to get 
some string— where should you have gone, pray ? ” 

“ Crawled under some haystack, and let the col(i and hunger 
kill me.” 

“ Don’t be a simpleton,” reproved Susan. 

“I wish it had been so,” returned Jessy, “I’d ratlier be 
dying there in quiet. Oh, Susan, I am ill ; I am indeed ! Let 
me be at peace ! ” 

The appeal shut up Susan Page. She did not want to be too 
hard upon her. 

Mr. Duff ham came in after church. Abigail had told him 
that she did not like Jessy’s looks ; nor yet her cough. He went 
up alone, and was at the bedside before Jessy was aware. She 
put up her hand to hide her face, but not in time ; Duff ham 
had seen it. Doctors don’t get shocks in a general way : they 
are too familiar with appearances that frighten other people ; 
but he started a little. If ever he saw coming death in a face, 
he thought he saw it in tliat of Jessy Page. 

He drew away the shading hand, and looked at her. Duffham 
was pompous on the whole and thought a good deal of his golcL 
headed cane, but he was a tender man with the sad and sick. 
After that, he sat down and began asking her a few things — 
where she had been, and what she had done. 3Not out of 
curiosity, or quite with the same motive that Miss Susan had 
3 ust asked ; but because he wished to find out whether her illness 
was more on the body or the mind. She would not answer. 
Only cried softly. 

“My dear,” said Duffham, “ I must have you tell me a little 
of the past. Don’t be afraid : it shall go no further. If you 
only knew the strange confidences that are sometimes placed in 
me, Jessy, you would not hesitate.” 

No, she would not speak of her own accord, so he began to 
pump her. Doing it very kindly and soothingly ; had Jessy 
spent her year in London robbing all the banks, one might have 
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thought she could only have yielded to his wish t(^ come to the 
bottom of it. Duffham listened to her answers, and sat with 
a puzzled face. She told him what she had told Susan : that 
her post of lady’s-maid had been too hard for her and worn her 
to what she was ; that she had shrunk from returning home on 
account of her ingratitude, and should not have returned eySr 
of her owil will. But she had yearned for a sight of the old 
place, and so, came down by rail, and walked over after dark. 
In passing the^church she saw it lighted up ; and lingered, peep- 
ing in. She never meant to be seen; she should have gone 
away somewhere before morning. Nothing more. 

Nothing more ! Duffham sat listening to her. He pushed 
back the pretty golden hair (no more blue ribbons in it now), 
lost in thought. 

Nothing more, Jessy ^ There must have been something 
more, I think, to have brought you into this state. What 
was it ? ” 

‘‘No,” she faintly said . “only the hard work I had to do ; 
and the thought of how I left my home ; and— and my unliappi- 
ness. I was unhappy always, nearly from my first entering. 
The work was hard.” 

“ What was the work ? ” 

“ It was ” 

A long pause. Mr. Duffham, always looking at her, waited. 

“It was sewing ; dress-making. And— there was sitting up 
at nights.” 

“ Who was the lady you served ? What was her name 1 ” 

“ I can’t tell it,” answered Jessy, her cheeks flushing to a wild 
hectic. 

The surgeon suddenly turned the left hand towards him, and 
looked at the forefinger. It was smooth as ivory. 

“ Not much sign of sewing there, Jessy.” 

She drew it under the clothes. “ It is some little time since 
I did any ; I was too ill,” she answerkl. “ Mr. Duffham, I have 
told you all there is to tell. The place was too hard for me, and 
it made me ill.” 

It was all she told. Duffham wondered whether it was, in 
substance, all she had to tell. He went down and entered the 
parlour with a grave face : Mr, Page, his daughters, and John 
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Drench were there. The doctor said Jessy must have perfect 
rest, tranquahty, and the best of nourishment; and he wo^ 
send some medicine. Abigad put a shawl over her head, and 
walked with him across the garden. _ 

“ You will tell me what your opinion Dunham. 

Ay.„ It is no good one. Miss Abigail.” 

Is sh.6 vGry ill 

“ Very. I do not think she will materially rally. Her chest 

and lungs are both weak. t ^ 

“Her mother’s were before her. As I told you, Jessy looks 
to me just as my mother used to look in her last illness. 

Mr Duffham went through the gate without saying more. 
The snow was sparkhng like diamonds in the «ooidight. 

‘‘I think 1 gather what you mean,’ resumed Abigai . 
she is, in point of fact, dying. 

“That’s it. As I truly believe.” 

They looked at each other m the cloar^light air. But not 

surely, Mr. Duffham, not immediately?” t 

“JSot immediately. It may be weeks oft yet Mind I 
don’t assert that she is absolutely past hope , 1 only think i . 
It is possible that she may rally, and recover.” 

“It might not be the happier for hei,” said Abigail, under 
her breath “ She is in a curiously miserable state of mind—as 
you no doubt saw. Mr Duffham, did she tell you anything ^ ” 
“She says she took a place as lady’s-maid , that the work 
proved too hard for her; ,md that, with the remorse for her 
ingratitude towards her home, made her ill 

She said the same to Susan this afternoon. Well, we must 
wait for more. Good-mght, Mr. Duffham ; I am sure you will 
do all you can.” 

Of course Duffham meant to do all he could ; and from tha 
time he began to attend her regularly. ^ 

Jessy Page’s coming home, with, as Miss Susan haxl put it, 
the vagabond manner of it, was a nine days won ei. le 
neighbours went making calls at the Copse Farm, to talk about 

it and to see her. In the latter hope they failed Jessy showed 

a great fear of seeing any one of thorn would put her head 
uiLr the bed-clothes and lie there shaking till tlie house iias 
clear , and Duffham said she was not to be crossed. 
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Her sisters got to know no mure of the past. Js^ot a syllable. 
They questioned and cross-questioned her ; but she only stuck 
to her text. It was the work that had been too much for her"; 
the people she served were cruelly hard. 

‘^1 really think it must be so; tliat she has nothing else to 
tell,'’ remarked Abigail to Susan on-e morning, as they alone 
at breakfast. ‘‘But she must have been a downright simpleton 
to stay ” 

“1 can't make her out,” returned Susan, hard of belief. 
“Why should she not say where it was, and who the people 
are Here comes the letter-man. ” 

The letter-man — as he was called — was bringing a letter for 
Miss Page. Letters at the Copse Farm were rare, and slie 
opened it with curiosity. It proved to be from Mrs. Allen of 
Aberystwith ; and out of it dropped two cards, tied togetlier 
with silver cord. 

Mrs. Allen wrote to say that her distant relative, Marcus, was 
married. He had been married on Christmas-Eve to a Miss 
Mary Goldbeater, a great heiress, and they had sent her cards. 
Thinking the Miss Pages might like to see Uie cards (as they 
knew something of him) she had forwarded them. 

Abigail took the cards up. “ Mr. Marcus Allen. Mrs. Marcus 
Allen.” And on hers was the address: “Gipsy Yillas, Mont- 
gomery Hoad, Brompton.” “I think he might have been 
polite enough to send us cards also,” observed Abigail. 

Susan put the cards on the ivaiter when she went upstairs 
with her sister’s tea. Jessy, looking rather more feverish than 
usual in a morning, turned the cards about in her slender hands- 

‘ ‘ I have heard of her, this Mary Goldbeater, ” said J essy, 
biting her parched lips. “They say she's pretty, and — and 
very iich.” 

“ Where did you hear of lierT^ asked Susan. 

“ Oh, in — ^let me thuik. In the work-room.” 

“[N'ow what do you mean by that?” cried Miss Susan. “A 
work-room implies a dressmaker’s establishment, and you tell 
us you were a lady’s-maid.” 

Jessy seemed umbie to answer. 

“I don’t believe you were at either the one place or the 
other. You are deceiving us, Jessy.” 
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‘‘No,” gashed Jessy. 

“Did you evei' seo Mr. Marcus Allen wlieii you were in 
town ? ” 

“Mr. Marcus Allen ? ” repeated Jessy after a pause^ just as if 
she were unable to recall who Mr. Marcus Allen was. 

'"“Tlie Mr. Marcus Allen you knew at Aberystwith ; he wdio 
came here afterwards,” went on Susan impatiently. ^ “Are you 
losing your memory, Jessy ? ” 

“No, I never saw the Marcus Allen I knew her/5— and there,” 
was J easy ’s answer, her face white and still as death. 

“Why! — Did you know any other Marcus Allen, then?” 
questioned Susan, in surprise. For the words had seemed to 
imply it. 

“No,” replied Jessy. “No.” 

“She seems queerer than usual — I hope her mind’s not 
going,” thought Susan. “Did you ever go to see Madame 
Caron, Jessy, while you were in London ^ ” 

“Never. Why should I ^ I didn’t know Madame Caron.” 

“Wlien Marcus Allen wrote to excuse himself from visiting 
us in the summer, he said he would be sure to come later,” 
resumed Susan. “I wonder if he will keep his promise.” 

“No— never,” answered Jessy. 

“How do you know ? ” 

‘ ‘ Oh —I don’t think it. He wouldn’t care to come. Especially 
now he’s married. ” 

“And you never saw him in town, Jessy ^ Never oven met 
him by chance ^ 

“I’ve told you— No. Do you suppose I should be likely to 
call upon Marcus Allen ? As to meeting him by chance, it is 
not often I went out, I can tell you.” 

“Well, sit up and take your breakfast,” concluded Susan. 

A thought had crossed Susan Page’s mind — -whether this 
marriage of Marcus Allen’s on Christmas-Eve could have had 
anything to do with Jessy’s return and her miserable unhappiness. 
It was only a thought ; and she drove it away again. As 
Abigail said, she had been inclined throughout to judge hardly 
of Jessy. 

The winter snow lay on the ground still, when it became a 
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question not of how many weeks Jessy would live, hut of days. 
And then she confessed to a secret that pretty nearly changed 
the sober Miss Pages’ hair from black to grey. J essy had turned 
Homan Catholic. 

It came out through her persistent refusal to see the parson, 
Mr. Holland, a little man with shaky legs. He’d go^trottkig 
up to the*Copse Farm once or twice a-week ; all in vain. Miss 
Abigail would console him with a good hot ^orum of sweet elder 
wine, and tli^^n he’d trot back again. One day Jessy, brought 
to bay, confessed that she was a Roman Catholic. 

There was grand commotion. John Drench went about, liis 
hands lifted in the frosty air ; Abigail and Susan Page sat in the 
bedroom with (metaphorically speakmg) ashes on their heads. 

People have their prejudices. It was not so much that these 
ladies wished to cast reflection on good Catholics born and bred, 
as that Jessy should have abandoned her own religion, just as 
though it had been an msuflicient faith. It w^as the slight on it 
that they could not bear. 

“Miserable girl ! ” exclaimed Miss Susan, looking upon Jessy 
as a turncoat, and therefore next door to lost. And Jessy told, 
through her sobs, how it had come to pass. 

Wandering about one evening in London when she was very 
unhappy, she entered a Catholic place of worship styled an 
“Oratory.” — The Miss Pages caught up the word as “oratorio,” 
and never called it anything else.— There a priest got into con- 
versation with Jessy. He had a pleasant, kindly manner that 
won upon her and drew from her the fact that she was unhappy. 
Become a Catholic, he said to her ; it would bring her back to 
happiness : and he asked her to go and see hun again. She 
went again ; again and again. And so, going and listening to 
him, she at length did turn, and was received by him into his 
church. 

“Are you the happier for it '2” sharply asked Miss Abigail. 

* “llTo,” answered Jessy with distressed eyes. “Only — 
only ” 

“ Only what, pray *2 ” 

“Well, they can absolve me from all sin.” 

“Oh, you poor foolish misguided child!” cried Abigail in 
anguish; “you must take your sins to the Saviour ; He can 
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absolve you, and He alone. Do you want any third person to 
stand betweei you and Him ? ” 

Jessy gave a sobbing sigh. ‘‘ It’s best as it is, Abigail. 
Anyway, it too late now,” 

“Btop a bit,” cried sharp Miss Susan. “I should like to 
lijive one thing answered, Jessy, You have told us how hard 
you were kept to work . if that was so, pray how did you hnd 
leisure to be dancing abroad to Oratorios ^ Come V' 

Jessy could not, or would not, answer ^ 

“Can you explain that!” said Miss Susan, some sarcasm in 
her tone. 

“I went out sometimes m an evening,” faltered Jessy. And 
more than that could not be drawn from her. 

They did not tell Mr Page . it would have distressed him 
too much. In a day or two Jessy asked to see a priest. Miss 
Abigail flatly refused, on account of the scandal. As if their 
minister was not good enough 1 

One afternoon I was standing by Jessy’s bed — for Miss 
Abigail had let me go up to see her. Mrs. Todhetley, that first 
day, had said she looked like a lily : she was more like one now. 
A faded lily that has had all its beauty washed out of it. 

“Good-bye, Johnny Ludlow,” she said, opening her eyes, and 
putting out her feeble hand. “ I shall not see you «igain ” 

“ I hope you will, Jessy I’ll come over to-morrow.” 

“Never again m this world.” And I had to lean over to 
catch the words, and my eyes were full. 

“ In the next world there’ll he no jDarting, Jessy. We shall 
see each other there ” 

“I don’t kno\v,” she said “You will be there, Johnny; T 
can’t tell whether I shall be I turned Roman Catholic, you 
see ; and Abigail won’t let a priest come. And so — I don’t know 
how it will be. ” 

Tlie words struck upon mo. The Miss Pages had kept the 
secret too closely for news of it to have come abroad. It seemed « 
w<jrse to me to hear it than to her to say it. But she had grown 
too -weak to feel things strongly. 

“Good-bye, Johnny.” 

“Good-bye, Jessy dear,” I whispered. “Don’t fear: God 
will be sure to take you to heaven if you ask Him.” 
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MisB Abigail got ii oiifc of me — whafc she had said about flie 
priest. In fact, I told. She was very cross. 

“There ; let it drop, Johnny Ludlow. John Drench is gone 
oflF in the gig to Coiighton to bring one. All I hope and tx’ust 
IS, that they’ll not be back until the shades of night have fallen 
upon the earth ! I shouldn’t like a priest to be seen coming into 
this door. •Such a reproach on good Mr. Holland ! I’m sure I 
trust it will never get about ! ” 

We all have our prejudices, I repeat. And not a soul amongst 
us for miles round had found it necessary to change religions 
since the Reformation. 

Evening was well on when John Drench brought him in. A 
mild-faced man, wearing a skull-cap under his broad-brimmed 
hat. Ho saw Jessy alone. Miss Page would not have made a 
third at the interview though they had bribed her to it — and of 
course they wouldn’t have had her. It was quite late when he 
came down. Miss Page stopped him as he was going out, after 
declining refreshment. 

‘ ‘ I presume, sir, she has told you all about this past year — 
that has been so mysterious to us ? ” 

“Yes ; I think all,” replied the priest. 

“ Will you tell mo the particulars ^ ” 

“ I cannot do that,” he said. “ They have been given to me 
under the seal of confession ” 

“Only to me and to her sister Susan,” pleaded Abigail. 
“We will not even disclose it to our father. Sir, it would be a 
true kindness to us, and it can do her no harm. You do not 
know what our past doubts and distress have been.” 

But the priest shook his head. He was very sorry to refuse, 
he said, but the tenets of his Church forbade his speaking. And 
Miss Page thought he was sorry, for he had a benevolent face. 

“Best let the past lie,” he gently added. “Suffice it to know 
that she is happy now, poor child, and will die in peace.” 

They buried her in the churchyard beside her mother. When 
the secret got about, some said it was not right — that she ought 
to have been taken elsewhere, to a graveyard devoted to the 
other faith. Which would just have put the finishing stroke on 
old Page— broken all that was left of his heart to break. The 
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Squire said he didn’t suppose it mattered in the sight of God : 
or would make much ditlorence at the Last Day. 

And that ended the life of Jessy Page . and, in one sense, its 
episode of mystery. Nothing more was ever heard or known of 
where she had been or what she had done. Years have gone by 
since t^en ; and William Page is lying beside her. Miss Page 
and Charley live on at the Copse Farm ; Susan became Mrs. 
John Drench ages ago. Her husband, a man of substance now, 
was driving her into Alcester last Tuesday (mai^iet-day) m his 
four-wheeled chaise, two buxom daughters in the back seat. I 
nodded to them from Mr. Brandon’s window. 

The mystery of Jessy Page (as we grew to call it) remained a 
mystery. It remains one to this day. What the secret was — if 
there was a secret — why she went in the way she did, and came 
back in what looked like shame and fear and trembling, a dying 
girl — has not been solved. It never will be in this world. 
Some old women i)ut it all down to her having changed her 
religion and been afraid to tell : while Miss Abigail and Miss 
Susan have never got rid of a vague doubt, touching Marcus 
Allen. But it may be ohly their fancy ; they admit that, and 
say to one another when talking of it privately, that it is not 
right to judge a man without cause. He keeps a carriage-and- 
pair now j and gives dinners, and has handsome daughters 
growing up ; and is altogether quite up to the present style of 
expensive life in London. 

And I never go into church on a Christmas morning — whether 
it may be decorated in our simple country fashion, or in accord- 
ance With your new ‘‘artistic” achievements — ^but I think of 
Jessy Page. Of her sweet face, her simphcity, and her want of 
guile : and of the poor wreck that came back, broken-hearted, 
to die. 
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Yes ! . Halloa ! W hat is it? ” 

To be wakened up short by a knocking, or some other noise, 
in the night, is enough to make you start up in bed, and stare 
round in confusion. The room was dark, barring the light that 
always glimmers in at the window on a summer’s night, and I 
listened and waited for more. Nothing came : it was all as 
silent as the grave. 

We were staying at Crabb Cot. I had gone to bed at half -past 
nine, dead tired after a day’s fishing. The Squire and Tod were 
away : Mrs. Todhetley went over to the Coneys’ after tea, and 
did not seem m a hurry to come back. They filed one of the 
fish I had caught for my supper ; and after that, there being no 
one to speak to, I went to bed. 

It was a knocking that had wakened me out of my sleep . I 
was sure of that. And it sounded exactly as though it were at 
the window — which was very improbable. Calling out again to 
know who was there, and what was wanted— •though not very 
'loudly, for the children slept within earshot — and getting no 
answer, I lay down again, and was all but asleep when the noise 
came a second time. 

It was at the dining-room window, right underneath mine. 
There could be no mistake about it. The ceilings of the old- 
fashioned house were low ; the windows were very near each 
other, and mine was down at the top. I thought it time to 
jump out of bed, and take a look out. 

Well, I was surprised 1 Instead, of its being the middle of th^ 
night, it must be quite early still ; for the lamp was yet alight in. 
the dining-room. It was a cosy kind of room, with a bow 
window jutting on to the garden, of "which the middle compart- 
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ment opened to tlie ground, as French windows do. My window 
w'as a bow atso, and close above the other. Throwing it up, I 
looked out 

There was not a soul to be seen. Yet the knocking could 
not have been from within, for the inside shutters were closed : 
tjiey did not reach to the top panes, and the lamplight shone 
througli them on the mulberry tree. As I leaned out, wonder- 
ing, the crazy old clock at North Crabb Church* began to tell 
the hour. I counted the strokes, one by one-r-ten of them. 
Only ten o clock! And I thought I had been asleep half 
the night. 

All in a moment I caught sight of some one moving slowly 
away. He was keeping in the shade ; close to the shrubs that 
encircled the lawn, as if not caring to be seen. A short, thin 
man, in dark clothes and round black felt hat. Who he was, 
and what he wanted, was more than I could imagine. It could 
not be a robber. Robbers don’t come knocking at houses before 
people have gone to bed. 

The small side-gate opened, and Mrs. Todlietley came in. 
Old Coney's farm was only a stone’s- throw off, and she had run 
homo alone. We people in the country think notlnng of being 
abroad alone at night. The man emerged from the shade, and 
placed himself right in her path, on the gravel walk. They 
stood there together. I could see him better now . there was 
no moon, but the night was light ; and it flashed into my mind 
that he was the same man I had seen Mrs. Todlietley with in the 
morning, us I went across the fields, with my rod and line. She 
wa^ at the stile, about to descend into the Ravine, when he came 
up from it, and accosted her. He was a stranger ; wearing a 
seedy, shabby black coat ; and I had wondered what he wanted. 
They were still talking together when I got out of sight, for I 
turned to look. 

Not long did they stand now. The gentleman went away ; 
she came hastening on with her head down, a soft wool kerchief 
thrown over her cap. In all North Crabb, no one was so fearful 
of catching face-ache as Mrs.^Todhetley. 

“ Who was It ^ ” I called out, when she was under the window : 
which seemed to startle her considerably, for she gave a spring 
back, right on to the grass. 
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“Johnny 1 how you frightened me ! What are you looking 
out at r’ * 

“ At that fellow who has just taken himself off. Who is he 1 ” 
“I do believe you have on nothmg but your nightshirt I 
You’ll be sure to take cold. Shut the window down, and get 
into bed.” * 

Four times over, in all, had I to ask about the man before I 
got an answer. Now it was the nightshirt, now catching cold, 
now the open window and the damp air. She always wanted to 
be as tender with us as though we were chickens. 

“The man that met me in the path '? ” she got to, at length. 
“He made some excuse for being here : was not sure whose 
house it was, I think he said * had turned in by mistake to the 
wrong one.” 

“That’s all very fine ; but, not being sure, he ought to mind 
his manners. He came rapping at the dining-room window like 
anything, and it woke me up. Had you been at home, sitting 
there, good mother, you might Imve been startled out of your 
seven senses. ” 

•“So I should, Johnny. The Coneys would not let me come 
away ; they had friends with them. Good-night, dear. Shut 
down that window. ” 

She went on to the side-door. I put down the window, opened 
it at the top, and let the white curtain drop before it. It was 
an hour or two before I got to sleep again, and I had the man 
and the knocking in my thoughts all the tune. 

“Don’t say anything about it m the house, Johnny,” Mrs. 
To<lhetley said to me, in the morning. “ It might alarm the 
children.” So I promised her I would not. 

Tod came home at mid-day, not the Squire . and the first thing 
I did was to tell him. I wouldn’t have broken faith with the 
mother for the world ; not even for Tod ; but it never entered 
my mind that she wished me to keep it a close secret, excepting 
from those, servants or others, who might be likely to repeat it 
before Hugh and Lena. I cautioned Tod. 

“ Confound his impudence I ” cried Tod. “ Could he not be 
satisfied with disturbing the house at the door at night, but he 
- must make for the window ? I wish I had been at home.” 

Crabb Ravine lay to the side of our house, beyond the wide 



46 


.JOHNNY LUDLOW. 


field. It was a regular wilderness. The sharp descent began 
in that three-cornered grove, of which youVe heard before, for 
it was where Daniel Ferrar hanged himself ; and the wildy deep, 
mossy dell, about as wide as an ordinary road, went running 
along below, soft, green and damp. Towering banks, sloping 
b|bckwards, rose on either side ; a mass of .verdure in summer ; 
of briih^s, brown and tangled, in winter. Dwarf shrubs, tall 
trees, blackberry and nut bushes, sweet-briar and broom clustered 
there in wild profusion. Primroses and violets peeped up when 
spring came in ; blue bells and cowslips, dog-roses, woodbine, 
and other sweet flowers, came later. Few people would descend 
except by the stile opposite our house and the proper zigzag 
path leading down the side bank, for a fall might have broken 
Imibs, besides bringing one’s clothes to grief. No houses stood 
near it, except ours and old Coney’s ; and the field bordering it 
just here on this side belonged to Squire Todhetley. If you 
went down the zigzag path, turned to the right, walked along 
the Ravine some way, and then up another zigzag on the opposite 
side, you soon came to Timberdale, a small place in itself, but 
our nearest post-town. The high-road to Timberdale, winding 
past our house from South Crabb, was twice the distance, so 
that people might sometimes be seen in the Ravine by day ; but 
no one cared to go near it in the evening, as it had the reputa- 
tion of being haunted. A mysterious light might sometimes be 
observed there at night, dodging about the banks, where it would 
be rather difficult for ordinary human beings to walk : some said 
it was a will-o’-the-wisp, and some said a ghost. It was difficult 
to get even a farm-servant to go the near way to Timberdale 
after dark. 

One morning, when I was running through the Ravine with 
Tod in search of Tom Coney, we came slap against a man, who 
seemed to be sneaking there, for he turned short ofif, into the 
underwood, to hide himself. I knew him by his hat. 

Tod, that’s the man,” I whispered. 

‘‘ What man, Johnny ? ” 

“The one who came knocking at the window three nights 
ago,” 

“Oh’” said Tod, carelessly. “He looks like a fellow who 
comes out with begging petitions.” 
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Ifc might have been an hour aftfer that. AVe had come up from 
the Ravine, on our side of it, not having seen or ISpoken to a 
soul, except Luke Mackintosh. Tod told me to stay and waylay 
Coney if he made his appearance, whilst he went again to the 
farm in search of him. Accordingly, 1 was sitting on the fence 
(put there to hinder the cattle and sheep from getting over the 
brink of the JRavine), throwing stones and whistling, when "I saw 
Mrs. Todhetley cross the stile to go down the zigzag. Rhe did 
not see me : the fence could hardly be gained for trees, and I 
was hidden. • 

J ust because I had nothing to do, I watched her as she went ; 
tall, thin, and hght in figure, she could spin along nearly as quick 
as we. The zigzag path went in and out, sloping along tlie bank 
until it brought itself to the dell at a spot a good bit beyond 
me as I looked down, finishing there with a high, rough stef r 
Mrs. Todhetley took it with a spring. 

What next ! In one moment the man with the black coat and 
hat had appeared from somewhere, and placed himself in' front 
of her parasol. Before I could quit the place, and leap down 
after her, a conviction came over me that the meeting was not 
accidental ; and I rubbed my eyes in wonder, and thought I 
must be dreaming. 

The summer air was clear as crystal ; not a bee’s hum just then 
disturbed its stillness. Detached words ascended from where 
they stood; and now and again a whole sentence. She kept 
looking each way as if afraid to be seen ; and so did he, for that 
matter. The colloquy seemed to be about money. I caught the 
word two or three times ; and Mrs. Todhetley said it was “ im- 
possible.” “I must, and I will have it,” came up distinctly 
from him in answer. 

Wliat’s that^ Johnny ? ” 

The interruption came from Tod. All my attention absorbed 
in them, he stood at my elbow before I knew he was near. 
When 1 would have answered, he suddenly put his hand upon 
my mouth for silence. His face had a proud anger on it as he 
looked down. 

Mrs. Todhetley seemed to be usihg entreaty to the man, for 
she clasped her hands in a piteous manner, and then turned to 
ascend the zigzag. He followed her, talking very fast. As to 
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me, I was in a regular sea of marvel, m^derstandiiig nothing. 
Our heads were hardly to be distinguished from the bushes, even 
if she had looked up. 

No,” she said, turning round upon him ; and they were near 
us then, half way up the path, so that every word was audible. 
“ You must not venture to come to the house, or near the house. 
I would not have Mr, Todhetley know of this for the* world : for 
your sake as well as for his.” • 

Todhetley ’s not at home,” was the man’s answer : and Tod 
gave a growl as he heard it. 

‘‘If he is not, his son is,” said Mrs. Todhetley. “It would 
be aU the same ; or worse.” 

“His son’s here,” roared out passionate Tod. “What the 
deuce is the meaning of this, sir ” 

The man shot down the path like an arrow. Mrs. Todhetley 
— who had been walking on, seeming not to have caught the 
words, or to know whose the voice was, or where it came from 
— gazed round in all directions, her countenance curiously help- 
less. She ran up the rest of the zigzag, and went swiftly home 
across the field. Tod disentangled himself from the brambles, 
and drew a long breath. 

“I think it’s time we went now, Johnny.” It was not often 
he spoke in that tone. He had always been at war tacitly with 
Mrs. Todhetley, and was not likely to favour her now. Generous 
though he was by nature, there could be no denying that he 
took up awful prejudices. 

“ It is something about money, Tod.’* 

“I don’t care what it is about — the fellow has no business to 
be prowling here, on my father’s grounds ; and he shan't be^ 
without my knowing what it’s for. I’ll watch madam’s move- 
ments.” 

“ What do you think it can mean ? ” 

“Mean ! Why, that the individual is some poor relation of 
hers, come to drain as much of my father’s money out of her as 
he can. She is the one to blame. I wonder how she dare 
encourage him 1 ” 

Perhaps she can’t help herself.” 

“ Not help herself ^ Don’t show yourself a fool, Johnny. An 
honest-minded, straightforward woman would appeal to my 
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father in 4iiy annoyance of this sort, or to me, in Ms absence, 
and say ‘ Here’s vSo-and-so come down upon us, asking for help, 
can we give it him '?--and there’s no doubt the Squire xoouU 
give it him ; he’s soft enough for anything,” 

It was of no use contending. I did not see it quite in that 
light, but Tod liked his ovm opinion. He threw up his tiead 
With a haughty jerk. 

“ You have tried to defend Mrs. Todhetley before, in trifling 
matters, J ohnny* don’t attempt it now. Would any good woman, 
say any lady, if you will, subject herself to this kind of thing? 
— hold private meetings with a man— allow him to come tapping 
at her sitting-room window at night ? Ho ; not though he were 
her own brother.” 

“ Tod, it may be her brother. She would never do anything 
wrong willingly. ” 

‘ ‘ Shut up, J ohimy. She never had a brother, ” 

Of course I shut up forthwith, and went across the field by 
Tod’s side in silence, his strides wide and indignant, his head 
up in the air Mrs. Todhetley was hearing Lena read when 
we got in, and looked as if she had never been out that 
morning. 


Some days went on. The man remained near, for he was 
seen occasionally, and the servants began to talk. One remarked 
upon him, wondering who he was ; another remarked upon him, 
speculating on what he did there. In a quiet country place, a 
dodging stranger excites curiosity, and this one dodged about as 
much as ever the ghostly light did. If you caught sight of him 
in the three-cornered plantation, he vanished forthwith to appear 
next in the Kavme ; if he stood peering out from the trees on 
the bank, and found himself observed, the next minute he’d be 
crouching amongst the broom on the other side. 

This came to be observed, and was thought strange, naturally ; 
Hannah, who was often out with Hugh and Lena, often saw 
him, and talked to the other servants. One evening, when we 
were finishing dinner, the glass doors of the bow- window being 
open, Hannah came back with the children. They ran across 
the grass-plat after the fawn — one we had, just then — and 
Hannah sat down in the porch of the side-door to wait. Old 
Jotnny Ludlow.— III. 4 
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Thomas lia4 just drawn the slips from the table, and Went 
through the passage to the side-door to shake them. 

“ I say,” cried Hannah’s voice, “ I saw that man again.” 

“ Where ^ ” asked Thomas, between his shakos of the linen. 

“ In the old place—the Ravine. He was sitting on the stile 
at the^top of the zigzag, as cool as might be. ” 

‘‘ Did you speak to him ? I should, if I came across the man ; 
and ask what his business might be in these parts.” 

‘‘I didn’t speak to him,” returned Hannah. “I’d rather not. 
There’s no knowing the answer one might get, Thomas, or what 
he’s looking after. He spoke to the children.” 

“What did he say to them ? ” 

“Asked if they’d go away with him to some beautiful coral 
islands over the sea, and catch pretty birds, and parrots, and 
monkeys. He called them by their names, too — ‘Hugh’ and 
‘ Lena.’ I should like to know how he got hold of them.” 

“I can’t help thinking that he belongs to them engineering 
folk who come spying for no good on people’s land . the Squire 
won’t like it if they cut a railroad through here,” said Thomas ; 
and the supposition did not appear to please Hannah. 

“Why you must be as silly as a turkey, old Thomas! 
Engineers have no need to hide themselves as if they were afraid 
of being took up for murder. He has about as much the cut of 
an engineer as you have, and no more . they don’t go about 
looking like Methodist parsons run to seed. 3Iy opinion is that 
he’s something of that sort. ” 

‘ ‘ A Methodist parson ! ” 

“No; not anything half so respectable. If I spoke out my 
thoughts, though, I dare say you’d laugh at me.” 

“Not I,” said Thomas. “Make haste. I forgot to put the 
claret jug on the table.” 

“Then I’ve got it in my head that he is one of them seducing 
Mormons. They appear in neighbourhoods without the smallest 
warning, lie partly concealed by day, and go abroad at night, 
persuading all the likely women and girls to join their sect. My 
sister told me about it in a letter she wrote me only three days 
ago. There has been a Mormon down there ; he called himself 
a saint, she says ; and when he went finally away he took fifteen 
young women with him. Fifteen, Thomas ! and after only three 
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weeks’ persuasion ! It’s as true as that you’ve gol that damask 
cloth in your hand. ” 

Nothing further was heard for a minute. Then Thomas spoke. 

‘ ‘ Has the man here been seen talking with young women ? ’ 

‘‘Who is to know 2 They take care not to be seen ; that’s 
their craft. And so you see, Thomas, I’d rather steer .clear of 
the man, and not give him the opportunity of trying his arts on 
me. I can tell him it’s not Hannah Baber that would be cajoled 
off to a barbsjrous desert by a man who had fifteen other wives 
beside ! Lord help the women for geese ! Miss Lena ” (raising 
her voice), “don’t you tear about after the fawn like that ; you’ll 
put yourself into a pretty heat.” 

“ I’d look him up when I came home,' if I were the Squire,” 
said Thomas, who evidently took it all gravely in. “We don’t 
want a Mormon on the place.” 

“If he were not a Mormon, which I’m pretty sure he is, I 
should say he was a kidnapper of children,” went on Haimah. 
“After we had got past him ever so far, he managed to ’tice 
Hugh back to the stile, gave him a sugar-stick, and said he’d 
take him away if he’d go. It struck me he’d like to kidnap 
him.” 

Tod, sitting at the foot of the table in the Squire’s place, had 
listened to all this deliberately. Mrs. Todhetley, opposite to 
him, her back to the light, had tried, in a feeble manner, once 
or twice, to drown the sounds by saying something. But when 
urgently wanting to speak, we often can’t do so ; and her efforts 
died away helplessly. She looked miserably uncomfortable, and 
seemed conscious of Tod’s feeling in the matter ; and when 
Hannah wound up with the bold assertion touching the kid- 
napping of Hugh, she gave a start of alarm, which left her face 
white. 

“ Who is this man that shows himself in the neighbourhood 1 ” 
asked Tod, putting th^ question to her in a slow, marked mamrer, 
his dark eyes, stern then, fLxed on hers. 

“Johnny, those cherries don’t look ripe. Try the summer 
apples.” 

It was of no use at any time trying to put aside Tod. Before 
I had answered her that the cherries were ripe enough for me, 
Tod began at her again. 
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“ Can you me who he is ? ” 

“Dear me, no,” she faintly said. “I can’t tell you anything 
about it.” 

“ Nor what he wants 1 ” 

“ No. "Won’t you take some wine, Joseph ? ” 

“I shall make it my business to inquire, then,” said Tod, 
disregarding the wine and everything else. “The first time I 
come across the man, unless he gives me a perfectly' satisfactory 
answer as to what he may be doing here on our lai^l, I’ll horse- 
whip him.” 

Mrs. Todhetley put the trembling fingers of her left hand into 
the finger-glass, and dried them. I don’t believe she knew what 
she was about more than a baby. 

“The man is nothing to you, Joseph. Why should you inter* 
fere with him ? ” 

“I shall interfere because my father is not here to do it,” he 
answered, in his least compromising of tones. ‘ ‘ An ill-looking 
stranger has no right to be prowling mysteriously amongst us at 
all. But when it comes to knocking at windows at night, to 
waylaying — people — in solitary places, and to exciting comments 
from ^he servants, it is time some one interfered to know the 
reason of it.” 

1 am sure he had been going to say you ; but wfith all his 
prejudice he never was insolent to Mrs. Todhetley, when face to 
face ; and he substituted “ people.” Her pale blue eyes had the 
saddest light in them you can well conceive, and yet she tried 
to look as though the matter did not concern her. Old Thomas 
came in with the folded damask slips, little thinking he and 
Hannah had been overheard, put them in the drawer, and set 
things straight on the sideboard. 

“ What time tea, ma’am ? ” he asked. 

“Any time,” answered Mrs. Todhetley. “I am going over 
to Mr. Coney’s, but not to stay. Or perhaps you’ll go for me 
presently, Johnny, and ask whether Mrs. Coney has come home,” 
she added, as Thomas left the room. 

I said I’d go. And it struck me that she must want Mrs. 
Coney very particularly, for this would make the fifth time I had 
gone on the same errand within a week. On the morning follow- 
ing that rapping at the window, Mrs. Coney had news that Mrs. 
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West, her married daughter, was ill, and she started at once hy 
the rail to Worcester to visit her. 

think I’ll go and look for the fellow now,” exclaimed Tod, 
rising from his seat and making for the window. But Mrs. 
Todhetley rose too, as one in mortal fright, and put herself in 
his way. 

‘‘JoseI)h,” she said, “I have no authority over you; you 
know that X have never attempted to exercise any since I came 
home to your father’s house ; but I must ask you to respect my 
wishes now.” 

“ What wishes ^ ” 

‘‘ That you will refrain from seeking this stranger : that you 
will not speak to or accost him in any way, should you and he 
by chance meet. I have good reasons for asking it.” Tod stood 
stock-still, neither saying Yes nor I^o ; only biting his lips in the 
anger he strove to keep down. 

‘‘ Oh, very well,” said he, going back to his seat. Of course, 
as you put it in this light, I have no alternative. A night’s 
delay cannot make much difference, and my father will be home 
to-morrow to act for himself.” 

‘‘You must not mention it to your father, Joseph. You must 
keep it frovi him. ” 

“I shall tell him as soon as ho comes home.” 

“ Tell him what ^ What is it that you suspect ? Wliat would 
you tell him ? ” 

Tod hesitated. He had spoken in random heat ; and found, 
on consideration, he was without a case. He could not complain 
to his father of hen in spite of his hasty temper, he was 
honourable as the day. Her apparent intimacy with the man 
would also tie his tongue as to hlm^ whomsoever he might be. 

You must be quite aware that it is not a pleasant thing, or 
a pioper thing, to have this mysterious individual encouraged 
here,” he said, looking at her. 

“And you think I encourage him, Joseph ^ ” 

“Well, it seems that you — that you must know who he is. I 
saw you talking with him one day in the Ravine,” continued 
Tod, disdaining not to be perfectly open, now it had come to an 
explanation. “Johnny was with me. If he is a relative of 
yours, Aviiy, of course-^ — ” 
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*‘He is no relative of mine, Joseph.” And Tod opened his 
eyes wide to liear the denial. It was the view he had taken all 
along. 

‘‘Then why do you suffer him to annoy you — and I am sure 
he does do it. Let me deal with him*. I’ll soon ascertain what 
his business may be.” 

“But that is just what you must not do,” she said, seeming 
to speak out the truth in very helplessness, like a frightened 
child. “You must leave him in my hands, Joseph : I shall be 
able, I dare say, to — to — get rid of him shortly.” 

“ You know what he wants ” 

“Yes, I am afraid I do. It is quite my affair ; and you must 
take no more notice of it : above all, you must not say anything 
to your father.” 

How much Tod was condemning her in his heart perhaps he 
would not have cared to tell; but he could but be generous, 
even to his step-mother. 

“ I suppose I must understand that you are in some sort of 
trouble^” 

“Indeed I am.” 

“If it is anything in which I can help you, you have only to 
ask me to do it,” he said. But his manner was lofty as he 
spoke, his voice had a hard ring in it. 

“Thank you very much, Joseph,” was the meek, grateful 
answer. “If you will only take no further notice, and say 
nothing to your father when he comes home, it will be helping 
me sufficiently. ” 

Tod strolled out ; just as angry as he could be; and I ran over 
to the farm. Jane Coney had received a letter from her mother 
by the afternoon post, saying she might not be home for some 
days to come. 

“Tell Mrs. Todhetley that I am sorry to have to send her bad 
news over and over again,” said Jane Coney, who v;as sitting in 
the best kitchen, with her muslin sleeves turned up, and a big 
apron on, stripping fruit for jam. The Coneys had brought 
up their girls sensibly, not to be ashamed to make themselves 
thoroughly useful, in spite o*f their education, and the fair 
fortune they would have. Mary was married ; Jane engaged to 
be. I sat on the table by her, eating away at the fruit. 
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Whafc is it Mrs. Todhetley wants with my mother, Johnny ? ” 

“As if I knew ! ” . 

“I think it must be something urgent. When she came in, 
that morning, only five minutes after mamma had driven off, she 
was so terribly disappointed, saying she would give a great deal 
to have spoken to her first. My sister is not quite so well 
again ; that’s why mamma is staymg longer.” 

“I’ll tell her, Jane.” 

“By the way, Johnny, 'what’s this they are saying — about 
some strange man being seen here ? A special constable, peeping 
after bad characters ^ ” 

“A special constable ” 

Jane Coney laughed. “Or a police-officer in disguise. It is 
what one of our maids told me. ” 

“Oh,” I answered, carelessly, for somehow I did not like the 
words ; “you must mean a man that is looking at the land ; an 
engineer.” 

“Is that all?” cried Jane Coney. “How foolish people 
are ! ” 

It was a sort of untruth, no doubt ; but I should have told, a 
worse in the necessity. I did not like the aspect of thmgs ; and 
they puzzled my brain unpleasantly all the way home. 

Mrs Todhetley was at work by the window when I got there. 
Tod had not made his re-appearance ; Hugh and Lena were in 
bed. She dropped her work when I gave the message. 

“ Not for some days to come yet ’ Oh, Johnny 1 ” 

“ But what do you want with her ^ ” 

“Well, I do want her. I want a friend just now, Johnny, 
that’s the truth ; and I think Mrs. Coney would be one.” 

“Joe asked if he could help you; and you said ‘No.’ 
Can I ^ ” 

“Johnny, if you could, there’s no one in the world I’d rather 
ask. But you cannot.” 

“Why?” 

“ Because ”— she smiled for a moment— “you are not old 
enough. If you were — of age, say — why then I would.” 

I had hold of the window-frame* looking at her, and an idea 
struck me. “ Do you mean that T should be able then to com- 
mand money ? ” 
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^Wes, that's it, Johnny.” 

‘‘ But, p»haps — if 1 were to write to Mr. Brandon ” 

‘‘Hush ! ” she exclaimed in a sort of fright. “You must not 
talk of this, Johnny; you don’t know the sad mischief you 
might do. Oh, if I can only keep it from you all ! Here comes 
Joseph,” she added in a whisper, and gathering up her work, 
went out of the room. r 

“Did I not make a sign to you to come after me?” began 
Tod, in one of his tempers. 

“But I had to go over to the Coneys’. I’ve only just got 
back again.” 

He looked into the room and saw that it was empty. 
“ Where’s madam gone To the Ravine after her friend ” 

“ She was here sewing not a minute ago.” 

“Johnny, she told a he. Did you notice the sound of her 
voice when she said the fellow was no relative of hers ^ ” 

‘ ‘ Not particularly. ” 

“I did, then. At the moment the denial took me by sur- 
prise ; but I remembered the tone later. It had an untrue ring 
in it. Madam told a lie, Johnny, as sure as that we are here. 
I’d lay my life he is a relative of hers, or a connection in some 
way. I don’t think now it is money he wants ; if it were only 
that, she’d get it, and send him packing. It’s worse than that : 
disgrace, perhaps.” 

“ What sort of disgrace can it be ? ” 

“ I don’t know. But if something of the sort is not looming, 
never trust me again. And here am I, with my hands tied, 
forbidden to unravel it. Johnny, I feel just like a wild beast 
barred up in a cage.” 

Had he been a real wild beast he could nr)t have given the 
window-frame a much worse shake, as he passed through in his 
anger to the bench under the mulberry-tree. 

When you have to look far back to thmgs, recollection some- 
times gets puzzled as to the order in which they happened. How 
it came about I am by no means clear, but an uncomfortable 
feeling grew up in my mind about Hugh. About both tlie 
children, in fact, but Hugh 'inore than Lena. Mrs. Todhetley 
seemed to dread Hugh’s being abroad — and I’m sure 1 was not 
l^ipfeakep in thinking it. I heard her order IJannah to keep th^ 
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children within view of the house, and not to allow Hugh to stray 
away from her. Had it been winter weather I Suppose she’d 
have kept them indoors altogether ; there could be no plea for 
it under the blue sky and the hot summer sun. 

The Squire came home ; he had been staying some time with 
friends in Gloucestershire ; but Mrs. Coney did not come — 
although Mrs. Todhetley kept sending me for news. Twice I 
saw her talking to the strange man ; who I believed made his 
abode in the* Ravine. Tod watched, as he had threatened to 
do ; and would often a^ipear with in-drawn lips. There was 
active warfare between him and his step-mother : at least if you 
can say that when both kept silence. As to the Squire, he 
observed nothing, and knew nothing : and no one enlightened 
him. It seems a long time, I dare say, when reading of this, as 
if it had extended over a month of Sundays ; but I don’t think 
it lasted much more than a fortnight in all. 

One evening, quite late, when the sun was setting, and the 
Squire was smoking his pipe on the lawn, talking to me and 
Tod, Lena and her mother came in at the gate. In spite of the 
red rays lighting up Mrs Todhetley’s face, it struck me that I 
had never seen it look more care\vorn. Lena put her arms on 
Tod’s knee, and began telling about a fright she had had : of a 
big toad that leaped out of the grass, and made her scream and 
cry. She cried ‘^because nobody was with her.” 

“Where was mamma? ” asked Tod ; but I am sure he spoke 
without any ulterior thought. 

“Mamma had gone to the zigzag stile to talk to the man. 
She told me to wait for her.” 

“What man ? ’’ cried the Squire. 

“Why, the man,” said Lena logically. “ He asks Hugh to go 
with him over the sea to see the birds and the red coral.” 

If any one face ever turned whiter than another, Mrs. Tod- 
hetley’s did then. Tod looked at her, sternly, ungenerously ; 
and her eyes fell. She laid hold of Lena’s hand, saying it was 
bed- time. 

‘ ‘ What man is the child talking about ? ” the Squire asked her. 

“She talks about so many people,” rather faintly miswered 
Mrs. Todhetley. “Come, Lena dear; Hannah’s waiting for 
you. Say good-night.” 
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The Squire, quite unsuspicious, thought no more. He got up 
and walked ^ver to the beds to look at the flowers, holding his 
long churchwarden pipe in his mouth. Tod put his back against 
the tree. 

‘‘It is getting complicated, Johnny.” 

“ What is ^ ” 

“What is! Why, madam’s drama. She is afmid of that 
hinted scheme of her friend’s — the carrying-off Master Hugh 
beyond the seas.” 

He spoke in satire. “ Do you think so ? ” I reliurned. 

“Upon my honour I do. She must be an idiot! I should 
like to give her a good fright.” 

“Tod, I think she is frightened enough without our giving 
her one, ” 

“I think she is. She must have caught up the idea from 
overhearing Hannah’s gossip with old Thomas. This afternoon 
Hugh was running through the little gate with me ; madam 
came flying over the lawn and begged me not let him out of my 
hand, or else to leave him indoors. But for being my father’s 
wife, I should have asked her if her common-sense had gone 
wool-gathering.” 

“I suppose it has. Tod. Fancy a kidnapper in these days! 
The curious thing is, that she should fear anything of the sort.” 

“If she really does fear it. I tell you, Johnny, the perform- 
ance IS growing complicated ; somewlxat puzzling. But I’ll see 
it played out if I live. ” 

The week went on to Friday. But the afternoon was over, 
and evening set 4n, before the shock fell upon us : Hugh was 
missing. 

The Squire had been out in the gig, taking me ; and it seems 
they had supposed at home that Hugh was with us. The 
particulars of Hugh’s disappearance, and what had happened in 
the day, I will relate further on. 

The Squire thought nothing : he said Hugh must have got 
into Coney’s house or some other neighbour’s house : and sat 
down to dinner, wondering why so much to-do was made. Mrs. 
Todhetley looked scared to d'eath ; and Tod bore about as if he 
were wild. The servants were sent here, the outdoor men 
there : it was like a second edition of that day m Warwickshire 
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when we lost Lena : like it, only worse, more commotion. 
Hannah boldly said to her mistress that the strangS man must 
have earned off the boy. 

Hour after hour the search continued. With no result. 
Night came on, with a bright moon to light it up. But it did 
not light up Hugh. 

Mrs. Todhetley, a dark shawl over her head, and I dare Say a 
darker fear upon her heart, went out for the second or third 
time towards tlie Ravine. I ran after her. We had nearly 
reached the stile*at the zigzag, when Tod came bounding over it. 

“Hj^s not the time for shielding this man gone by, think 
you^” he asked, placing himself in Mrs. Todhetley’s path, and 
speaking as coolly as he was able for the agitation that shook 
him. And why Tod, with his known carelessness, should be so 
moved, I could not fathom. 

, “Joseph, I do not suppose or think the man knows anything 
of Hugh ; I have my reasons for it,” slits answered, bearing on 
for tlie stile, and leaning over it to look down into the dark 
Ravine. 

“Will you give me permission to inquire that of himself? ” 

“You will not find the man. He is gone. ” 

“Leave the finding him to me,” persisted Tod. “Will you 
withdraw the embargo you laid upon me ” 

“No, no,” she whispered, “I cannot do it ” 

The trees had an uncommonly damp feel in the night-air, and 
the place altogether looked as weird as could be. I was away 
then in the underwood ; she looked down always mto the Ravine 
and called Hugh’s name aloud. Nothing but an echo answered. 

" “It has appeared to me for several days that you have feared 
something of this,” Tod said, trying to get a full view of her 
face. “It might have been better for— for all of us— if you had 
allowed me at first to take the affair in hand.” 

“Perhaps I ought ; perhaps I ought,” she said, bursting into 
tears. “Heaven knows, though, that I acted from a good 
motive. It was not to screen myself that I’ve tried to keep the 
matter secret.” 

“ Oh ! ” The sarcasm of Tod’s short comment was like nothing 
I ever heard. “ To screen me, perhaps ^ ” said ho. 

“Well, yes— in a measure, Joseph,” she patiently answered* 
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only wished to spare you vexation. Oh, Joseph! if — if 
Hugh cannot be found, and— and all has to come out — who he 
is and what he wants here— remember that I wished nothing 
but to spare others pain.” 

Tod’s eyes were blazing with angry, haughty light. Spare 
Mm I He thought she was miserably equivocating ; he had some 
such idea as that she sought (in words) to make hifu a scape-goat 
for her relative’s sins. What he answered JL hardly know ; 
except that he civilly dared her to speak. ^ 

‘‘Do not spare me: I particularly request you will not,” he 
scornfully retorted. “Yourself as much as you will, but not 
me.” 

“I have done it for the best,” she pleaded. “Joseph, I have 
done it all for the best.” 

“Where is this man to be found? I have been looking for 
him these several hours past, as I should think no man was ever 
looked for yet. ” 

“I have said that I think he is not to be found. I think he 
is gone. ” 

“Gone ! ” shouted Tod. “ Gone 1 ” 

“I think he must be. I — I saw him just before dinner-time, 
here at this very stile ; I gave him sometlimg that 1 had to give, 
and I think he left at once, to make the best of hi-s way from the 
place.” 

“ And Hugh ? ” asked Tod savagely. 

“I did not know then that Hugh was missing. Oh, Joseph, 

I can’t tell what to tlxmk. When I said to him one day that he 
ought not to talk nonsense to the children about corals and 
animals — in fact, should not speak to them at all— he answeroJ’^ 
that if I did not get him the mo 2 '>ey he wanted he’d take the boy 
off with him. 1 knew it was a Jest ; but I could not help think- 
ing of it when the days went on and on, and I had no money to 
give him.” 

“ Of course he has taken the boy,” said Tod, stamping his 
foot. And the words sent Mrs. Todhetley into a tremor. 

“ Joseph ! Do you think so ? ” 

‘‘Heaven help you, Mrs. Todhetley, for a— a simple woman I 
We may never see Hugh again.” 

He caught up the word he had been going to say — fool. Mrs, 
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tTocllietley claspud hei’ hands iogefcher piteously, and the shawl 
slipped from her shoulders. 

‘‘ I think, madam, you must tell what you can,” he resumed^ 
scarcely knowing which to bring uppermost, his anxiety for 
Hugh or his lofty, scornful anger. Is the man a relative of 
yours ^ ” 

“No, not of mine. Oh, Joseph, please don’t be angry with 
me * Not of mine, but of yours.” 

“Of mine!” <jL’ied proud Tod. “Thank you, Mrs. Tod* 
hetley. ” 

“His name is Arne,” she whispered. 

“ What ! ” shouted Tod. 

“Joseph, indeed it is. Alfred Arne.” 

Had Tod been shot by a cannon-ball, he could hardly have 
been more completely struck into himself ; doubled up, so to 
say. His mother had been an Arne ; and he well remembered 
to have heard of an ill-doing mauvais sujet of a half-brother of 
hers, called Alfred, who brought nothing but trouble and dis- 
grace on all connected with him. There ensued a silence, 
interrupted only by Mrs. Todhetley’s tears. Tod was looking 
white in the moonlight. 

“ So it seems it is my affair I ” he suddenly said ; but though 
he drew up his head, all his fierce spirit seemed to have gone out 
of him. You can have no objection to speak fully now.” 

And Mrs. Todhetley, partly because of her unresisting nature, 
partly in her fear for Hugh, obeyed him. 

“I had seen Mr. Arne once before,” she began. ‘‘ It was the 
year that I first went home to Dyke Manor. He made his 
appearance there, not openly, but just as he has made it here 
now. His object was to get money from the Squire to go abroad 
with. And at length he did get it. But it put your father very 
much out ; made him ill, in fact ; and I believe he took a sort 
of vow, in his haste and vexation, to give Alfred Ame into 
custody if he ever came wuthin reach of him again. I thmk— I 
fear— he always has something or other hanging over his head 
worse than debt ; and for that reason gan never show hmiself by 
daylight without danger. ” 

“ Go on,” said Tod, quite calmly. 

One moijning recently I suddenly met him. He stepped 
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riglit into my path, here at this same spot, as I was about to 
descend the Ravine, and asked if I knew him again. I was afraid 
I did. I was afraid ho had come on the same errand as before : 
and oh, Joseph, how thankful I felt that you and your father 
were away 1 He told me a long and pitiful tale, and I thought 
I ou^ht to try and help him to the money he needed. He was 
impatient for it, and the same evening, supposing ho one was at 
home but myself, he came to the dining-room window, wishing 
to ask if I had already procured the money. J^>hnny heard him 
knock.” 

‘‘It might have been better that we had been here,” repeated 
Tod. “ Better that we should have dealt with him than you. ” 

“Your father was so thankful that you were at school before, 
Joseph ; so thankful ! He said he would not have you know 
anything about Alfred Arne for the world. And so— I tried to 
keep it this time from both you and him, and, but for this fear 
about Hugh, I should have done it.” 

Tod did not answer. He looked at her keenly in the twilight 
of the summer’s night, apparently waiting for more. She con- 
tinued her explanation ; not enlarging upon things, suffering, 
rather, inferences to be drawn. The following was its sub- 
stance : — 

Alfred Arne asked for fifty pounds. He had returned to Eng- 
land only a few months before, had got into some fresh danger, 
and had to leave it again, and to hide himself until he did so. 
The fifty pounds — to get him off, he said, and start him afresh 
in the colonies — he demanded not as a gift, but a matter of 
right . the Todhetleys, being his near relatives, must help him.^ 
Mrs. Todhetley knew but of one person she could borrow it from 
privately — Mrs. Coney — and she had gone from home just as she 
was about to be asked for it. Only this afternoon had Mrs. 
Todhetley received the money from her and paid it to Alfred 
Ame. 

‘ ‘ I would not have told you this, but for being obliged, J oseph, ” 
she pleaded meekly, when the brief explanation was ended. 
“We can stiU keep it from your father ; better, perhaps, that 
you should know it than he : you are young and he is not. ” 

“A great deal better,” assented Tod. “ You have made your- 
self responsible to Mrs. Coney for the fifty pounds ^ ” 
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Don’t think of that, Joseph. She is in no hurrj for repay* 

ment, and will get it from me by degrees. I have a little trifle of 
my own, you know, that I get half-yearly, and I can economize 
in my dress. I did so hope to keep it from you as well as from 
your father. ’ 

I wondered if Tod saw all the patient, generous, self-sacrificing 
spirit. I wondered if he was growing to think that he had been 
always on the wrong tack in judging harshly of his stepmother. 
She turned away, thinking perhaps that time was being lost. I 
said something about Hugh. 

“Hugh is all right, Johimy ; he’ll be found now,” Tod 
answered in a dreamy tone, as he looked after her with a dreamy 

look. The next moment he strode forward, and was up with 
Mrs. Todhetley. 

‘ ‘ I beg your pardon for the past, mother ; I beg it with shame 
and contrition. Can you forgive me 1 ” 

“Oh, pray don’t, dear Joseph ! I have ncK/hing to forgive,” 
she answered, bursting into fresh tears as she took lus offered 
hand. And that was the fiirst time in all his life that Tod, 
prejudiced Tod, had allow'ed himself to call her “mother.” 


II. 

I NEVER saw anything plainer in my life. It was not just opposite 
to where I stood, but lower down towards the end of the Ravine. 
Amongst the dark thick underwood of the rising bank it dodged 
about, just as if some one who was walking carried it in his hand 
lifted up in front of him. A round white light, exactly as the 
ghost’s light was described to be. One might have fancied it the 
light of a wax-candle, only that a candle would flicker itself dim 
and bright by turns in the air, and this was steady and did not. 

If a ghost was carrying it, he must have been pacing back- 
wards and forwards ; for the light confined itself to the range of 
a few yards. Beginning at the environs of the black old yew- 
tree, it would come on amidst th^ broom and shrubs to the 
group of alders, and then go back agam Timberdale way, some- 
times lost to sight for a minute, as if hidden behind a thicker 
mass of underwood, and then gleaming out afresh further on in 



64 


JOHNNY LtfDLOW. 


its path. up, now down , baokw'ards and forwards , here, 

there, everywhere ; it was about as unaccountable a sight as any 
veritable ghost ever displayed, or I, Johnny Ludlow, had chanced 
to come upon. 

The early part of the night had been bright. It was the same 
night, ^ spoken of in the last chapter, when Hugh w'as being 
searched for. Up to eleven o’clock the moon had shone radiantly. 
Since then a curious sort of darkness had come eieepmg along 
the heavens, and now, close upon twelve, it overshadowed the 
earth like a pall. A dark, black canopy, which the slight wind, 
getting up, never stirred, though it sighed and moaned with a 
weird unpleasant sound dow'n the Havine. I did not mind the 
light myself ; don’t think I should much have minded the ghost : 
but Luke Mackintosh, standing by me, did. Considering that 
he was a good five-and-twenty years of age, and had led an out- 
of-door life, it may sound queer to say it, but he seemed timid 
as a hare. 

“I don’t like it. Master Johnny,” he whispered, as he grasped 
the fence with an unsteady hand, and followed the light with 
his eyes. What with tlie trees around us, and the pall overhead, 
it was dark enough, but I could see his face, and knew it had 
turned white, 

I believe you are afraid, Luke ’ ” 

Well, sir, so might you be if you knowed as much of that 
there light as I do. It never comes but it bodes trouble ” 

‘‘Who brings the light ^ ” 

“It’s more than I can say, sir. They call it here the ghost’s 
light. And folks say. Master Johnny, that when it’s seen, 
there’s sure to be some trouble in the air?’ 

“ I think we have trouble enough just now without the light, 
Luke ; and our trouble was with us Before we saw that.” 

The Ravine lay beneath us, stretching out on either hand, 
weird, lonesome, dreary, the bottom hidden in gloom. The 
towering banks, whether we looked down the one w^e leaned 
over, or to the other opposite, presented nothing to the eye but 
darkness ; we knew the masses of trees bushes, underwood were 
there, but could not see them : and the spot favoured by the 
restless light was too wild and steep to be safe for the foot of 
man. Of course it was a curious speculation what it could be. 
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“ Did you ever see the light before, Mackintosh 
“Yes,” he answered, “half-a-dozen times. Do^you mind, 
Master Johnny, my getting that there bad cut in the leg with 
my reaping-hook awhile agone Seven weeks I lay in Worcester 
Infirmary : they carried me there on a mattress shoved down in 
the cart ” 

“ 1 remember hearing of it. We were at Dyke Manor. 

Before Luke went on, he turned his face to me and dropped 
his voice to a deeper whisper. 

“Master LucfLow, as true as us two be a-standing here, I saw 
the ghost’s light the very night afore I got the hurt. 1 was 
working for Mr. Coney then, it was before I came into the 
Squnc’s service. Young Master Tom, he came out of the kitchen 
with a letter when we was at our seven-o’clock supper, and said 
I were to cut off to Timberdale with it and to look sharp, or the 
letter-box ’ud be shut. So I had to do it, sir, and 1 came through 
this here Kavine, a-whistliiig and a-holding my head down, 
though I’d rather ha’ went ten mile round. When I got out of 
. it on t’other side, on top of the zigzag, I chanced to look back 
over the stile, and there I see the light. It were opposite then, 
on this side, sir, and moving about in the same see-saw way it be 
now, for I stood and watched it.” 

“I wonder you plucked up the courage to stand and watch it, 
Luke ? ” 

“I were took aback, sir, all in a maze like; and then I 
started off full pelt, as quick as my heels ’ud carry me. That 
was the very blessed night afore I got the hurt. When the 
doctors was a-talking round me at the infirmary, and I think 
they was arguing whether or not my leg must come off, I tolled 
’em that I was afeared it wouldn’t much matter neither way, for 
I’d seen the ghost’s light the past night and knowed my fate. 
One of them, a young man he was, burst out laughing above my 
face as I lay, and t’other next him, a grave gentleman witli 
white hair, turned round and hushed at him. Master Ludlow, 
it’s all gospel true.” 

“ But you got well, Luke.” 

“But I didn’t think to,” argued Luke. “And I see the 
light.” 

As he turned his face again, the old church clock at Timberdale 
JoTinuy Ludlow.— HI. ^ 
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struck twelve. It seemed to come booming over the B^avine 
with quite a warning sound, and Luke gave himself a shake. As 
for me, I could only wish one thing — that Hugh was found. 

Tod came up the zigzag path, a lantern in his hand ; I whistled 
to let him know I was near. He had been to look m the unused 
little shed-place nearly at the other end of the Ravine ; not for 
Hugli, but for the man, Alfred Arne. Tod came up to us, and 
his face, as the lantern flashed upon it, was whiter and graver 
than that of Luke Mackintosh. 

“ Did you see that, sir ? ” asked Luke. 

“See what^” cried Tod, turning sharply. He thought it 
might be some trace of Hugh. 

“ That there ghost light, sir. It’s showing itself to-night.” 

Angry, perplexed, nearly out of his mind with remorse and 
fear, Tod gave Luke a word of a sort, ordering liim to bo silent 
for an idiot, and put the lantern down. He then saw the 
moving light, and let Ins eyes rest on it in momentary curiosity. , 

“ It’s the ghost light, sir,” repeated Luke, for the man seemed^ 
as if ho and all other interests were lost in that. 

“ The deuce take the ghost’s light, and you with it,” said Tod 
passionately. “Is tins a time to be staring at ghosts’ lights'? 
Get you into Timberdale, Mackintosh, and see whether the 
police have news of the child.” 

“Sir, I’d not go through the Ravine to-night,” was Luke’s 
answer. “No, not though I knowed I was to be killed at to- 
morrow’s dawn for disobeying the order. ” 

“ Man, what are you afraid of ” 

“Of that,” said Luke, nodding at the light. “But I don’t 
like the Ravine in the night at no time.” 

“Why, that’s nothing but a will-o’-tlie-wisi),” returned Tod, 
condescending to reason with him. 

Luke shook liis head. There was the light ; and neither his 
faith in it nor his fear could be shaken. Tod had his arms on 
the fence now, and was staring at the light as fixedly as Luke 
had done. 

“Johnny.” 

“What?” 

“ That light is carried by some one. It’s being lifted about.” 

“How could any one carry it theraV I returned. “He’d 
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pitch head over heels down the Ravine. No fellow could get to 
the place. Tod, let alone keep Ins footing. It’s whei^ the bushes 
are thickest ” 

Tod caught up the lantern. As its light flashed on his face, I 
could see it working with new eagerness. He was taking up the 
notion that Hugh might have fallen on that very spot, and that 
some one was waving a light to attract attention. As to ghosts, 
Tod would have met an army of them without the smallest fear. 

He went back down the Ravine, and we heard him go crashing 
through the underwood. Luke never spoke a word. Suddenly, 
long before Tod could get to it, the light disappeared. We 
waited and watched, but it did not come again. 

‘‘It have been like that always, Master Johnny,'’ whispered 
Luke, taking his arms off the fence. “Folks may look as long 
as they will at that there light ; but as soon as they go off, a- 
tiying to get to see what it is, it takes itself away. It will be 
seen no more to-night, sir.” 

He turned off’ across the meadow for the high-road, to go and 
do Tod’s bidding at Timberdale, walking at a sharp pace. Any 
amount of exertion would have been welcome to IMackintosh, as 
an alternative to passing through the Ravine. 

It may be remembered that for some days we had been vaguely 
uneasy about Hugh, and the uneasiness had penetrated to Mrs. 
Todhetley. Tod had made private mockery of it to me, thinking 
she must be three parts a fool to entertain any such fear. ‘ ‘ I 
should like to give madam a fright,” he said to me one day — 
meaning that he would like to liide little Hugh for a time. But 
I never supposed he would really do it And it was only to- 
mght — hours and hours after Hugh disappeared, that Tod avowed 
to me the part he had taken m the loss. To make it clear to the 
reader, we must go back to the morning of this same day — 
Friday. 

After breakfast I was shut up vnth my books, paying no 
attention to anything that might be going on, inside the house 
or out of it. Old Frost gave us a woeful lot to do in the 
holidays. The voices of the children, playing at the swing, 
came wafting in through the'ojien window ; but they died away 
to quietness as the morning went on. About twelve o’clock 
Mrs. Todhetley looked in. 
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“Are the children here, Johnny 

She saw^hey were not, and went away without waiting for an 
answer. Lena ran up the passage, and I heard her say papa had 
taken Hugh out in the pony-gig. The interruption served as 
an excuse for putting up the books for the day, and I went 
out. 

Of all young ragamuffins, the worst came running after me as 
I went through the fold-yard gate. Master Hugh 1 Whether 
ho had been in the green pond again or over the house-roof, he 
was in a wonderful state ; his blue eyes not to T 3 e seen hir mud, 
Ins straw-hat bent, his brown holland blouse all tatters and 
slime, and the pretty fair curls that Hannah was proud of and 
wasted her time over, a regular mass of tangle. 

“Take mo with you, Johnny! ” 

“1 should tlinik 1 would, like that! What have you been 
doing with yourself 

“ Playing with the puppy. We foil down ni the mud amongst 
the ducks. Joe siys I am to stop in the barn and hide myself. 
1 am rifraid to go indoors.” 

“You'll catch it, and no mistake. Come, be oil* back 
again *’ 

But he'd not go back, and kept running by my side under the 
high hedge, ^Vhon we came to ilio gate .it the end of the Held, 
1 sto(xl and ordered him to go Ho began to cry a little. 

“Now, Hugh, ;you know y«'U cannot go witii mo in that plight. 
Walk youiself sliaight oil to Hannah and got lier to change the 
rhingft before your mamma sees you. There , you may have the 
b'scuit I don t much care foi it ” 

It wMs a big ca})tam b biscuit that T had caught up in going 
through the dining-room. He rook that readily enough, tlm 
young corrnoiant, but he wouldn’t stir any the more for it : and 
1 might have had the snirill object wutli me till now’, but for the 
appearance of the Squire’s gig in the lane. The moment Hugh 
caught sight of his papa, he turned tail and scampered away like 
a young wild annual. Remembering Mrs Todhetley’s foolish 
fear, I mounted the gate and watched him tuiii safely in at the 
other. 

“What are you \ookmg at, Johnny?” asked the S(iuire, as he 
drove leisurely ux). 
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‘‘'At: Hugh, sir. I’ve sent him indoors ” 

“I’m going over to Mdssock’s, Johnny, about the bricks for 
that cottage. You can get up, if you like to come with me.” 

1 got into the gig at once, and we drove to South Crabb, to 
Massock’s place He was not to be seen ; his people thought he 
had gone out for the day. Upon that, the Sr|uire went on to see 
old Cartwriglit, and they made us stop there and put up the 
pony. When we reached home it was past dinner-time. Mrs. 
I’odhetley came running out 

“ Couldn’t get here before : the Cartwrights kept us,” called 
out the Squire. “We are going to catch it, Johnny,” he 
whispered to me, with a laugh : “we’ve let the dinner spoil ” 

But it was not the dinner. “WTiere’s Hugh'?” asked Mrs. 
Todhetley. 

“I’ve not seen Hugh,” said the Squire, flinging the reins to 
Luke Mackintosh, who had come up. Luke did all kinds of odd 
jobs about the place, and sometimes helped the groom. 

“But you took Hugh out with you,” she said. 

“Not I,” answered the Squne. 

Mrs. Todhetley’s face turned white. She looked from one to 
the other of us in a helpless kmd of manner. “Lena said you 
did,” she returned, and her voice seemed to fear its own sound 
The Squire talking vuth Mackintosh about the pony, noticed 
nothing particular. 

“Lena did ? Oh, ay, I remember. I let Hugh get up at the 
door and drove him round to the fold-yard gate. I dropped hmi 
there.” 

He went in as he spoke : Mrs Todhetley seemed undecided 
whether to follow him. Tod had his back against the door-post, 
listening. 

“What are you alarmed at *? ” he asked her, not even attempt- 
ing to suppress his mocking tone. 

“ Oh, Johnny ! ” she said, “have yoi(^ not seen him ^ ” 

“ Yes ; and a fine pickle he was in,” I answered, telling her 
about it. “I dare say Hannah has put him to bed for punish- 
ment.” 

“But Hannah has not,” said Mrs. Todhetley. “She came 
down at four o’clock to inquire if he had come in.” 

However, thinking that it might possibly turn out to be soy 
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siie ran in ascertain. Tod put his hand* on my shoulder, and 
walked me further off. 

Johnny, did Hugh really not go with you ? ” 

Why, of course he did not. Should I deny it if he did? ” 

Where the dickens can the young idiot have got to ^ mused 
Tod.,. ‘‘Jeffries vowed he saw him go off with you down the 
field, Johnny.” 

“But I sent him back. I watched him in fit the fold-yard 
ffate. You don’t suppose I could take him «further in that 
pickle 1 ” 

Tod laughed a little at the remembrance. Mrs. Todhetley 
returned, saying Hugh was not to be found anywhere. She 
looked ready to die. Tod was inwardly enjoying her fright 
beyond everything : it was better than a play to him. His 
particularly easy aspect struck her 

“Oh, Joseph!” she implored, “if you know where he is, 
pray tell me.” 

“How should I know ?” returned Tod. “I protest on my 
honour 1 have not set eyes on him since before luncheon to-day.” 

“ Do you know where he is, Tod ^ ” I asked him, as she turned 
indoors. 

“No; but I can guess. He’s not far off. And I really did 
think he was with you, Johnny. I suppose I must go and bring 
him m, now ; but I’d give every individual thing my pockets 
contain if madam had had a few hours’ fright of it, instead of a 
few minutes’.” 

The dinner-bell was ringing, but Tod went off* in an opposite 
direction And I must explain here what he knew of it, though 
he did not tell me then. Walking through the fold-yard that 
morning, he had come upon Master Hugh, just emerging from 
the bed of green mud, crying his eyes out, and a piteous object. 
Hannah had promised Hugh that the next time he got into this 
state she would carry him to the Squire. Hugh knew she’d be 
sure to keep her word, and that the upshot would probably be a 
whipping. Tod, after gratifying his eyes with the choice spec- 
tacle, and listemng to the fears of the whipping, calmly assured 
the young gentleman that he was “in for it,” at which Hugh 
only howled the more. AU in a moment it occurred to Tod to 
make use of this opportunity to frighten Mrs. Todhetley. He 
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took Hugh off to the banii and told him that if he’d hide himself 
there until the evening, he’d not only get him off his whipping, 
but give him all sorts of good things besides, Hugh was willing 
to promise, but said he wanted Ins dinner, upon which Tod went 
and brought him a plate of bread-and-butter, telling Molly, 
who cut it, that it was for himself. Tod left him devouring it in 
the dark corher behind the waggon, particularly impressing upon 
him the fact that he ivas to keep close and make no sign if his 
mamma, or Hannah, or anybody else, came to look for him. 
One of the men, Jeffries, w\as at work in the barn, and Tod, so 
to say, took him into confidence, ordering him to know^ nothing 
if Master Hugh were inquired for. As Hannah and J effries were 
at daggers drawn, and the man supposed this hiding was to spite 
her, he entered into it with interest. 

There were two barns at Orabb Cot. One some way dowm the 
road in front of the house was the store barn, and you’ve heard 
of it before m connection with something seen by Maria Lease. 
It was called the yellow barn from the colour of its outer walls. 
The other, of red brick, was right at the back of the fold-yard, 
and it was in this last that Tod left Hugh, all safe and secure, 
as he thought, until told he might come out again. 

But now, when Tod went into the dining-room to luncheon at 
half -past twelve — we country peoiile breakfast early— -at which 
meal he expected the hue and cry after Hugh to set in, for it 
was the children’s dinner, he found there was a hitch in the 
programme. Mrs. Todhetley appeared perfectly easy on the 
score of Hugh’s absence, and presently casually mentioned that 
he had gone out with his papa in the pony-gig. Tod’s lips parted 
to say that Hugh was not in the pony-gig, but in a state of pickle 
instead. Prudence caused him to close them again. Hannah, 
standing behind Lena’s chair, openly gcwe thanks that the child 
was got rid of for a bit, and said he "vvas “getting a’most beyond 
her.” Tod bit his lips with, vexation : the gilt w^as taken off the 
gingerbread. He went to the barn again presently, and then 
found that Hugh had left it. Jeffries said he saw him going 
towards the lane with Master Ludlow, and supposed th.'^. the 
little lad had taken the opportunity to slip out of the barn when 
he (Jeffries) went to dinner, at twelve o’clock. And thus the 
whole afternoou had gone peaceably and unsuspiciously on ; 
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Mrs. Todhetley and Hannah supposing Hugh was with the 
Squire, Tod supposing he must be somewhere with me. 

And when we both appeared at home without him, Tod took 
it for granted that Hugh had gone back to his hiding-place in 
the barn, and a qualm of conscience shot through him for leaving 
the lad there so many hours unlooked after. He rushed off to 
it at once, while the dinner-bell was ringing. But when ho got 
there, Jeffries declared Hugh had not been back to it at all. 
Tod, in his hot way, retorted on Jeffries for sayijig so ; but the 
man persisted that he could not be mistaken, as he had never 
been away from the barn since coming back from dinner. 

And then arose the commotion. Tod came back with a stern 
face, almost as anxious as Mrs. Todhetley’s. Hugh had not 
been seen, so far as could be ascertained, since 1 watched him in 
at the fold-yard gate soon after twelve. That was nearly seven 
hours ago Tod felt himself responsible for the loss, and sent 
the men to look about. But the worst he thought then was, 
that the boy, whose fears of showing himself in his state of 
dilapidation Tod himself had mischievously augmented, had lam 
down somewhere or other and dropped asleep. 

It had gone on, and on, and on, until late at night, and then 
had occurred that explanation between Tod and his step-mother 
told of in the other paper. Tod was all impulse, and pride, and 
heat, and passion ; but his heart was made of sterling gold, just 
like the Squire’s. Holding himself aloof from her in haughty 
condemnation, in the matter of the mysterious stranger, to find 
now that the stranger was a man called Alfred Ame, his relative, 
and that Mrs. Todhetley had been generously taking the trouble 
upon herself for the sake of sparing him and his father pain, 
completely turned Tod and his pride over. 

He had grown desperately frightened as the hours went on. 
The moon-lit night had become dark, as I’ve already said, and 
the men could not pursue their search to much effect. Tod did 
not cease his. He got a lantern, and went rushing about as if 
he were eraay. You saw him come up with it from the Kavme, 
and now he had gone back on a wild-goose chase after the ghost 
light. Where was Hugh ? Where could he be ? It was not 
likely Alfred Ame had taken him, because he had that afternoon 
got from Mrs. Todhetley the fifty pounds he worried for, and 
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she thought he had gone hiially off with it. It stood to reason 
that the child would be an encumbrance to him. On the other 
hand. Tod’s theory, that Hugh had dropped asleep somewhere, 
seemed, as the hours crept on, less and less likely to hold water, 
for he would have wakened up and come home long ago. As to 
the Ravine, m spite of Tod’s suspicions that he might be there, 

I was sure the little fellow^ would not have ventured mto it. 

I stood on, in the dark night, waiting for Tod to come back 
again. It felt awfully desolate now Luke Mackintosh had gone. 
The ghost light did not show" again. I rather wished it would, 
for company. He came at last — Tod, not the ghost. I had 
heard him shouting, and nothing answered but the echoes. A 
piece of his coat was torn, and some brambles w"ere sticking to 
him, and the lantern was broken ; w"hat dangerous places he had 
pushed himself into could never be told. 

I wonder you’ve come out wdth whole limbs, Tod.” 

‘‘Hold your peace, Johnny,” w^as all the retort I got ; and 
his voice rose nearly to a shout in its desperate sorrow. 

Morning came, but no news with it, no Hugh. Tod had been 
about all night. With daylight, the fields, and all other seem- 
ingly possible places, were searched. Tom Coney went knocking 
at every house in North and South Crabb, and burst into cottages, 
and turned over, so to say, all the dwellings in that savoury 
locality, Crabb Lane, but with no result. The Squire was getting 
anxious ; but none of us had ventured to tell him of our especial 
cause for anxiety, or to speak of Alfred Arne. 

' It appeared nearly certain now, to us, that he had gone with 
"Alfred Arne, and, after a private consultation with Mrs. Tod- 
hetley, Tod and I set out m search of the man. She still wished 
to spare the knowledge of his visit to the Squire, if possible. 

We had not far to go. Mrs. Todhetley’s fears went ranging 
abroad to London, or Liverpool, or the Coral Islands beyond the 
sea, of which Arne had talked to Hugh : but Arne was found at 
Timberdale. In an obscure lodging in the further outskirts of 
the place, the landlord of which, a man named Cookum, was a 
bad character, and very shy of tiie police, Ame was found. We 
might have searched for him to the month’s end, but for Luke 
Mackintosh. When Luke arrived at Timberdale in the middle 
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of the night, ordered there by Tod to make inquiries at the 
police-station, he saw a tipsy man slink into Cookum’s house, 
and recognized him for the one who had recently been exciting 
speculation at home. Luke happened to mention this to Tod, 
not connecting Hugh with it at all, simply as a bit of gossip : of 
course it was not known who Arne was, or his name, or what he 
had ^een waiting for. 

We had a fight to get in. Cookum came leaping down the 
crazy stairs, and put hndself in our way in the passage, swearing 
we should not go on. Tod lifted his strong arm. 

“I mean to go on, Cookum,” he said, in a slow, quiet voice 
that had determination in every tone of it. I have come to 
see a man named Arne. I don’t want to do him any ill, or you 
either ; but, see him, I will. If you do not move out of my way 
I’ll knock you down.” 

Cookum stood his ground. He was short, slight, and sickly, 
Muth a puffy face and red hair ; a very reed beside Tod. 

“ There ain’t no man here of that name. There ain’t no man 
here at all. ” 

"‘Very well. Then you can’t object to letting me see that 
there is not ” 

“ I swear that you shan’t see, master. There ! ” 

Tod fiung him aside. Cookum, something like an -et;!, slipped 
under Tod’s arm, and was in front of him again. 

“I don’t care to damage you, Cookum, as you must see I 
could do, and force my way in over your disabled body ; you 
look too weak for it. But I’ll either go in so, or the police sliall 
clear an entrance for me. ” 

The mention of the police scared the man ; I saw it m his face. 
Tod kept pushing on and the man backing, just a little. 

“I won’t have no police here. What is it you want 

*‘I have told you once. A man named Arne.” 

“ I swear then that I never knowed a man o’ that name ; lot 
alone having him in my place. ” 

And he spoke with such passionate fervour that it struck me 
Arne did not go by his own name : which was more than 
probable. They were past the stairs now, and Cookum did not 
seem to care to guard them. The nasty passage, long and narrow, 
had a door at the end. Tod thought that must be the fortress. 
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“You are a great fool, Cookum, I’ve told you that I mean 
no harm to you or to any one in the place ; so to make this fuss 
IS needless. You may have a band of felons concealed here, or 
a cart-load of stolen goods ; they rre all safe for me. But if you 
force me to bring in the police it might be a different matter.” 

Perhaps the argument told on the man ; perhaps the tone of 
reason it was sxioken in ; but he certainly seemed to hesitate. 

“You can’t jirove that to me, sir . not that there’s any felons 
or things in here. Show me that you don’t mean harm, and you 
shall go on.” 

‘ ‘ Have you a stolen child here ” 

Cookum’s mouth opened with genuine surprise. “A stolen 
ehild 1 ” 

“We have lost a little boy. I have reason to think that a man 
who was seen to enter this passage in the middle of the night 
knows something of him, and I have come to ask and see. Now 
you know all. Let me go on.” 

The relief on the man’s face was great. “Honour bright, 
sir.” 

“Don’t stand quibbling, man,” roared Tod jiassionately. 
“Yes’” 

“I’ve got but one man in all the j)lace. He have no boy with 
him, he haven’t.” 

‘ ‘ But he may know something of one. What’s his name ? ” 

“ All the name he’ve given me is Jack ” 

“I dare say it’s the same. Come ! you are wasting time.” 

But Oookum, doubtful still, never moved. They were close 
to the door now, and he had his back against it. Tod turned his 
head. ■* 

“Go for the two iiolicemen, Johnny. They are both in 
readiness, Cookum. I looked in at the station as I came by, to 
say I might want them.” 

Before I could get out, Cookum howled out to me not to go, 
as one in mortal fear. He took a latch-key from his pocket, and 
put it into the latch of the door, which had no other fastening 
outside, not even a handle. “ Yoii can open it yourself,” said 
he to Todi and slipped away. 

It might have been a sort of kitchen but that it looked 
more like a den, with nothing to light it but a dirty sky -light 
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above. The floor was of red bnck ; a tea-kettle boiled on the 
fire ; there was a smell of coflfee. Alfred Arne stood on the 
defensive against the opposite wall, a life-preserver in his hand, 
and his thin hair on end with fright. 

“I am here on a peaceable errand, if you will allow it to be 
so,” said Tod, shutting us in. “ Is your name Arne ^ 

Arne dropped the life-preserver into the breast-pocket of his 
coat, and came forward with something of a gentleman’s courtesy. 

“Yes, my name is Arne, Joseph Todhetley. And your 
mother — as I make no doubt you know- --was a very near relative 
of mme. If you damage me, you will bring her name un- 
pleasantly before the public, as well as your own and your 
father’s.” 

That he thought our errand was to demand back the fifty 
pounds, there could be no doubt : perhaps to hand him into 
custody if he refused to give it up. 

“I have not come to damage you in any way,” said Tod in 
answer. “ Where’s Hugh ” 

Arne looked as surprised as the other man had. “ Hugh ’ ” 

“ Yes, Hugh . my little brother. Where is he ? ” 

“How can I tell ^ ” 

Tod glanced round the place ; there was not any nook or 
comer capable of affording concealment. Arne gazed at him 
He stood on that side the dirty deal table, we on this. 

“We have lost Hugh since mid-day yesterday. Do you know 
anything of him '2 ” 

“Certainly noi^ ’ was the emphatic answer, and I at least saw 
that it was a true one. “Is it to ask that, that you have come 
here ” 

“For that, and nothing else. Vve have been up all night 
searching for him.” 

“But why do you come after him here? I am not likely to 
know wheie he is.” 

“ I think you are likely.” 

“Why?” 

“You have been talking to the boy about carrying him off 
with you to see coral islands. You hinted, I believe, to Mrs. 
Todhetley that you might really take him, if your demands were 
not complied with ” 
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Arne slightly laughed. “I talked to the hoy about the Coral 
Islands because it pleased him. As to Mrs. Todh^tley, if she 
has the sense of a goose, she must have known I meant nothing. 
Take olF a child with me ! Why, if he were made a present to 
me, I should only drop him at his own door at Crabb Cot, as 
they drop the foundlings at the gate of the Maison Dieu in 
Paris. Joseph Todhetley, I coM riot be encumbered -^tli a 
child : the life of shifts and concealment I have to lead would 
debar it.” 

I think Tod saw he was in earnest. But he stood in indeci- 
sion : this dashed out his great hope. 

‘ ‘ 1 should have been away from here last night, but that I got 
a drop too much and must wait till dark again,” resumed Arne. 
“The last time I saw Hugh ivas on Thuisday afternoon. He 
wa-s in the meadow with i/ou.” 

“ I did not see you,” remarked Tod. 

“I saiv you, though. And that is the last time I saw linn. 
Don’t you believe me ^ You may. I like the little lad, and would 
find him fur you if I could, rather than help to lose him. Pd 
s ly take my honour upon this, Joseph Todhetley, only you might 
retort that it has not been worth anything this many a year.” 

“And with justice,” said Tod, boldly. 

“True. The world has been against me and I against the 
world. But it has not come yet with me to stealing children. 
With the loan of the money now safe in my pocket, I shall make 
a fresh start in life. A precious long time your step-mother kept 
me waiting for it.” 

“She did her best. You ought not to have applied to her 
' at all.” 

“ 1 know that : it should have been to the other side of the 
house She prevented me : wanting, she said, to spare you and 
your father. ” 

“T?he knowledge of the disgrace. Yes.” 

“There’s no need to have recourse to hard names, Joseph 
Todhetley. What I am, I am but you have not much cause to 
grumble, for I don’t trouble you often. As many thousand 
miles away as the seas can put between me and England, I’m 
going now : and it’s nearly as many chances to one against you^ 
©ver seeing me again.” 
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Tod turned to depart : the intensely haughty look his face 
wore at ocTfl moments had been upon it throughout the inter- 
view. Had he been a woman he might have stood with his skirts 
picked up, as if to save them contamination from some kind of 
reptile. He stayed fd?a final word. 

“ Then I may take your answer in good faith-— that you know 
nothing of Hugh ? ” * 

“Take it, or not, as you please. If I knew that I was going 
to stand next minute in the presence of Heaven, I could not^ 
give it more truthfully. For the child’s own sake, I hope ho 
will be found. Why don’t you ask the man who owns the 
rooms ? — he can teU you I have had no boy here. If you choose 
to watch me away to-night, do so : you’ll see I go alone. A child 
with me ’ I might about as well give myself up to the law at 
once, for I shouldn’t long remam out of its clutches, Joseph 
Todhetley.” 

“Good-morning,” said Tod shortly. I echoed the words, 
and we were civilly answered. As "we went out, Arne shut 
the door behind us. In the middle of the passage stood 
Cookum. 

‘ Have you found he Avas Avho you wanted, sir ? ” 

‘ ‘ Yes,” answered Tod, not vouchsafing to explain. ‘ ‘ Another 
time when I say I do not wish to harm you, peihaps you’ll take 
my word.” 

Mrs. Todhetley, pale and anxious, was standing under the 
mulberry-tree ivhen Ave got back. She came across the grass. 

“Any neAV^s*?” cried Tod. As if the sight of her AA^as not 
enough, that he need have asked I 

“ No, no, Joseph. Did you sec him ? ” 

“Yes, he had not left He know^s nothing of Hugh.” 

“Iliad no hope that he did,” moaned poor Mrs. Todhetley. 
•‘All he wanted was the money.” 

We turned into the dining-room by the glass-doors, and it 
seemed to strike out a gloomy chill. On the Avail near the 
window, there Avas a chalk draAving of Hugh in colours, hung up 
by a bit of common string It Avas only a rougli sketch that 
Jane Coney had done half ih sport , but it was like him, espe- 
cially m the blue eyes and tlit? pietty light hair. 

“ Where’s my father ? ” asked Tod. 
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“ Gone riding over to the brick-fields again,” she answered : 
“he cannot get it out of his mind that Hugh niii^ be there. 
Joseph, as Mr, Arne has nothing to do with the loss, we can still 
spare your father the knowledge that he has been here. Spare 
it, I mean, for good.” 

“Yes. Thank you.” 

Hugh wa» uncommonly fond of old Massock’s brick-held^; he 
would go there on any occasion that oftered, had once or twice 
strayed there a truant , sending Hannah, for the time being, 
into a state of mortal fright The Squire’s opinion was that 
Hugh must have decamped there some time m the course of the 
Friday afternoon, perhaps followed the gig ; and was staying 
there, afraid to come home. 

“He might have hung on to the tail of the gig itself, and I 
and Johnny never have seen him, the ’cute Turk,” argued the 
Squire. 

Which I knew was just as likely as that he had, unseen, hung 
on to the moon. In the state he had brought his clothes to, he 
wouldn’t have gone to the brick-fields at all. The Squire did 
not seem so uneasy as he might have been Hugh would be sure 
to turn up, he said, and should get the soundest whipping any 
young rascal ever had. 

But he came riding back fiom the brick-fields as before — ^with- 
out him. Tod, awfully impatient, met him in the road by the 
yellow Darn The Squire got off his horse there, for Luke 
Mackintosh was at hand to take it. 

Father, I cannot think of any other place he can have got 
we have searched everywhere. Can you ? ” 

.j' “Not I, Joe. Don’t be down-hearted. He’ll turn up ; he’ll 
turn up. Halloa ' ” broke off the Squire as an idea struck him, 
“has this barn been searched ” 

“He can’t be in there, sir ; it’s just a moral impossibility that 
he could be, spoke up Mackintosh. “The place was empty, 
which I can be upon my oath, when I locked it up yesterday 
afternoon, after getting some corn out ; and the key have never 
been out o’ my trousers’ pocket since. Mr. Joseph, he was inside 
with me at the time, and knows it.’"^ 

Tod nodded assent, and the Squn‘e walked away. As there 
was no ''other accessible entrance to the •front barn, and the 
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windows were ever so niginy yards from the ground, they felt 
that it mutt be, as the man said, a “ moral impossibility.” 

The day went on, it was Saturday, remember, and the miser- 
able hours went on, and there came no trace of the child. The 
Kavine was again searched thoroughly ; that is, as thoroughly as 
its overgrown state permitted. It was like waste of time ; for 
Hugh would not have hidden himself in it ; and if -he had fallen 
over the fence he would have been found before from the traces 
that must have been left in the bushes. The searchers would 
come in, one after another, now a farm-servant, now one of the 
police, bringing no news, excejit of defeat, but hoping some one 
else had brought it. Every time that Tod looked at the poor 
mild face of Mrs. Todhetley, always meek and patient, striving 
ever to hide the anguish that each fresh disappointment brought, 

1 know he felt ready to hang himself. It was getting dusk when 
Maria Lease came up with a piece of straw hat that she had 
found in the withy walk. But both Mrs, Todhetley and Hannah, 
upon looking at it, decided that the straw was of finer grain than 
Hugh’s. 

That afternoon they dragged the pond, but there was nothing 
found in it. We could get no traces anywhere. No one had seen 
him , no one heard of him. From the moment when I had watched 
him into the fold-yard gate, it seemed that he had altogether 
vanished from above ground. Since then all scent of him was 
missing. It was very strange : just as though the boy had been 
spirited away. 

Sunday morning rose. As lovely a Sunday as ever this woHd 
saw, but all sad for us. Tod had flung himself back in the 
pater’s easy-chair, pretty near done over. Two nights, and h^ 
had not been to bed. In spite of his faith in Alfred Arne’s ^ 
denial, he had chosen to watch him away in the night from'“ 
Timberdale ; and he saw the man steal oft* in the darkness on 
foot and alone. The incessant hunting about was bringing its 
reaction on Tod, and the fatigue of body and mind began to 
show itself. But as to giving in, he’d never do that, and would 
bo as likely as not to walk and worry himself into a fever. 

The day was warm and Beautiful ; the glass-doors stood open 
to the sweet summer air. Light fleecy clouds floated over the 
blue sky, the sun shone on the green grass of the lawn and 
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sparkled amidst the leaves of the great mulberry-tree. Butter- 
flies flitted past m pairs, chasing each other ; bees lent forth 
their hum as they sipped the honey-dew from the flowers ; the 
birds sang their love-songs on the boughs : all seemed happiness 
outside, as if to mock our care within. 

Tod lay back with his eyes closed : I sat on the arm of the 
®ld red sofa. • The bells of North Crabb Church rang out*for 
morning service. It was rather a cracked old peal, but on great 
occasions the ringers assembled and did their best. The Bishop 
of Worcester was coming over to-day to preach a charity sermon : 
and North Crabb never had anything greater than that. Tod 
opened his eyes and listened in silence. 

‘‘ Tod, do you know what it puts me in mind of ? 

“Don’t bother. It’s because of the bishop, 1 suppose.” 

‘ ‘ I don’t mean the bells. It’s like the old fable, told of m 
‘ The^Mistletoe Bough,’ enacted in real life. If there were any 
deep chest about the premises ” 

‘ ‘ Hold your peace, J ohnny ! — unless you want to drive me 
mad. If we come upon the child like that. I’ll — I’ll ” 

I think he was going to say shoot himself, or something of 
that sort, for he was given to random speech when put to it. 
But at that moment Lena ran iii dressed for church, in her white 
flock and straw hat with blue ribbons. She threw her hands 
on Tod’s knee and burst out crying. 

“Joe, I don’t want to go to church ; I want Hugh.” 

Quite a spasm of pain shot across his face, but he was very 
tender with her. In ail my life I had never seen Tod so gentle 
as >0 had been at moments during the last two days. 

Don’t cry, pretty one,” he said, pushing the fair curls from 
her face. “Go to church like a good little girl ; perhaps we 
■ .shall have found him by the time you come home.” 

“ Hannah says he’s lying dead somewhere.” 

“ Hannah’s nothing but a wicked woman,” savagely answered 
Tod. ‘ ‘ Don’t you mind her. ” 

But Lena would not be pacified, and kept on sobbing and 
crying, “ I want Hugh ; I want Hugh.” 

Mrs. Todlietley, who had come in 'then, drew her away and 
sat down with the child on her knee, talking to her in low, 
soothing tones. 

Johnny Ludlow.— III. ^ 
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“Lena, dear, you know I wislx you to go wibn Hannah to 
church thi^ morning. And you will put papa’s money into the 
plate. See : it is a golden sovereign. Hannah must carry it, 
and you shall put it in. 

“Oh, mamma ! will Hugh never come home again? Will he 
die?” 

“Hush, Lena,” she said, as Tod hit his lip and gave his hair 
a dash backwards. “ Shall I tell you something that sounds 
like a pretty story ? ” 

Lena was always ready for a story, pretty or ugly, and her 
blue eyes were lifted to her mother’s brightly through the tears. 
At that moment she looked wonderfully like the portrait on the 
wall. 

“Just now, dear, I was in my room upstairs, feeling very, 
very unhappy ; I’m not sure hut I was sobbing nearly as much 
as you were just now. ‘He will never come back,’ 1 safd to 
myself ; ‘ he is lost to us for ever.’ At that moment those sweet 
bells broke out, calling people to Heaven’s service, and I don’t 
know why, Lena, but they seemed to whisper a great comfort to 
me. They seemed to say that God was over us all, and saw our 
trouble, and would heal it in His good time.” 

Lena stared a little, digesting what she could of the words. 
The tears were nowhere. 

“ Will He send Hugh back ? ” 

“I can’t tell, darling. He can take care of Hugh, and bless 
him, and keep him, wherever he may be, and I know He %nll. 
If He should have taken him to heaven above the blue sky- -oh 
then, Hugh must be very happy. He will be with the angels. 
He will see Jesus face to face ; and you know how He loved littld 
children. The bells seemed to say all this to me as I listened h 
them, Lena. ” 

Lena went off contented : we saw her skipping along by^ 
Hannah’s side, who had on a new purple gown and staring red 
and green trimmings to her bonnet. Children are as changeable 
as a chameleon, sobbing one minute, laughing the next. Tod 
was standing now with his back bo the window, and Mrs. Tod- 
hetley sat by the table, her long thin fingers supporting her 
cheek ; very meek, very, very patient. Tod was thinking so as 
he glanced at her. 
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How you must hate me for tins ! '’ he said. 

‘ ‘ Oh, J oseph I Hate you ” 

“The thing is ail my fault. A great deal has been my fault 
fur a long while ; all the unpleasantness and the misunder- 
standing. ” 

She got up and took his hand timidly, as if she feared he 
might think it too great a liberty. “ If you can only understand 
me for the future, J oseph , understand how 1 wish and try to 
make things pleasant to you, I shall be fully repaid : to you most 
especially in all the house, after your father. I have ever striven 
and prayed for it. ” 

He answered nothing for the moment ; his face was working 
a little, and he gave her fingers a grip that must have caused 
pain. 

“ If the worst comes of this, and Hugh never is amongst us 
again, I will go over the seas in the wake of the vdlam Arne, ” 
he said in a low, firm tone, “ and spare you the sight of me.’^ 

Tears began to trickle down her face. “Joseph, my dear — if 
you will let me call you so — this shall draw us near to each 
other, as we never might have been drawn without it. You shall 
not hear a word of reproach from us, or any word but love ; 
there shall never be a thought of reproach in my heart. I have 
had a great deal of sorrow in my life, Joseph, and have learnt 
patiently to bear, leaving all things to Heaven.” 

“And if Hugh is dead^” 

“What I said to Lena, 1 meant,” she softly whispered. “If 
God has taken him he is^with the angels, far happier than he 
could be in this world of care, though his lot were of the 
jA-ightest- ” 

The tears were running down her cheeks as she went out of 
J)he room. Tod stood still as a stone. 

“She is made of gold,” I whispered. 

“No, Johnny. Of something better.” 

The sound of the bells died away. None of us went to church ; 
in the present excitement it would have been a farce. The 
Squire had gone riding about the roads, sending his groom the 
opposite way. He telegraphed to 'the pohce at Worcester; 
saying, in the message, that these country officers were no 
better than dummied; and openly lamented at home that it had 
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not happened at Dyke Manor, within the range of old Jones the 
constaUe. * 

Tod disappoai^ed with the last sound of the bells. J ust as the 
pater’s head was full of the brick-fields, his was of the Ravine ; 
that he had gone off to beat it again I was sure. In a trouble 
such as this you want incessantly to be up and doing, Lena and 
Hannah came back from church, the child calling for Hugh : she 
wanted to tell him about the gentleman who had preached in big 
white sleeves and pretty frills on his wrists. 

Two o’clock was the Sunday dinner-hour. Tod came in when 
it was striking. He looked dead-beat as he sat down to carve 
in his father’s place. The sirloin of beef was as good as usual, 
but only Lena seemed to think so. The little gobbler ate two 
servings, and a heap of raspberry pie and cream. 

How it happened, I don’t know. I was just as anxious as any 
of them, and yet, in sitting under the mulberry-tree, I fell fast 
asleep, never waking till five. Mrs. Todlietley, always finding 
excuses for us, said it was worry and want of proper rest. She 
was sitting close to the window, her head leaning against it. The 
Squire had not come home. Tod was somewhere about, she did 
not know where. 

I found him in the yard. Luke IMackmtosh was harnessing 
the pony to the gig, Tod helping him in a state of excitement. 
Some man had come in with a tale that a tribe of gipsies was 
discovered, encamped beyond the brick-fields, who seemed to 
have been there for a week past. Tod jumped to the conclusion 
tliat Hugh was concealed \\ itli thorn, and was about to go oif in 
search. 

“Will you come with me, Johnny ? Luke must remain hi*' 
case the Squire rides m.” 

“ Of course I mil. I’ll run and tell Mrs. Todhetlcy.” 

“ Stay where you are, you stupid muff. To excite her hopes, 
in the uncertainty, would be cruel. Get up.” 

Tod need not have talked about excited hopes. He was just 
three parts mad. Fancy his great strong hands shaking as he 
took the reins ! The pony dashed off in a fright with the cut he 
gave it, and brought us cleverly against the post of the gate, 
breaking the near shaft. Over that^ but for the delay, Tod 
would have been cool as an orange. 
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^^Tlie phaeton now, single horse,” he called out to j^ackintosh. 

“ Yes, sir. Bob, or Blister ^ ” 

Tod stamped his foot in a passion. “As if it mattered ! 
Blister ; he is the more fiery of the two. ” 

“1 must get the harness,” said Mackintosh. “It is in the 
yellow barn.” ^ 

Mackintosh #ent 3X>und on the run to gain the front barn ; the 
harness, least used, was kept there, hung on the walls. Tod 
unharnessed the pony, left me to lead him to the stable, and 
went after the man. In his state of impatience and his strength, 
he could have done the work of ten men. He met Mackintosh 
coming out of the barn, without the harness, but with a white 
face. Since he saw the ghost’s light on Friday night the man 
had been scared at shadows. 

“There’s sum’at in there, master,” said he, his teeth 
chattering. * 

“ What ^ ” roared Tod, in desperate anger. 

“ There 'is, master. It’s Idee a faint taiipmg.” 

Tod dashed in, controlLng his hands, lest they might take 
French leave and strike Luke for a coward. He was seeking the 
proper set of harness, when a knocking, faint and irregular, 
smote his ear. Tod turned to look, and thought it came from 
the staircase-door. He went forward and opened it. 

Lying at the foot of the stairs was Hugh. Hugh I Low, and 
weak, and faint, there he lay, his blue eyes only half opened, 
and his pretty curls mingling with the dust. 

“ Hugh ! IS it you, my darling ? ” 

Tod’s gasp was like a great cry. Hugh put up his little feeble 
hand, and a smile parted his lips. 

“Yes, it’s me, Joe.” 

The riddle is easily solved. When sent back by me, Hugh 
saw Hannah in the fold-yard ; she was, in point of fact, looking 
after him. In his fear, he stole round to hide in the shrubbery, 
and thence got to the front of the house, and ran away down the 
road. Seeing the front barn-door open, for it was when Luke 
Mackintosh was getting the corn,, Hugh slipped in and hid 
behind the door. Luke went out with the first lot of corn, and 
the senseless child, hearing Tod’s voice outside, got into the 
place leading to the stairs, and shut the door. Luke, talking to 
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Tod, who Jjad stepped inside the barn, saw the door was shut 
and slipped the big outside bolt, n&ver remen them ig that it was 
not he who had shut it. Poor little Hugh, when their voices had 
died away, ran upstairs to get to the upper granary, and found 
its door fastened. And there the child was shut up beyond 
reach of call and hearing. The skylight in the roof, miles, as it 
seemed, above him, had its ventilator open. I#b had called and 
called , but his voice must have been lost amidshthe space of the 
barn It was too weak to disturb a rat now. 

Tod took him up in his arms, tenderly as if he had been a 
new-born baby that he was hushing to the rest of death. 

“ Were you frightened, child ‘i ” 

‘‘I was till 1 heard the church-bells,” whispered Hugh. “ I 
don’t know how long it was— -oh, a great while— and I had ate 
the biscuit Johnny gave me and been asleep. I was not 
frightened then, Joe ; I thought they’d come to mfe when church 
was over.” 

I met the procession. What the dirty object might be in 
Tod’s arms was quite a mystery at first. Tod’s eyes were dropping 
tears upon it, and his breath seemed laboured. Luke brought 
up the rear a few yards behind, looking as if he’d never find his 
senses again, 

“ Oh, Tod ! will he get over it ? 

“les. Please God.” 

*‘Is he injured ? ” 

“NTo, no. Get out of my way, Johnny. Go to the mother 
now, if you like. Tell her ho huvS only been shut up in the barn 
and I’m coming in with him. The dirt’s nothing : it was on him ^ 
before.” 

Justus meek and gentle she stood as ever, the tears rolliu^^^. 
down her face, and a quiet joy in it. Tod brought him in, layht^ 
him across her knee as she sat on the sofa. . 

“There,” he said. “He’ll he all right when he has been 
washed and had something to eat.” 

“ God bless you, Joseph I ” she whispered. 

Tod could say no more.. He bent to kiss Hugh ; lifted his 
face, and kissed the mother. And then he went rushing out 
\\ ith a burst ot emotion. 



OUR VISIT. 


I. 

We went down from Oxford together, I and Tod and William 
Whitney ; accompanying Miss Deveen and Helen and Anna 
Whitney, who had been there for a few days. Miss Deveen’s 
carriage w'as waiting at the Paddington Station ; they got into it 
with Tod, and William and I followed in a cab with the luggage. 
Miss Deveen had mvited us all to stay with her. 

Miss Cattledon, the companion, wuth her tall, thin figure, her 
pinched-m waist and her creaking stays, stood ready to receive 
us when we reached the house. Miss Deveen held out her hand. 

‘ ‘ How have you been, J emima ? Taking care of yourself, I 
hope *2 ” 

‘‘Quite well, thank you, Miss Deveen ; and very glad to see 
you at home again,” returned Cattledon. “This is my niece, 
Janet Carey.” 

A slight, small girl, with smooth brown hair and a quiet face 
that looked as if it had .lUst come out of some w^asting illness, 
was hiding herself behind Cattledon. Miss Deveen said a few 
pleasant words of welcome, and took her hand. The girl looked 
as shy and frightened as though we had all beeii a pack of 
- gorillas. 

“ Thank you, ma’am ; you are very kind,” she said in a 
tremble ; and her voice, I noticed, was low and pleasant. I like 
nice voices, whether in man or woman. 

“ It wants but half-an-hour to dinner-time,” said Miss Deveen^. 
untying the strings of her bonnet. “ Miss Cattledon, will you 
show these young friends of ours the rooms you have appropriated 
to them ” 

My room and Tod’s — two beds in' it — was on the second floor ; 
Helen and Anna had the best company room below, near Miss 
Deveen’s ; Bill had a little one lower still, halt-way up the first 
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night of stairs. Miss Cattledon’s room, we found out, was next 
to ours, and her niece slept with her. 

Tod threw himself full length on his counterpane — tired out, 
he said. Certain matters had not gone very smoothly for him 
at Oxford, and the smart remained. 

“ You’ll he late, Tod,” I said when I was ready. 

‘‘Plenty of time, Johnny. I don’t suppose I shall keep dinner 
waiting. ” 

Miss Deveen stood at the door of the blue room when I went 
down : that pretty sitting-room, exclusively hers, that I remem- 
bered so well. She had on a purple silk gowm, with studs of 
pale yellow topaz in its white lace front, studs every whit as 
beautiful as the emeralds made free with by Sophie Chalk. 

“ Come in here, Johnny.” 

She was beginning to talk to me as we stood by the fire, when 
some one was heard to enter the inner room ; Miss Deveen ’s 
bed-chamber, which opened from this room as well as from the 
landing. S.he crossed over into it, and I heard Cattledon’s voice. 

“ It is so very kind of you, Miss Deveen, to have allowed me 
to brmg my niece here! Under the circumstances — with such 
a cloud upon her ” 

“ She is quite welcome,” interrupted Miss Deveen’s voice. 

Yes, I know that ; I know it . and I could not go down 
without thanking you. I have told Lettice to take some tea up 
to her while we dine. She can come to the drawing-room after- 
wards if you have no objection.” 

“ Wliy can’t she dme with us ? ” asked Miss Deveen. 

“ Better not,” said Cattledon. “ She does not expect it ; ^^nd 
with so many at table ” 

“Nonsense I ” came Miss Deveen’s quick, decisive inter 
tion. “ Many at table ! There are sufficient servants to 
on us, and I suppose you have sufficient dinner. Go and bring 
her down.” 

Miss Deveen came back, holding out her hand to me as she 
crossed the room. The gong sounded as we went down to the 
drawing-room. They all Cj^me crowding in, Tod last ; and we 
went in to dinner. 

Miss Deveen, with her fresh, handsome face and her snow- 
white hair, took the head of the table. Cattledon, at the foot, 
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a green velvet ribbon round her genteel throat, helped the soup. 
William Whitney sat on Miss Deveen’s light, I on her left. 
Janet Carey sat next to him — and this brought her nearly 
opposite me. 

She had an old black silk on, with a white friU at the thioat — 
very poor and plain as contrasted with the light gleaming silks 
of Helen and Anna. But she had nice eyes ; then colour a 
light hazel, their expression honest and sweet. It was a pity she 
could not get some colour into her wan face, and a little courage 
into her manner. 

After coffee we sat down in the drawing-room to a round game 
at cards, and then had some music ; Helen playing first. Janet 
Carey was at the table, looking at a view in an album. I went 
up to her. 

Had I caught her staring at some native Indians tarred and 
feathered, she could not have given a worse jump. It might 
have been fancy, but I thought her face turned white. 

“Did I startle you, Miss Carey ? I am veiy sorry.” 

“Oh, thank you — no. Every one is very kind. The truth 
is ” — pausing a moment and looking at the view — “I knew the 
place in early life, and was lost in old memories. Past times 
and events connected with it came back to me. I recognized the 
place at once, though I was only ten years old wdien I left it. ” 

“ Places do linger on the memory in a singularly vivid manner 
sometimes. Especially those we have known when young.” 

“ I can recognize every spot in this,” she said, gazing stiU at 
the album. “ And I have not seen it for fifteen years.” 

“Fifteen. I — I understood you to say you were ten years old 
■'-when you left it.” 

So I was. I am twenty-five now.” 

So much as that ! So much older than any of us ! I could 
hardly believe it. 

“I should not have taken you for more than seventeen, Miss 
Carey.” 

“At seventeen I went out to earn my own living,” she said, 
in a sad tone, but with a candour {hat I liked. “ That is eight 
years ago, ” 

Helen’s music ceased with a crash. Miss Devoen came up to 
Janet Carey. 
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“ My clear, 1 hear you can sing : your aunt tells mo so. Will 
you sing a song, to please me ^ ” 

She was like a startled fawn : looking here, looking there, and 
turnng white and red. But she rose at once. 

‘ i. will sing if you wish it, madam. But my singing is only 
plain singing : just a few old songs. I have never learnt to 
smg.'^ 

“ The old songs are the best,” said Miss Dev^en. “ Can you 
sing that sweet song of all songs — ‘ Blow, blow, thou wintry 
wind’?” 

She went to the piano, struck the chords quietly, without any 
flouiish or prelude, and began the first note. 

Oh the soft, sweet, musical voice that broke upon us ^ Not 
a powerful voice, that astounds the nerves like an electric 
machme ; but one of that intense, thrilling, plaintive liarmony 
which brings a mist to the eye and a throb to the heart. Tod 
backed against the wall to look at her : Bill, who had taken up 
the cat, let it drop through his knees. 

You might have heard a pin drop when the last words died 
away : ‘‘As friends remembering not.” Miss Deveen broke the 
silence : praising her and telling her to go on again. The gill 
did not seem to have the least notion of refusing . she appeared 
to have lived under submission. I think Miss Deveen would 
have liked her to go on for ever. 

“ The wonder to me is that you can remember the accom})ani“ 
ment to so many songs without your notes, ” cried Helen Whitney. 

“ I do not know my notes I cannot play. ” 

“ Not know your notes !” 

“I never learnt them. I never learnt music. I just 
some few chords by ear that will harmonize with the s 
That is why my singing is so poor, so different from other people^ 
Where I have been living they say it is not worth listening 

She spoke in a meek, deprecatmg manner. I had heard of 
self-depreciation : this was an instance of it. Janet Carey was 
one of the humble ones. 

The next day was Good ^Friday. We went to church under 
lowering clouds, and came home again to luncheon. Cattledon’s 
face wtis all vinegar when we sat down to it. 

“There’s that woman downstairs again that Ness I ” she 
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exclaimed with tici’iinony. “Making herself at home with the 
servants ! ” 

“ Ihii glad to hear it,” smiled Miss Devoen. “ Shell get some 
dinner, poor thing.’' 

Oattledon sniRed. “ It’s not a month since she was here 
before. ” 

“ And I’m sure if she came every week she’d be welcome to 
a meal,” spoke Miss Deveen. “Ah now, young ladies,” she 
went on in a joking tone, “if you wanted your fortunes told, 
Mrs. Ness is the one to do it ” 

‘ ‘ Does she tell truth ? ” asked Helen eagerly. 

“Oh, very true, of course,” laughed Miss Deveen. “She’ll 
promise you a rich husband apiece. Dame N ess is a good woman, 
and has had many misfortunes. I have known her through all 
of them.” • 

“And helped her too,” resentfully j)ut in Oattledon. 

“ But does she really tell fortunes ? ” pursued Helen. 

“She thinks she does,” laughed Miss Deveen. “She told 
mine once— many a year ago.” 

“And did it come true *2 ” 

“ Well, as far as I remember, she candidly confessed that 
there was not much to tell — that my life would be prosperous 
but uneventful.’^ 

“I don^t think, begging your pardon, Miss Deveen, that it is 
quite a proper subject for young people,” stiack in Oattledon, 
drawing up her thin red neck. 

“Dear me, no,” replied Miss Deveen, still laughing a little. 
And the subject dropped, and we finished luncheon. 

" The rain had come on, a regular downpour. We went into 
the breakfast-room . though why it was called that, I don’t 
know, since breakfast was never taken there. It was a fair- 
sized, s(iuare room, built out at the back, and gained by a few 
stairs down from the hall and a passage. Somehow people 
prefer plain rooms to grand ones for everyday use: perhaps 
that was why we all took a liking to this room, for it was plain 
enough. An old carpet on the floor, chairs covered with tumbled 
chintz, and always a good blazing fire in the grate. Miss Deveen 
would go in there to write her business letters— when she had 
any to write ; or to cut out sewing with Oattledon for the house- 
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maids. An old-fashioned secretary stood against the wall, in 
which recmpts and other papers were kept. The French window 
opened to the garden. 

‘‘Pour, pour, pour ! It’s going to be wet for the rest of the 
day,” said Tod gloomily. 

Cattledon came in, equipped for church in a long brown cloak, 
a pair of clogs in her hand. Did none of us intend to go, she 
asked. Nobody answered. The weather ojiitside was not 
tempting. 

“You must come, Janet Carey,” she said very tartly, angry 
with us all, I expect. “ Go and put on your things.” 

“No,” interposed Miss Deveen. “ It would not be prudent 
for your niece to venture out in this rain, Jemima.” 

“ The church is only over the way.” 

“But consider the illness she has only just recovered from. 
Let her stay indoors. ” 

Cattledon went off without further opposition, Janet kneeling 
down unasked, to put on her clogs, and then opening her 
umbrella for her in the hall. Janet did not come in again. 
Miss Deveen went out to sit with a sick neighbour : so wo v ere 
alone. 

“What a cranky old thing that Cattledon is ! ” cried Bill, 
throwing down his newspaper. “She’d have walked that girl 
off in the wet, you see.” 

“ How old IS Cattledon ” asked Tod. “ Sixty *2 ” 

“ Oh, you stupid feUow ! ” exclaimed Helen, looking up from 
the stool on the hearthrug, where she was sitting, nursing her 
knees. “ Cattledon sixty ! Why, she can’t be above forty- 
five.” 

It was disrespectful no doubt, but we all called her plain 
“ Cattledon ” behind her back. ^ 

“That’s rather a queer girl, that niece,”' said Tod, “She 
won’t speak to one : she’s like a frightened hare. ” 

“I like her,” said Anna. “I feel very sorry for her. She 
gives one the idea of having been always put upon : and she looks 
dreadfully ill.” 

“I should say she has been kept in some Blue Beard’s cup- 
board, amongst a lot of hanging wives that have permanently 
scared her,” remarked Bill. 
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^'It’s Cattledon,” said Tod ; “it’s not the wives. She puts 
upon the girl and frightens her senses but of her. Cattledon’s a 
cross-grained, two-edged ” 

He had to shut up : J anet Carey was coming in again. For 
about five minutes no one spoke. There seemed to be nothing 
to say. Bill played at ball with Miss Deveen’s red penwiper : 
Anna began turning over the periodicals : Helen gave the c^t a 
box when it would have jumped on her knee, 

“ Weil, this is*lively 1 ” cried Tod. “ Nothing on earth to do ; 
I wonder why the rain couldn’t have kept off till to-morrow? ” 

“ I say,” whispered Helen, treason sparkling from her bright 
eyes, “let us have up that old fortune-teller ’ I’ll go and ask 
Lettice.” 

She whirled out of the room, shutting the tail of her black silk 
dress in the door, and called Lettice. A few minutes, and Mrs. 
Ness came in, curtsying. A stout old lady m a cotton shawl 
and broad-bordered cap with a big red bow tied in front. 

“ I say, Mrs. Ness, can you tell our fortunes ? ” cried Bill. 

“ Bless you, young gentlefolks, I’ve told a many in my time, 
ril tell yours, if you like to bid me, sir.” 

“ Do the cards tell true ? ” 

“I beheve they does, sir. I’ve knowed ’em to tell over true 
now and again — more’s the pity ! ” 

“Why do you say more’s the pity ? ” asked Anna. 

‘ ‘ When they’ve fortelled bad things, my sweet, pretty young 
lady. Death, and what not.” 

“ But how it must frighten the people who are having them 
told ! ” cried Anna. 

^ “ Well, to speak the truth, young gentlefolks, when it’s very 
bad, I generally softens it over to ’em — say the cards is cloudy, 
or some’at o’ that,” was the old woman’s candid answer. “It 
don’t do to make folks uneasy. ” 

“Look here,” said Helen, who had been to find the cards, 
“ I should not like to hear it if it’s anything bad.” 

“Ah, my dear young lady, I don’t think you need fear any 
but a good fortune, with that handsome face and them bright 
eyes of yours,” returned the old d^me — ’who really seemed to 
speak, not in flattery, but from the bottom of her heart. “I 
don’t know what the young lords ’ud be about, to pass you by.” 
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Helen likecl that ; she was ]ust as vain as a peacock, and 
thought nos-little of herself. “ Who’ll begin ” asked she. 

“Begin yourself, Helen,” said Tod. “ It’s sure to be some- 
thing good.” 

So she shuffled and cut the cards as directed:* and the old 
woman, sitting at the table, spread them out before her, talking 
a little bit to herself, and pointing with hbr finger here and 
there. 

“You’ve been upon a journey lately,” she said, “and you’ll 
soon be going upon another.” I give only the substance of what 
the old lady said, but it was interspersed freely with her own 
remarks. “ You’ll have a present before many days is gone ; and 
you’ll —stay, there’s that black card— you’ll hear of somebody 
that’s sick. And — dear me ! there’s an offer for you — ^an offer 
of marriage, — ^but it won’t come to anything. Well, now, shuffle 
and cut again, please.” 

Helen did so. This was repeated three times in all. But, so 
far as we could understand it, her future seemed to be very 
uneventful — to have nothing m it — something like Miss 
Deveen’s. 

“It’s a brave fortune, as I thought, young lady,” cried Mrs. 
Ness. “ No trouble or care in store for you ” 

“But there’s nothing^” said Helen, too intently earnest to 
mind any of us. “ When am I to be married ? ” 

“Well, my dear, the cards haven’t told so much this time. 
There’ll be an offer, as I said — and I think a bit of trouble over 
it ; but ” 

“But you said it would not come to anything,” interrupted 
Helen. 

“Well, and no more it vron’t : leastways, it seemed so by the 
cards ; and it seemed to bring a bother with it — old folks pulling 
one way maybe, and young ’uns the other. You’ll have to wait- 
a bit for the right gentleman, my pretty miss.” 

“What stupid cards they are !” cried Helen, in dudgeon. 
“ I dare say it’s all rubbish.” 

“Anyways, you’ve had nothing bad,” said the old woman. 
“ And that’s a priceless consolation. 

“ It’s your turn now, Anna.” 

“ I won’t have mine told,” said Anna. “ I’m afraid.” 
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“ Oh, you senseless donkey ! cried Bill. “ Afraid of a pack 
of cards! ” So Anna laughed, and began. • 

“Ah, there’s more here^” said the old woman as she laid them 
out. “You are going through some great ceremony not long 
first. See here— crowds of people — and show. Is it a great 
ball, I wonder I ” 

“ It may be my presentation,” said Anna. • 

“ And here’s the wedding-ring !— and there’s the gentleman 1 
See I he’s turning towards you ; a daik man it is , and lie ’ll be 
very fond of you, too ! — and ” 

“Oh, don’t go on,” cried Anna, in terrible confusion as she 
heard all this, and caught Tod’s eye, and saw Bill on the broad 
laugh. “ Don’t, pray don’t ; it must be all nonsense,” she went 
on, blushing' redder than a rose. 

“But it’s true,” steadily urged the old lady. “There the 
wedding is. I don’t say it’ll be soon; perhaps not for some 
years ; but come it will in its proper time. And you’ll live in a 
fine big house ; and — stay a bit — you’ll ” 

Anna, half laughing, half crying, pushed the cards together. 
“ I won’t be told any more,” she said ; “it must be all a pack 
of nonsense.” 

‘ ‘ Of course it is, ” added Helen decisively. ‘ ‘ And why couldn’t 
you have told me all that, Mrs. Ness ? ” 

‘ ‘ Why, my dear, sweet young lady, it isn’t me that tells ; it’s 
the cards.” 

‘ ‘ I don’t believe it But it does to while away a wet and 
wretched afternoon. Now, Miss Carey. ” 

Miss Carey looked up from her book with a start. “Oh, not 
me ! Please, not me 1 ” 

“Not you ^ — the idea ! ” cried Helen. “ Why, of course you 
must. I and my sister have had our turn, and you must take 
yours.” 

As if further objection were out of the question, Miss Carey 
stood timidly up by the table and shuffled the cards that Dame 
Ness handed to her. When they were spread out, the old woman 
looked at the cards longer than she had looked for either Helen 
or Anna^ then at the girl, then at the cards again. 

“ There has been sickness ; — and trouble ; — and distress,” she 
.said at length, And — and — ’tain’t over yet. I see a dark lady 
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and a fair man : theyVe been in ife, somehow. Seems to ha’ 
been a great trouble putting the tips of her forefingers upon 
two cards. “ Here you are, you see, right among it,” — pointing 
to the Queen of Hearts. I don’t like the look of it. And 
there’s money mixed up in the sorrow ’* 

Alow, shuddering cry. 1 happened to be looking from the 
window at the moment, and turned to see Janet Carey with 
hands uplifted and a face of imploring terror. The cry came 
from her. 

“ Oh don’t, don’t ! don’t tell any more ! ” she implored. “I 
— ^was — not — guilty. ” 

Down went her voice by little and little, down fell her hands ; 
and down dropped she on the chair behind her. The next 
moment she was crying and sobbing. We stood round like so 
many helpless simpletons, quite put down by this unexpected 
interlude. Old Dame Ness stared, slowly shufiiing the cards 
from hand to hand, and could not make it out. 

“Here, I’ll have my fortune told next, Mother Ness,” said 
Bill Whitney, really out of good nature to the girl, that she 
might be left unobserved to recover herself. “Mind you 
promise me a good one.” 

“And so I will then, young gentleman, if the cards ’ll lot 
me,” was the hearty answ’er. “ Please shuffle ’em well, sir, and 
then cut ’em into three. ” 

Bill was shuffling with all his might when we heard the front- 
door open, and Cattledon’s voice ni the hall. “ Oh, by George, 
I say, what’s to be done ^ ” cried he. “She’ll be fit to smother 
us. That old parson can’t have given them a sermon.” 

Fortunately she stayed on the door-mat to take off her clogs^ 
Dame Ness was smuggled down the kitchen stairs, and Bill hid 
the cards away m his pocket. 

And until then it had not occurred to us that it might not be 
quite the right thing to go in for fortune-telling on Good Friday. 

IT. 

Osr Easter Tuesday Williafn Whitney and Tod went off to 
AVTiitney Hall for a few days : Sir John wrote for them. In the 
afternoon Miss Deveen took Helen in tliQ carriage to make calls ; 
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and the rest of us went to the Colosseum, in the Regent’s Park. 
Cattledon rather fought against the expedition, but M?ss Deveeix 
did not listen to her. None of us — except herself — had seen it 
before : and I know that I, for one, was delighted with it. 

The last scene of the performance was over. If 1 remember 
rightly, at this distance of time, it was the representation of the 
falling of an avalanche on a Swiss village, to bury it for ever in 
the snow ; and we saw the little hghted church to which the 
terrified inhabitants were flying for succour, and heard the 
tinkling of its alarm bell. As we pushed out with the crowd, 
a policeman appeared in our way, facing us, a tall, big, fierce- 
looking man ; not to impede the advance of the throng, but to 
direct Its movements. Janet Carey seized my arm, and I turned 
to look at her. She sf ood something like a block of stone ; her 
face white with terror, her eyes fixed on the policeman. I could 
not get her on, and we were stopping those behind. Naturally 
the man’s eyes fell on her ; and with evident recognition. 

“ Oh, it’s you here, is it, Miss Carey ! ” 

The tone was not exactly insolent : but it was cool and sig- 
nificant, wanting in respect. When I would have asked him 
how he dared so to address a young lady, the words were arrested 
by Janet. 1 thought she had gone mad. 

“Oh, get me away, Mr. Ludlow, for Heaven’s sake ! Don’t 
let him take me ! Oh what shall I do what shall I do ^ ” 

“What you’ve got to do is to get for’ard out o’ this here 
passage and not block up the way,” struck in he policeman, 
“ I bain’t after you now ; so you’ve no call to be af eared this 
time. Pass on that way, sir. ” 

I drew her onwards, and in half-a-minute we were in the open 
air, clear of the throng. Cattledon, who seemed to have under- 
stood nothing, except that we ffiid stopped the way, shook Janet 
by the arm in anger, and asked what had come to her. 

“ It was the same man, aunt, that Mrs. Knox called in,” she 
gasped. “ I thought he had come to London to look for me.” 

Miss Cattledon’s answer was to keep hold of her arm, and 
whirl her along towards the outer gates. Anna and I followed 
in wond^. 

“ What is it all, Johnny ? ” she whispered. 

“ Goodness knows, Amia. I ” 

Johnny Liidlow.—III. 7 
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Cattledon turned her head, asking me to go on and secure a 
cab. Janets was helped into it and sat back with her eyes closed, 
a shiver taking her every now and then. 

Janet appeared at dinner, and seemed as well as usual. In 
the evening Helen tore the skirt of her thin dress : and before 
she was aware, the girl was kneeling by the side of her chair 
witli^a needle and thread, beginning to mend it. 

You are very kind,” said Helen heartily, when she saw wdiat 
Janet was doing. 

“Oh no,” answered Janet, with an upward, humble glance 
from her nice eyes. 

But soon after that, when we were describing to Helen and 
Miss Deveen the sights at the Colosseum, and the silence of the 
buried village after the avalanche had fallen, Janet was taken 
with an ague fit. The very chair shook ; it seemed that she 
must fall out of it. Anna ran to hold her. Miss Deveen got 
up in consternation. 

“ That Colosseum has been too much for her : there’s nothing 
so fatiguing as sightseeing. I did wrong in letting Janet go, 
as she is still weak from her illness Perhaps she has taken 
cold ” 

Hinging the bell, Miss Deveen told George to make some hot 
wine and water. When it was brought in, she made Janet drink 
it, and sent her upstairs to bed, marshalled by Cattledon. 

The next morning, Wednesday, I w^as dressing in the sunshine 
that streamed in at the bedroom wundow^s, when a loud hulla- 
balloo was set up below, enough to startle the king and all his 
men. 

“ Thieves ! robbers ! murder ! ” 

Dashing to the door, I looked over the balustrades. Th'd^ 
shrieks and calls came from Letjli^ce Lane, who was stumbling 
up the stairs from the hall. Cattledon opened her door in her 
night-cap, saw me, and shut it again with a bang. 

“ Murder ' robbers ! thieves ! ” shrieked Lettice. 

But what is it, Lettice ^ ” I cried, leaping down. 

“Oh, Mr. Johnny, the house is robbed !— and w^e might just 
as well all have been murdered in our beds ! ” 

Every one was appearing on the scene. Miss Deveen came 
fully dressed— she was often up before other people ; Cattledon 



OUR VISIT. 99 

arrived in a white petticoat and shawl. The servants were 
running up from the kitchen ^ 

Thieves had broken in during the night. The (so-called) 
breakfast-room at the back presented a scene of indescribable 
confusion. Everything in it was turned topsy-turvy, the secretary 
had been ransacked ; the glass-doors stood open to the garden. 

It seemed that Lettice, m pursuance of her morning’s dyties, 
had gone to the room, and found it m this state Lettice was of 
the excitable ©rdei, and went into shrieks. She stood now, 
sobbing and shaking, as she gave her explanation. 

“When I opened the door and saw the room in this pickle, 
the window standing open, my very blood seemed to curdle 
within me. For all I knew the thieves might have done murder. 
Just look at the place, ma’am ! — look at your secretary 1 ” 

It’s what we were all looking at. The sight was as good as 
moving house. Chairs and footstools lay upside down, their 
chintz covers untied and flung ofi:' ; the hearthrug was under the 
table; books were open, periodicals scattered about ; two pictures 
had been taken from the w^ali and lay face downwards ; every 
ornament was moved from the mantelpiece. The secretary stood 
open ; all its papers had been taken out, opened, and lay in a 
heap on the floor ; and Janet Carey’s well-stocked w^ork-box w'as 
turned bottom upwards, its contents having rolled anywhere. 

“This must be your work, George,” said Miss Cattledon, 
turning on the servant-man with a grim frown. 

“Mine, ma'am ! ” he answered, amazed at the charge. 

“Yes, yours,” repeated Cattledon. “You could not have 
fastened the shutters last night ; and that is how the thieves 
have got in.” 

“But I did, ma’am. I fastened them just as usual.” 

“Couldn’t be,’' said Cattledon decisively, who had been 
making her way over the debris to examine the shutters. “ They 
have not been forced m any way : they have simply been opened. 
The window also.” 

‘ ‘ And neither window nor shutters could ffe opened from the 
outside without force,” remarked Miss Deveen. “ 1 fear, George, 
you must have forgotten this ro(?m when you shut up last 
night. ” • 

“Indeed, ma’am, I did not forget it,” was the respectful 
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answer “ I assure you I bolted the window and barred the 
shutters as F always do ” 

Janet Carey, standing in mute wonder like the rest of us, 
testihed to this. “When I came in here last night to get a 
needle and thread to mend Miss Whitney’s dress, 1 am sure the 
shutters were shut : I noticed that they were.” 

Cattledon would not listen. She had taken up her own 
opinion of George’s neglect, and sharply told Janet not to be so 
positive. Janet looked frightfully white and wan this morning,^ 
worse than a ghost. 

“Oh, goodness!” cried Helen Whitney, appearing on the 
scene. “ If ever I saw such a thing ! ” 

“I never did — m all my life,” cried Cattledon. 

“Have you lost any valuables from the secretary. Miss 
Deveen ? ” 

“My dear Helen, there weie no valuables in the secretary to 
lose,” was Miss Deveen ’s answer. “Sometimes I keep money 
in it — a little : but last night there happened to be none. Of 
course the thieves could not know that, and must have been 
greatly disappointed. If they did not come in through the 
window — ^why, they must have got in elsewhere.” 

Miss Deveen spoke in a dubious tone, that too plainly showed 
her own doubts on the jioint. George felt himself and his word 
reflected upon. 

“If I had indeed forgotten this window last night, ma’am — 
though for me to do such a thing seeins next door to impossible 
' — I would confess to it at once. I can be upon my oath, ma’am, 
if put to it, that 1 made all secure here at dusk. ” 

“Then, George, you had better look to your other doors and 
windows,” was the reply of his mistress. 

The other doors and windows were looked to : but no trace 
could be found of how the thieves got in. After breakfast, we 
succeeded in putting the room tolerably straight. The letters 
and bills took nios| time, for every one was lying open. And 
after it was all done, Miss Deveen came to the conclusion that 
nothing had been taken. 

“Their object must have l&een money,” she observed., “It 
is a good thing 1 happened to carry my cash-box upstairs 
yesterday. Sometimes I leave it here in the secretary.” 
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“ And was much in it ^ ” one of us asked. 

“Not very much. More, though, than one cares to lose : a 
little gold and a bank-note. ” 

“A bank-note 1” echoed Janet, repeating the words quickly. 

“ Js it safe ? — are you sure, ma’am, the note is safe ^ ” 

“WeU, I conclude it is,” answered IMiss Devecn with com- 
posure. “ I saw the cash-box before I came down this morning. 

I did not look inside it, ” 

“ Oh, but you had better look,” urged Janet, betraying some 
excitement. “Suppose it should be gone! Can I look, 
ma’am ? ” 

“What nonsense!” exclaimed Helen. “If the cash-box is 
safe, the money must be safe mside it. The thieves did not go 
into Miss Deveen’s room, Janet Carey.” 

The servants wanted the police called in ; but their mistress 
saw no necessity for it Nothing had been carried off, she said, 
and therefore she should take no further trouble. Her private 
opinion was that George, in spite of his assertions, must have 
forgotten the wiiidow\ 

It seemed a curious thing that the thieves had not visited 
other rooms. Unless, indeed, the door of this one had been 
locked on the outside, and they were afraid to risk the noise of 
forcing it : and no one could tell whether the key had been 
turned, or not. George had the plate-basket in his bed-chamber ; 
but on the sideboard in the dining-room stood a silver tea-caddy 
and a small silver waiter : how was it they had not walked off 
with these two articles ? Or, as the cook said, why didn’t they 
rifle her larder ? She had various tempting things m it, including 
‘ a fresh-boiled ham. 

“Janet Carey has been ill all the afternoon,” observed Anna, 
when I and Helen got home before dinner, for we had been out 
with Miss Deveen. “I think she feels frightened about the 
thieves, for one thing, ” 

“111 for nothing!” returned Helen slightingly. “Why 
should she be frightened any more than we are ? The thieves 
did not hurt her. I might just as well say I am ill.” 

‘ ‘ But she has been really ill, Helen. She has a shivering-fit 
one minute and is sick the next. Cattledon says she must have 
caught cold yesterday, and is cross with her for catching it. 
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“Listen/ said Helen, lowering her voice. “1 can’t get it 
out oi my head that that old fortune-teller must have had to do 
with it. She must have seen the secretary and may have taken 
note of the window fastenings. 1 am in a state over it : as you 
both know, it was I who had her up.” 

Jmet did not come down until after dinner. She was jiale 
and quiet, but not less ready than ever to do what sne could for 
every one. Helen had brought home some ferns’^to —transfer, I 
think she called it. Janet at once offered to help her. The 
process involved a large hand-basin full of water, and Miss 
‘Deveen sent the two girls into the breakfast-parlour, not to make 
a mess in the drawing-room. 

“ Well, my dears,” said Miss Deveen, when she had read the 
chapter before bed- time, “I hope you will all sleep well' to-night, 
and that we shall be undisturbed by thieves. Not that they dis- 
turbed us last night,” she added, laughing. “Considering all 
things, I’m sure they were as polite and considerate thieves as 
we could wish to have to do with.” 

Whether the others slept well 1 cannot say * I know I did. 
So well that I never ”'oke at all until the same cries from Lettice 
disturbed the house as on the previous morning. The thieves 
had been in again. 

Downstairs we went, as quickly as some degree of dressing 
allowed, and found the breakfast-room all confusion, the servants 
all consternation : the window open as before ; the furniture 
turned about, the ornaments and pictures moved from their 
places, the books scattered, the papers of the secretary lying 
unfolded m a heap on the carpet, and a pair of embroidered 
slippers of Helen Whitney’s lying in the basin of water. 

“What an extraordinary thing!” exclaimed Miss Deveen, 
while the rest of us stood m silent amazement. 

Lettice ’s tale was the same as the previous one. Upon pro- 
ceeding to the room to put it to rights, she found it thus, «ind 
its shutters and glass-doors wide open There was no trace, 
except here, of the possible entrance or exit of thieves • all other 
fastenings were secure as they had been left over-uiglit , other 
rooms had not been disturbed ; and, more singular tffaii all, 
nothin* >• appeared to have been taken. What could the thieves 
be seekuig 'I 
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“Shall you call in the police now, ma’am ? ” aske^ Cattledon, 
her tone implying that they ought to have been called in before. 

“Yes, I shall,” emphatically replied Miss Deveen. 

- '‘Oh I ” shrieked Helen, darting in, after making a hasty and 
impromptu toilet, “look at my new slippers ' ” 

After finishing the ferns last night they had neglected to^send 
che basin away. The slippers were rose-coloured, worked with 
white flowers in floss silk ; and the bits of loose green from the 
ferns floated over them like green weeds on a pond. Helen had 
bought them when we were out yesterday. 

“My beautiful slippers!” lamented Helen. “I wish to 
goodness I had not forgotten to take them upstairs. What 
wicked thieves they must be ^ They ought to be hung.” 

“ It’s to know, mum, whether it thieves,” spoke the cook. 

“Why, %vhat else can it have been, cook?” asked Miss 
Deveen. 

“Mum, I don’t pretend to say. I’ve knowed cats do queer 
things. We’ve two on ’em — the old cat and her kitten.” 

‘ ‘ Did you ever know cats unlock a secretary and take out the 
papers, cook ^ ” returned Miss Deveen. 

“Well, no, mum. But, on the other hand, I never knowed 
thieves break into a house two nights running, and both times 
go away empty-handed.” 

The argument was unans^verable. Unless the thieves had 
been disturbed on each night, how was it they had taken 
nothing ? 

Miss Deveen locked the door upon the room just as it was ; 
and after breakfast sent George to the nearest pohce-station. 
Whilst he was gone I was alone in the dining-room, stooping 
down to hunt for a book in the lowest shelf of the book-case, 
when Janet Carey came in followed by Cattledon. I suppose 
the table-cover hid me from them, for Cattledon began to blow 
her up. 

“One would think you were a troubled ghost, shaking and 
shivering in that way, first upstairs and then down ! The police 
coming ! — what if they are '2 They are not coming after you this 
time. * There’s no money missing now.” 

Janet burst into tears. “Oh, aunt, why do you speak so to 
me ? It is as though yo^ believe me guilty 1 ” 
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“Don't be a simpleton, Janet,” rebuked Cattledon, in softer 
tones. “*[f I did not know you were not, and could not, bo 
guilty, should I have brought you here under Miss Deveen’s 
roof What vexes me so much is to see you look as though you 
were guilty— with your white face, and your hysterics, and your 
trembling hands and lips Get a little spirit into yourself, child : 
the*police won’t harm you. ” 

Catching up the keys from the table, she yent out again, 
leaving Janet sobbing. I stood forward. She started when she 
saw me, and tried to dry her eyes. 

“lam sorry, Miss Carey, that all this bother is affecting you. 
Why are you so sad '? ” 

“I — have gone through a great deal of trouble lately and 
been ill,” she answered, with hesitation, arresting her tears. 

“ Can I do anythmg for you ?— help you in any way 2 ” 

“You are very kind, Mr. Ludlow ; you have been kind to me 
all along. There’s nothing any one can do. Sometimes I wish 
I could die.” 

“Die !” 

“ There is so much unhappiness in the world ! ” 

George’s voice was heard in the hall with the policeman. 
Janet vanished. But whether it was through the floor or out at 
the door, I declare I did not see then, and don’t quite know ttj 
this day. 

I and Cattledon were allowed to assist at the conference 
between Miss Deveen and the policeman : a dark man with a 
double chin and stripes on his coat-sleeve. After hearing par- 
ticulars, and examining the room and the mess it was in, he 
inquired how many servants were kept, and whether Miss 
Deveen had confidence in them. She told him the number, and 
said she had confidence in all. 

He went into the kitchen, put what questions he pleased to 
the servants, looked at the fastenings of the doors generally, 
examined the outside of the window and walked about the 
garden. George called him Mr. Stone — which aj>])eared to be 
his name. Mr. Stone had nothmg of a report to bring Miss 
Deveen. ^ 

“It’s one of two things, ma’am,” he said. “Either tins has 
been done by somebody m your own house ; or else the neigh- 



OUR VISIT. 


105 


hours are playings tricks upon yoin I can't come to any other 
conclusion. The case is peculiar, you see, in-so-far as that 
nothing has been stolen. ” 

“It IS very peculiar indeed,” returned Miss Beveen. 

“I should have said — I should feel inclined to say — that the 
culprit is some one in the house ” 

“ It’s the most unlikely thmg in the world, that it should Rave 
been any one in, the house,” struck in Miss Beveen, not allowing 
him to go on. ‘ ‘ To suspect any of the young people who are 
visiting me, would be simply an insult. And my servants would 
no more play the trick than I or Miss Cattledon would play it.” 

“Failing indoors then, we must look out,” said Mr. Stone, 
after listening patiently. “And that brings up more difficulty, 
ma’am. For I confess I don’t see how they could get the windows 
and shutters open from the outside, and leave no marks of 
damage.” 

“ The fact of the window and shutters being wide open each 
morning, shows how they got out.” 

“Just so,” said Mr. Stone ; “but it does not sho%v how they 
got in. Of course there’s the possibility that they managed to 
secrete themselves in the house beforehand.” 

“Yesterday' I thought that might have been the case,” re- 
marked Miss Beveen; “to-day I do not think so. It seems 
that, after what occurred, my servants were especially cautious 
to keep their doors and windows not only closed, but bolted all 
day yesterday, quite barring the possibility of any one’s stealing 
in. Except, of course, down the chimneys.” 

Mr. Stone laughed. “ They’d bring a lot of soot with ’em that 
way.” 

“And spoil my hearthrugs. No ; that was not the way of 
entrance. ” 

“ Then we come to the question — did one of the servants get 
up and admit ’em ” 

‘ ‘ But that would be doubting my servants still, you see. It 
really seems, Mr. Stone, as though you could not help me.” 

“Before saying whether I can or J can’t, I should be glad, 
ma’am, ^to have a conversation wifh you alone,” was the un- 
expected answer. 

So we left him with Miss Beveen. Cattledon 's strays appeared 



106 


JOHNNY LUDLOW. 


fco reseiij; it, for they creaked alarmingly in the hall, and her 
voice was tart. 

“Perhaps the man wants to accuse you or me, Mr. Johnny ! 

We knew later, after the upshot came, what it was he did 
want ; and I may as well state it at once. Stone had made up 
his mind to watch that night in the garden ; but he wished it 
kept secret from every one, except Miss Deveen herself, and he 
charged her strictly not to mention it. “ Ho\^ will it serve you, 
if, as you say, they do not come in that way?” she had asked. 

“ But the probability is they come out that way,” he answered. 

“ At any rate, they fling the doors open, and I shall be there to 
drop upon them.” 

Janet Carey grew very ill as the day went on. Lettice offered 
to sit up with her, in case she wanted anything in the night. 
Janet had just the appearance of somebody worn out. 

We went to bed at the usual time, quite unconscious that Mr. 
Stone had taken up his night watch in the summer-house at the 
end of the garden. The nights were very bright just then ; the 
moon at about the full. Nothing came of it . neither the room 
nor the window was disturbed. 

“They scented iny watch,” remarked the officer in private 
next morning to Miss Deveen. “However, ma’am, I don’t 
think it likely you will be troubled again. Seeing you’ve put 
it into our hands, they’ll not dare to risk further annoyance.” 

“I suppose not— -if they know it,” dubiously spoke Miss 
Deveen. 

He shook his head. “They know as much as that, ma’am. 
Depend upon it their little game is over.” 

Mr. Stone was mistaken. On the following morning, the_^ 
breakfast-room was found by Lettice in exactly the same state 
of confusion. The furniture dragged about, the ornaments 
moved from the mantelpiece, the bills and papers opened, as 
before. Miss Deveen was very silent over it, and said in the 
hearing of the servants that she should have to carry the 
grievance to Scotland Yard. 

And I’m sure I thought she set out to do it. The carriage 
came to the door in the course of the morning. Miss Deveen, 
who was ready dressed, passed over the others, and asked me to 
go with her. 



OUR VISIT. 


107 


“Do you know what I’m going to do, Johnny T’ sjie ques- 
tioned, as George took his place on the box and the fat old 
coachman gave the word to his horses 

“ I think I do, Miss Deveen. We are going to Scotland Yard.” 

“ Not a bit of it, Johnny,” she said. “ My opmion has come 
round to Mr. Policeman Stone’s — ^that we must look indoors f^jr 
the disturber. I have brought you out with me to talk about it. 
It is a great mystfery — for I thought I could have trusted the 
servants and all the rest of you with my life. ” 

It was a mystery — and no mistake. 

“ A great mysteiy,” repeated Miss Deveen ; “a puzzle ; and 
1 want you to help me to unravel it, Johnny. I intend to sit 
up to-night in the breakfast-room. But not being assured of 
my nerves while watching in solitude for thieves, or ghosts, or 
what not, I wish you to sit up with me.” 

“Oh, I shall like ir, Miss Deveen.” 

“ I have heard of houses being disturbed before in a similar 
manner,” she continued. “There was a story in the old days 
of the Cock-Lane ghost I think that was something of the same 
kind, but my memory is rather cloudy on the point. Other 
cases I know have been traced to the sudden mania, solely 
mischievous or otherwise, of some female inmate. I hojie it will 
not turn out to have been Lettice herself.” 

“Shall I watch without you, Miss Deveen^” 

“No, no ; you will bear me company. We will make our 
arrangements now, Johnny — for I do not intend that any soul 
shall know of this; not even Miss Cattledon. You wull keep 
counsel, mind, like the true and loyal knight you are.” 

The house had gone to rest. In the dark breakfast-room sat 
Miss Deveen and I, side by side. The fire was dying away, and 
it gave scarcely any light. We sat back against the wall between 
the fireplace and the door, she in one armchair, I in another. 
The secretary was opposite the fire, the key in the lock as usual ; 
the window, closed and barred, lay to the left, the door to the 
right, a table in the middle. An outline of the objects was just 
discernible’ in the fading light. 

“Do you leave the key in the secretary as a rule, Miss 
Deveen ” 1 asked in a whis||er. 
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“Yes. There’s nothing m it that any one would care to look 
at,” she replied m the same cautious tone. “My cash-box is 
generally there, but that is always locked. But I think we had 
better not talk, Johnny,” 

So we sat on in silence. The faint light of the fire died away, 
giving place to total darkness. It was weary watching there, 
hour after hour, each hour seeming an age. Twelve o’clock 
struck ; one ; two > I’d have given somethiiig to be able to fall 
asleep. Just to speak a word to Miss Deveen would be a relief, 
and I forgot her injunctions. 

“ Are you thinking of ghosts. Miss Deveen ” 

“Just then I was thinking of God, Johnny. How good it is 
to know that He is with us in the dark as in the light.” 

Almost with the last word, my ears, younger and quicker than 
Miss Deveen’s, caught the sound of a faint movement outside — 
as though steps were descending the stams. I touched Miss 
Deveen’s arm and breathed a caution. 

“I hear something. I think it is coming now.” 

The door softly opened. Some white figure was standing 
there — as might be seen by the glimmer of light that came in 
through the passage window. Wlio or what it was, we could 
not gather. It closed the door behind it, and came slowly 
gliding along the room on the other side the table, evidently 
feeling its way as it went, and making for the windowr -We sat 
in breathless silence. Miss Deveen had caught my hand and 
was holding it in hers. 

Next, the shutters were unfastened and slowly folded back ; 
then the window was unbolted and its doors were flung wide. 
This let in a flood of moonlight : after the darkness the room 
seemed bright as day. And the white figure doing all this w^ 
— Janet Carey in her nightgown, her feet bare. 

Whether Miss Deveen held my hand the tighter, or I hers, I 
dare say neither of us could tell. Janet’s eyes turned on us, as 
we sat; and I fully expected her to go into a succession of 
shrieks. 

But no. She took no manner of notice. It was just as though 
she did not see us. Steadily, methodically as it seemed, she 
proceeded to search the room, apparently looking for something. 
First, she took the chintz cover oft' the nearest chair, and shook 
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it; out ; turned over the chair and felt it all over ; a small round 
stand was served the same ; a blotting-case that happened to lie 
on the table she carried to the window, knelt down, and 
examined it on the floor by the moonlight, passing her fingers 
over its few pages, unfolding a letter that was inside and shaking 
it out to the air. Then all that was left on the floor, and she 
turned over another chair, and so went on. * 

I felt as cold as^ charity. Was it her ghost that was doing 
this ? How was it she did not see us sitting there ? Her eyes 
were open enough to see anythmg ! 

Coming to the secretary, she turned the key, and began her 
search in it. Pulling out one drawer first, she opened every 
paper it contained, shook them one by one, and let them drop 
on the floor. As she was commencing at the next drawer, her 
back towards us, Miss Deveen whispered to me. 

‘‘We will get away, Johnny. You go on first. Ho noise, 
mind.” 

We got out without being seen or heard. At least, there was 
no outcry ; no sign to tell we had been. Miss Deveen drew 
me into the dining-room ; her face, as it caught the glimmer, 
entering by the fan-light over the hall-door, looked deadly 
pale. 

“I understand it all, Johnny. She is doing it in her 
sleep ” 

“In her sleep ^ ” 

“Yes. She is unconscious. It was better ro come away. 
^As she came round to search our part of the room, she might 
Hiave found us, and awoke. That would have been dangerous.” 

“But, Miss Deveen, what is she searching for^” 

- “ I know. I see it all perfectly. It is for a bank-note.” 

“ But — if she is really asleep, how can she go about the search 
in that systematic way ? Her eyes are wide open : she seems to 
examine things as though she saw them.” 

‘ ‘ I cannot tell you how it is, J ohnny. They do seem to see 
things, though they are asleeii. What’s more, when they awake 
there remains no consciousness of what they have done. This is 
not the firs^ case of somnambulism I have been an eye-witness 
to. She throws the window and shutters open to admit the 
light, ” 
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“ How Ctin she have sense to know iu her sleep that opening 
them will admit it ” 

“Johnny, though these things are, I cannot explain them. 
Go up to your bed now and get to sleep. As I shall go to mine. 
You shall know about Janet in the morning. She will take no 
harm if left alone : she has taken none hitherto. Say nothing to 
any one.” 

^ It was the solution of the great puzzle J anet Carey had done 
it ail in her sleep. And what she had been searching for was a 
bank-note. 

In the situation where Janet had been living as nursery- 
governess, a bank-note had disappeared. Janet was suspected 
and acoimd of taking it. Constitutionally timid and nervous, 
her spirits long depressed by circumstances, the accusation had 
a grave effect upon her. She searched the house for it inces- 
santly, almost night and day, just as we had seen her searching 
the parlour at Miss Deveen’s in her sleep, and then fell into a 
fever —which was only saved by great care from settling on the 
brain. When well enough. Miss Cattledon had her removed to 
London to Miss Deveen’s ; but the stigma still clung to her, and 
tlie incipient fever seemed still to hover about her. The day 
William Whitney left, she moved from Miss Cattledon’s chamber 
to the one he had occupied . and that night, being unrestrained, 
she went down in her sleep to search. The situation of the 
room in which the note had been lost was precisely similar to 
this breakfast-room at Miss Deveen’s — in her trout led sleep, 
poor girl, she must have taken it for the same room, and crept 
down, still asleep, to renew the endless search she had formerly 
made when awake. The night the policeman was watching in 
the summer-house, Lettico sat up with Janet ; so that night 
nothmg occurred. Lettice said afterwards that Miss Carey twic^ 
got out of bed in her sleep and seemed to be making for the 
door, but Lettice guided her back to bed again. And so there 
was the elucidation : and Janet was just as unconscious of what 
she had done as the bed-post. 

Miss Deveen’s medical man was called in, for brain-fever, 
escaped, appeared to be fastening on Janet in earnest now. He 
gave it as his opinion that she was no natural sleep-vfalker, but 
that the mind’s disturbance had so acted on tlie brain and system, 
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coupled with her fright at meeting the policeman at the 
Colosseum, as to have induced the result. At any rate, what- 
ever may have caused it, and strange though it was, 1 have only 
given facts. And in the next paper we shall hear more about 
the bank-note. 
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I. 

It was a summer’s evening, some two years or so previous to the 
events told of in the last chapter, and the sun was setting in 
clouds of crimson and gold. On the green lawn at the back of 
Hose Villa — a pretty detached house, about twenty minutes’ 
walk from the town of Leiford — sat a lady in a gay dress. Slie 
was dark and plain, with crinkled black hair, and a rough voice. 
A girl of twelve, fair, pretty, and not in the least like hei, sab 
on the same bench. Three younger girls were scampering about 
at some noisy play ; and a boy, the youngest of all, lay on the 
grass, whistling, and knotting a whip-cord. The sun’s slanting 
rays tinted all with a warm hue. 

“Get up, Dicky,” said the lady to the boy. 

Dicky, aged five, whistled on, without taking any notice. 

“Did you hear mamma tell you to get up, Dicky ^ ” spoke the 
fair girl by her mother’s side. “ Get up, sir.” 

“Shan’t,” said Dicky. 

“Fort go in for me, Mina,” said Mrs. Knox. “I want to 
know the time. Arnold took my watch into town this morning 
to have the spring mended.” 

Mina seemed in no more hurry to obey than Dicky was. Just 
then a low pony-chaise, driven by a boy-groom, rattled out from 
the stable-yard at the side of the house. Mina looked acrosT* 
at it. 

“it must be about a quarter-past eight,” she said, “You 
fcold James not to be later than that in gomg to the station.” 

“You might go and see,” spoke Mrs. Knox : “James is not 
sure to be to time. How gladi 1 shall be when that governess is 
here to take the trouble o\ you children off me ! ” she added, 
fretfully, Mina did not take the hint about going in : *she made 
off to her sisters instead. 
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This house had once been a doctoi’s residence. Soon after 
Thomas Knox, surgeon and apothecaiy, set up in practice at 
Lefford, now five-and- twenty years ago, he married Mary Arnold. 
Rose Villa was hers, and some money besides, and they came to 
live at it, Mr. Knox keeping on Ins surgery in Lefford. They 
had one son, who was named Arnold. ^Yhen Arnold was ten 
years old, his mother died. A year later his father married a 
second wife, Miss Amelia Carey : after which these five other 
young ones came* to town. Arnold w^as to be a doctor like his 
father. His studies Avere in progress, when one morning a letter 
came to him in London — Avhere he was walking BartholomeAv’s 
Hospital under that clever man, William LaAvrence— saying that 
his father Avas alarmingly ill. Arnold reached Lefford just in 
time to see him die. The little one, Dicky, AAns a baby then in 
long- clothes, Arnold Avas only nineteen. No chance that he 
could set up in, and keep together the practice, AAhich fell 
through. So he went back to London to study on, and pass, 
and Avhat not ; and by-and-by he came down again Dr. Knox . 
for he had followed the fashion just then getting common, of 
taking the M.D. degree. Arnold Knox had his share of good 
plain sense, and of earnestness too ; but example is catching, 
and he only followed that of his fellow-students in going in thus 
early for the degree. He arrived at Leflbrd ‘‘Dr. Knox.” 
Mr Tamlyn laughed at him, before his face and behind his 
back, asking him AArhat experience he had had that he should 
hasten to tack on M.D, to his name : why, not more experience 
than a country apothecary’s apprentice. Arnold, feeling half 
ashamed of himself, for he Avas very modest, pleaded the new 
custom. Custom ’ returned old Tamlyn ; in his days medical men 
had worJced for their honours before taking them. Arnold 
engaged himself as assistant to Mr Tamlyn, Avho had dropped 
into the best part of Dr. Knox’s practice since that gentleman’s 
death, in addition to his own. 

Meanwhile, Mrs. Ejiox, the widoAv, had contmued to live at 
Rose Villa. It belonged to Arnold, having descended to him m 
right of his mother. Mr. Knox had bequeathed by will five 
hundred pounds to Arnold for the completion of his studies ; and 
all the rest of his money to his Avife and second family, Lefford 


talked of it resentfully, saying it wm an unjust will . for a good 
Johnny Ludlow.-— -ril. B 
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portion of the money had been Mary Arnold’s and ought to have 
gone to her son. It was about three hundred and fifty pounds 
a-year in all ; and Mrs. Knox bewailed and bemoaned her hard 
fate at having to bring up her children upon so little. She was 
one of those who must spend ; and her extravagance had kept 
her husband poor, in spite of his good practice. 

'Never a hint did she oUer her step-son of paying him rent foi 
his house ; never a word of thanks did she tpnder for the use 
of it. 

Arnold said nothing . he was thoroughly warm-hearted and 
generous, considering every one before himself, and he would 
not have hurt her feelings or cramped her pocket for the world. 
As long as he did not want the house, she and his half-sisters 
and brother were welcome to it. When he came back from 
London he naturally v/ent to it ; it was his home ; and Mrs. 
Knox did not at all like the addition he made to her housekeep- 
ing expenses . which could not be very much amongst the nine 
others to provide for. The very day after Arnold’s bargain was 
made with IMr Tamlyn, she asked him Iiow much he w;is going 
to pay her for his board. Half his salary, Arnold [)romptly 
replied ; seventy-five pounds a-year And Mrs Knox would 
have liked to say it was not enough. 

“ Seventy-five pounds a-year ! ” cackled Lefford, when it got 
hold of the news “Why, it won’t cost her half tliat And she 
using his house and enjoying all the money that was his poor 
mother’s ! Well, she has a conscience, that Widow Knox ! ” 

The arrangement had continued until now. Three years had 
elapsed since then, and Arnold was four-and-twenty. Mrs. 
Knox found herself often in money difficulties ; when she woul 
borrow from Arnold, and never think of repaying him. She 
now going to increase expenses by taking a nursery-governess. 
Awfully tiresome those children were, and Mrs. Knox said they 
wore her out. She should have managed the little brats better • 
not indulged and neglected them by turns. One hour she’d let 
them run wild, the next hour was shrieking at them in words 
next door to swearing. , 

The governess engaged was a distant relative of ker own, a 
Miss Janet Carey She was an orphan, and had for a year or 
two been teacher m a boys’ preparatory school, limited to thirty 
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pupils. Mrs. Knox wrote to offer her twelve pounds a-year and 
a very comfortable home at Rose Villa ; to be as one of the 
family. ” It must have sounded tempting to Miss Carey after 
the thirty little boys, and she gratefully accepted it. Mrs. 
Knox had never seen her ; she pictured to herself a tall, bony 
young woman with weak eyes, for that had been the portrait of 
her second cousin, Miss Carey’s father# * 

‘ ‘ Crack ! crack ’ Tally-ho ! tally-ho ! ” shouted Dicky, who 
had completed his whip, and got up to stamp and smack it, 

‘‘ Yo-ho ! Tally-ho, tally-ho ’ ” 

‘ ‘ Oh, do for goodness’ sake be quiet, Dick 1 ” screamed Mrs. 
Knox. “ I can’t have that noise now : I told you I had a head- 
ache. Do you hear me, then ! Mina, come and take away tliis 
horrible whip. ” 

Mina came running at the call. Master Dicky was so much 
given way to as a general rule, that to thwart hmi seemed to his 
sisters something delightful. Dicky dodged out of harm’s way 
amongst the shrubs ; and Mina was about to go after him, when 
some one came through the open glass-doors of what was called 
the garden-room. 

“Here’s Arnold,” she cried. 

Dr. Knox was a tall, strongly built, fair man, looking older 
than his four-and-twenty years. Nobody could help hking his 
thin face, for it was a good face, full of sense and thought, but it 
was not a handsome one. His complexion was sallow, and his 
light hair had a habit of standing up wild. 

“You are home betimes,” remarked Mrs. Knox. 

“Yes ; there was nothing more to do,” he answered, sitting 
down in a rustic garden-chair. “I met Janies in the pony- 
chaise : where’s he gone ? ” 

“Why, Arnold, don’t you know that the governess is coming 
this evening '' cried the second girl, Dotty, who was fanning 
her hot face with a cabbage-leaf. “James has gone to the 
station for her. ” 

“I forgot all about the governess,” said Dr. Knox. “Dotty, 
what a heat you are in! ” 

“We Jiave been running races,” said the child ; “ and the sun 
was blazing. ” 

Dicky came tearing up. Something had happened to the whip. 
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'‘Look at it, Arnold,” he said, throwing hk arms and the 
whip on the doctor’s knees. “ The lash won’t stay on.” 

“ And you want me to mend it, I suppose.” 

‘‘Yes. Do it now.” 

“ Is that the way to ask ? ” 

“Please do it now, Arnold.” 

If I can. But I fear I can’t, Dicky.” 

“ No ’ You can mend arms and legs.” 

“ Sometimes. Have you a strip of leather? Or some twine ? 

Dicky pulled a piece of string out of some unfathomabk 
pocket. He was not promoted to trousers yet, but wore white 
drawers reaching to the knee and a purple velvet tunic. Dr. 
Knox took out his penknife. 

“What’s the matter with that young Tamlyn again ? ” asked 
Mrs. Knox in a fretful tone. 

“With Bertie ? ” returned Dr, Knox, rather carelessly, for he 
was intent on the whip. “ It is one of the old attacks.” 

“Of course! I knew it was nothing more,” spoke Mrs 
Knox in resentment, “There was to have been a party a 
Mrs. Green’s this evening. Just as I was ready to start for it, 
her footman came to say it was put off on account of Miss 
Tamlyn, who could not come because Master Albert was ill.” 

“Miss Tamlyn would not leave Bertie when he is ill foral 
the parties in Christendom, mother.” 

“Miss Tamlyn is welcome to stay with him. But that’s no 
reason why Mrs. Green should have put the rest of us off. 
Who’s Bessy Tamlyn, that she should be considered before 
every one ^ — stupid old maid ! ” 

Mrs. Knox pushed up her lace sleeves m wrath, and jingled 
her bracelets. Evening parties made the solace of her life. 

The wheels of the returning chaise were heard, and the 
children went rushing round to the front of the house to look 
at the new governess. They brought Janet Carey back to 
the lawn. Mrs. Knox saw a small, slight young girl with a 
quiet, mce face and ♦very simple manners. Dr. Knox rose. 
Mrs. Knox did not rise.. Expecting to see a kind of dark 
strong giantess, she was struck with astonishment and ^’emained 
Bitting. 

“You are surely not Matthew Campy’s daughter ? ” 
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“Yes, madaiia, I am,” was the young lady’s answer, as a blush 
stole into the clear, meek face. 

“Dear me ’ I should never have thought it. Mat Carey was 
as tall and big as a lamp-post. And — why !— you told me you 
were twenty -three ! ” 

“I was twenty-three last March.” 

“Well, I trust you will be found competent to manage my 
children. I had no idea you were so young-looking.” 

The tone expressed a huge doubt of it. The ill-trained 
youngsters stood staring rudely into Miss Carey’s face. Dr. 
Knox, pushing some of them aside, held out his hand wnth a 
smile of welcome. 

“ I hope you will be able to feel at home here, Miss Carey,” 
he said: “the children must not be allowed to give you too 
much trouble. Have you had a jileasant journey ? ” 

“Take Miss Carey to her room, Mina,” sharply struck in 
Mrs Knox, not at all pleased that her step-son should presume 
to say so much : as if the house were his. And Mina, followed 
by the shy and shrinking young governess, went indoors and up 
to the roof, and showed her a little comfortless chamber there. 

(But the reader must understand that in writing this paper, I, 
Johnny Ludlow, am at a disadvantage, Nfot having been present 
myself at LefFord, I can only relate at second hand what happened 
at Mrs. Knox’s.) 

The time went on Janet Carey proved herself equal to her 
work . although Mrs. Knox, judging by her young look and 
gentle manners, had been struck by a doubt of her capacity, and 
politely expressed it aloud. Janet’s duties were something like 
the labours of Hercules : at least, as varied. Teaching was only 
one of them. She helped to dress and undress the children, or 
did it entirely if Sally the housemaid forgot to attend ; she kept 
all the wardrobes and mended the clothes and the sticks. She 
had to be in all places at once. Helping Mrs. Knox in the 
parlour, taking messages to the kitchen, hearing the girls’ lessons, 
and rushmg out to the field to see that Dicky was not worrying 
tlie pony or milking the cow on his own account. It was not an 
orderly household ; two majds were kept and James. Mrs. Knox 
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had no talent for management, and was frightfully lazy besides ; 
and Janet, little foreseeing what additional labour she would 
bring on herself, took to remedy as far as she could the short- 
comings and confusion. Mrs. Knox saw her value, and actually 
thanked her. As a reward, she made Janet her own attendant, 
her secretary, and partly her housekeeper. Mrs. Knox’s hair, 
course and stiff, was rather difficult hair to manage ; m the 
morning it was let go anyhow, and Janet dressed it in the after- 
noon. Janet wrote Mrs. Knox’s letters ; kept her accounts ; 
paid the bills — paid them, that is, when she could get the money. 
Janet, you perceive, was made Jack-of-all-trades at Rose Villa. 
She was conscious that it was hardly fair, but she did it cheer- 
fully ; and, as Mrs. Knox would say, it was all in the day’s work. 

The only one who showed consideration** for Miss Carey was 
Dr. Knox. He lectured the children about giving her so much 
unnecessary trouble : he bribed Dicky with lozenges and liquorice 
from the surgery drawers not to kick or spit at her ; and he was, 
himself, ever kind and considerate to her. They only met at 
dinner and tea, for Dr, Knox snatched a scrambling breakfast 
(the servants never got it ready for him in time), and went off 
betimes to Lefford. Now and then he would come home tolerably 
early in the evening, but he had a great deal to do, and it did 
not happen often. Mr, Tamlyn was the parish doctor, and it 
gave Dr. Knox an incessant round of tramping : for the less 
pleasant division of the daily professional work was turned over 
to him. 

They got to have a fellow-feeling for one another-— Janet and 
Dr. Knox— a kind of mutual, inward sympathy. Both of them 
were overworked ; in the lot of each was less of comfqrt than 
might have been. Dr. Knox compassionated Janet’s hard plactt« 
and the want of poetry in her life. Janet felt hurt to see him 
made so little of at home, and she knew about the house being 
his property, and the seventy-five pounds a-year he paid for the 
liberty of living in it,— and she knew that most of the income 
enjoyed by Mrs. Knox ought to have been Arnold’s income. 
His breakfast was scanty ; a cup of coffee, taken standing, and 
some bread-and-butter, hurriedly eaten. Or he would he off by 
cockcrow without chance of breakfast, unless he cut a slice of 
bro^d in the pantry : or perhaps wo^ld have to be out all night 
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Sometimes he would get home to dinner ; one o’clock ; more 
often it was two o-clock, or half-past, or three. In that case, 
Sally would bring in a plate of half-cold scraps for him — any- 
thing that happened to be left. Once, when Janet was carving 
a leg of mutton, she asked leave to cut off a slice or two that 
they might be kept warm for the doctor ; but Mrs. Knox blew' 
her up — a fine trouble that would be ! As to tea, the chaiKies 
were, if he came in to it at all, that the teapot would be drained : 
upon which, some iukew'arni water would be dashed in, and the 
loaf and butter put before him. Dr. Knox took it all quietly : 
perhaps he saw how useless complaint would be. 

Mr Tamlyn’s was a large, handsome, red-bnck house, standing 
in a beautiful garden, in the best and widest street of Letford. 
The surgery, built on the side of the house, consisted of two 
rooms : one containing the drugs and the scales, and so on ; the 
other where the better class of patients 'waited. Mr. Tamlyn’s 
w'ife was dead, and he had one son, who w'as a cripple. Poor 
Bertie was thrown dowm by Ins nurse when he w^as a child ; he 
had hardly ever been out of pain since ; sometimes the attacks 
■were very bad. It made him more cross and fractious than a 
stranger would believe ; rude, in fact, and self-willed. Mr. 
Tamlyn just worshipped Bertie. He only lived to one end — that 
of making money for Bertie, after he, himself, should be gone. 
Miss Bessy, Mr. Tamlyn’s half-sister, kept his house, and she 
was the only one who tried to keep down Bertie’s temper. 
Lefford thought it odd that Mr. Tamlyn did not raise Dr. Knox’s 
salary : but it was known he wanted to put by what he could for 
Bertie. 

The afternoon sun streamed full on the sin-gery-window, 
and Dr. Knox, who had just pelted back from dmner, stood 
behind the counter, making up bottles of physic. Mr. Tamlyn 
had an apprentice, a young fellow named Dockett, but he could 
not be trusted with the physic department yet, as he was apt to 
serve out calomel powder for camomile flowers. Of the three 
poor parish patients, waiting for their medicine, two sat and one 
stood, as there was not a third chair. The doctor spoke very 
kindly tg them about their ailments ; he always did that ; but 
ne did not seem well himself, and often put his hand to his 
throat and chest, 
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The physic and the parish patients clone with, he went into 
the other room, and threw himself into the easy-chair. “I 
wonder what’s the matter with me ? ” he said to himself : and 
then he got up again, for Mr. Tamlyn was coming in. He was 
a short man with a grey face, and iron grey hair. 

‘‘Arnold,” said he, “I wish you’d take my round this after- 
noon. There are only three or four people who need be seen, 
and the carriage is at the door.” 

‘ ‘ Is Bertie worse than usual ? ” asked Arnold ; who knew 
that every impediment in Mr. Tamlyn’s way was caused by 
Bertie. 

“ He is in a great deal of pain. 1 really don’t care to leave 
him.” 

“Oh, I’ll go with pleasure,” replied Arnold, passing into the 
surgery to get his hat. 

Mr. Tamlyn walked with him across the flagged court to the 
gate, talking of the sick people he A\as going to see. Arnold got 
into the brougham and was driven away. When he returned, 
Mr. Tamlyn was upstairs in Bei tie’s sitting-room. Arnold \vont 
there. 

‘ ‘ Anything more come in ” he asked. ‘ ‘ Or can the brougham 
be put up ? ” 

“Dear me, yes; here’s a note from Mrs. Stephenson,” said 
Mr. Tamlyn, replying to the first question. And he spoke 
testily : for Mrs. Stephenson was a lady of seventy, who alw^ays 
insisted on his own attendance, objecting to Dr. Knox on the 
score of his youth. “Well, you must go for once, Arnold. If 
she grumbles, tell her I was out.” 

On a sofa in the room lay Albert Tamlyn ; a lad of sixteen 
with a fretful countenance and rumpled hair. Miss Tamlyn,^ 
pleasant-looking lady of thirty-five, sat by the sofa at work. 
Arnold Knox went up to the boy, speaking with the utmost 
gentleness. 

“Bertie, my boy, I am sorry you are in pain to-day.” 

“ Who said I was in pain ? ” retorted Bertie, ungraciously, Ins 
voice as squeaky as a penny trumpet. 

“ Why, Bertie, you know you are in great pain : it was I who 
told Dr. Knox so,” interposed the father. 

“Then you had no business to tel|him so,” shrieked Bextie. 
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with a hideous grin of resentment. “ What is iti to him ? — or to 
you ? — or to anybody ^ ” 

“Oh, Bertie, Bertie 1 ” whispered Miss Tamlyn. “Oh, my 
boy, you should not give way like this.” 

“You just give your tongue a holiday, Aunt Bessy,” fired 
Bertie. “ I can’t be bothered by you all in this way.” 

Dr. Knox, looking down at him, saw something wrong in Che 
position he was lying in. He stooped, lifted him quietly m his 
strong arms, and altered it. 

“ There, Bertie, you will be better now.” 

“No, I’m not better, and why d’you mterfere?” retorted 
Bertie in his temper, and burst out crying. It was weary work, 
waiting on that lad ; the house had a daily benefit of it. He 
had always been given way to : his whims were studied, his 
tempers went unreproved, and no patience v as taught him. 

Dr. Knox drove to Mrs. Stephenson’s.. He dismissed the 
carriage when he came out ; for he had some patients to see on 
his own score amongst the poor, and went on to them. They 
were at tea at Mr. Tamlyii’s when he got back. He looked very 
ill, and sat down at once. 

“ Are you tired, Arnold ? ” asked the surgeon 

“Not very; but I feel out of sorts. My throat is rather 
painful.” 

“ What’s the matter with it ? ” 

“Not much, I dare say. A little ulcerated perhaps ” 

‘ ‘ I’ll have a look at it presently. Bessy, give Dr. Knox a 
cup of tea.” 

“ Thank you, I shall be glad of it,” interposed the doctor. It 
was not often he took a meal in the house, not liking to intrude 
on them. When he went up this evening he had thought tea 
was over. 

“We are later than usual,” said Miss Tamlyn, in answnr to 
some remark he made. “ Bertie dropped asleep.” 

Bertie was awake, and eating relays of bread-and-butter as he 
lay, speaking to no one. The handsome sitting-rooms down- 
stairs were nearly deserted : Mr. Tamlyn could not bear even to 
take hi 3 *meals away from Bertie. 

It was growing dusk when Dr. Knox went home. Mr. 
Tamlyn told him to takela cooling draught and to go to bed 
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early. Mrs. Knox was out for the evening. Janet Carey 
sat at the old piano in the schoolroom, singing songs to the 
children to keep them quiet. They were crowding round her, 
and no one saw him enter the room. 

Janet happened to be singing the very song she sang later to 
us that night at Miss Deveen’s — “Blow, blow, thou wintry 
wii?d.” Although she had now been at hose Villa nearly a 
twelvemonth, for early summer had come round again. Dr. 
Knox had never heard her sing. Mrs. Knox hated singing 
altogether, and especially despised Janet’s : it was only when 
Janet was alone with the children that she ventured on it, 
hoping to keep them still. Arnold Knox sat in utter silence ; 
entranced ; just as we were at Miss Deveen’s. 

“You sing ‘I’ve been roaming,’ now,” called out Dicky, 
before the song was well over. 

“No, not that thing,” dissented Mina. “Sing ‘Pray, 
Goody,’ Janet.” They had long since called her by her 
Christian name. 

The whole five (the other three taking sides), not being able 
to agree, plunged at once into a hot dispute. Janet in vain tried 
to make peace by saying she would sing both songs, one after 
the other ; they did not listen to her. In the midst of the 
noise, Sally looked in to say James had caught a magpie ; and 
the lot scampered oif. 

Janet Carey heaved a sad sigh, and passed her hand over her 
weary brow. She had had a tiring day : there were times when 
she thought her duties would get beyond her. Rising to follow 
the rebellious flock,, she caught sight of Dr. Knox, seated back 
in the wide old cane chair. 

“Oh. I I — I beg your pardon. I had no idea any one wa^.^ 
here.” 

He came forward smiling ; Janet had sat down again in her 
surprise. 

“And though I am here ? Why should you beg my pardon, 
Miss Carey ? ” 

“For smging before you. ^ I did not know — I am very sorry.” 

“ Perhaps you fancy I don’t like singing ^ ” , 

“Mine is such poor smging, sir. And the songs are so old, 

I can’t play ; I often only play to th^i with one hand,” 
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“The singing is so poor — and the songs are so old, that I was 
going to ask of you — to beg of you — ^to sing one of them again 
for me.’* 

She stood glancing up at him with her nice eyes, as shy as 
could be, uncertain whether he was mockmg her, 

“ Do you know, Miss Carey, that I never ask a young lady 
for a song now. I don’t care to hear the new songs, they are* so 
poor and frivolous : the old ones are worth a king’s ransom. 
JVon^t you oblige me ? ” 

“ What shaU I sing ? ” 

“The one you have just sung. ‘Blow, blow, thou wintry 
wind.’ ” 

He drew a chair close, and bstened ; and seemed lost in 
thought when it was over. Janet could not conveniently get up 
without pushing the stool against him, and so sat in silence. 

“My mother used to sing that song,” he said, looking up. 
“I can recall her every note as well as though I had heard her 
yesterday. ‘ As friends remembering not M Ay : it’s a harsh 
world — and it grows more harsh and selfish day by day. I don’t 
think it treats mu any too well, Miss Carey. ” 

“Me, sir?” 

“ Who remembers you ? ” 

“Not many people. But I have never had any friends to 
speak of.” 

“Will you give me another song? The one I heard Mina 
ask you for — ‘Pray, Goody.’ My mother used to sing that 
also.” 

“I don’t know whether I must stay. The children will be 
getting into mischief.” 

“ Never mind the children. Pll take the responsibility.” 

Janet sang the song. Before it was finished the flock came in 
again. Dicky had tried to pull the magpie’s feathers out, so 
James had let it fly. 

After this evemng, it somehow happened that Dr. Knox often 
came home early, although his throat was well again He hked 
to make Miss Carey sing ; and to talk to her ; and to linger in 
the garden with her and the children in the twilight. Mrs. 
Knox was rarely at home, and had no idea how sociable her 
gtep-son was becoming. Ipfford and its neighbourhood followed 
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the unfashionable custom of giving early soirees : tea at six, 
supper at nine, at home by eleven. James used to go for his 
mistress ; on dark nights he took a lighted lantern. Mrs. Knox 
would arrive at home, her gown well pinned up, and innocent of 
any treasonable Imgerings out-of-doors or m. It was beyond 
Janet’s power to get Mina and Lotty to bed one minute before 
they chose to go : though her orders from Mrs Knox on the 
point were strict. As soon as their mother’s step was heard 
they would make a rush for the stairs. Janet had to follow 
them, as that formed part of her duty : and by the time Mrs. 
Knox was indoors, the rooms were free, and Arnold was shut 
up in his study with his medical books and a skeleton. 

For any treason that met the eye or the ear, Mrs. Knox might 
have assisted at all the interviews. The children might have 
repeated every word said to one another by the doctor and 
Janet, and welcome. The talk was all legitimate : of their own 
individual, ordinary interests, perhaps ; of their lost parents ; 
their past lives ; the present daily doings ; or, as the Vicar of 
Wakefield has it, of pictures, taste, Shakespeare, and the musical 
glasses. Dr Knox never said such a thing to her as, miss, I am 
in love with you ; Janet was the essence of respectful shyness, 
and called him sir. 

One evening something or other caused one of the soirees to 
break up midway, and Mrs. Knox came home by twilight in her 
pink gauze gomi. Instead of ringing at the front-door, she 
came round the garden to the lawn, knowing quite well the elder 
children were not gone to bed, and wmuld probably be in the 
garden-room. Very softly went she, intending to surprise them. 
The moon shone full on the glass-doors. 

The doors were shut. And she could see no children. Only. 
Janet Carey sitting at the piano, and Dr. Knox sitting close by 
her, his eyes resting on her face, and an unmistakable look of — 
say friendship — in them. Mrs Knox took in the whole scene 
by the light of the one candle standing on the table. 

She let go the pink skirt and burst open tlie doors. Imagina- 
tion is apt to conjure up skeletons of the future ; a whole army 
of skeletons rushed into hers, any one of them ten tii^es more 
ugly than that real skeleton in the doctor’s study. A vision of 
his marrying Janet and taking po.|5ession of the house, and 
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ivantiiig all liis money for liiniself instead of paying the family 
bills with it, was the worst. 

Before a great and real dread, passion has to be silent. Mrs. 
Knox felt that she should veiy much like to buffet both of them 
with hands and tongue : but policy restrained her. 

‘ ‘ Where are the children i ” she began, as snappish as a fox ; 
but that was only usual. * 

Janet had turned round on the music-stool ; her meek hands 
droppmg on her lap, her face turning all the colours of the rain- 
bow. Dr. Knox just sat back in his chair and carelessly hummed 
to himself the tune Janet had been singing. 

“Mina and Lotty are at Mrs Hampshire’s, ma’am,” answered 
Janet. “ She came to fetch them just after you left, and said I 
might send in for them at half-past nine. The little ones are m 
bed.” 

“Oh,” said Mrs. Knox. “It’s rather early for you to beat 
home ; is it not, Arnold ^ ” 

“Not paiticularly, I think. My time for coming home is 
always uncertain, you know.” 

He rose, and went to his room as he spoke. Janet got out 
the basket of stockings ; and Mrs. Knox sat buried in a brow n 
study. 

After this evening things grew bad for Miss Carey. IMrs. 
Knox watched. She noted her step-son’s manner to Janet, and 
saw that he liked her ever so much more than was eKpedieui 
What to do, or how to stop it, she did not know, and was at her 
wits’ end. To begin w’lth, there was nothing to stop Had she 
put together a whole week’s looks and words of Arnold’s, 
directed to Janet, she could not have squeezed one docent iota 
of complaint out of the whole Neither dared she risk offending 
Arnold. What with the jierpetual soirees out, and the general 
daily improvidence at home, Mrs. Knox was never in funds, and 
Arnold found oceans of household bills coming in to him. 
Tradesmen were beginning, as a rule now, to address their 
accounts to Dr. Knox Arnold paid them ; he w^as good-natured, 
and sensitively averse to complaining to his stop-mother ; but he 
thoughts it was hardly fair. What on earth she did with her 
income he could not imagine : rather than live in this chronic 
state of begging, slie mightfhave laid down the pony-carriage. 
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Not being able to attack the doctor, Mrs. Knox vented all 
her venom on Miss Carey. Janet was the dray horse of the 
family, and therefore could not be turned av ay : she was too 
useful to Mrs. Knox to be parted with. Heal venom it was ; 
and hard to be borne. Her work grew harder, and she was 
snubbed from morning till night. The children’s insolence to 
her was not reproved ; Mina took to ordering her about. Weary 
and heart'Sick grew she : her life was no better than Cinderella’s : 
the only ray of comfort in it being the rare snatches of inter- 
course with Dr. Knox. He was like a true friend to her, and 
ever kind. He might have been kinder had he known what sort 
of a life she really led. But Mrs. Knox was a diplomatist, and 
the young fry did not dare to worry people very much, or to call 
names before their big brother Arnold. 


II. 

“ Has Dr. Knox come in, Mr. Dockett ? 

Mr. Dockett, lounging over the counter to tease the dog, 
brought himself straight with a jerk, and faced his master, Mr. 
Tainlyn. 

“Not yet, sir.” 

“When he comes in, ask him if he’ll be so kind as step to me 
in the dining-room ” 

Mr. Tamlyn shut the surgery-door, and the apprentice whistled 
to the dog, which had made its escape. Presently Dr. Knox 
came across the court-yard and received the message. 

“Mr. Tamlyn wants you, sir, please. He is in the dining- 
room.” 

“Have you nothing to do, Dockett? Just set on and clean 
those scales. ” 

The dining-room looked out on the garden and on the playing 
fountam. It was one of the prettiest rooms in Lefford ; with 
white-and-gold papered walls, and mirrors, and a new carpet. 
Mr. Tamlyn liked to have tjiings nice at home, and screwed the 
money out of the capital put by for Bertie. He sat at^he table 
before some account-books. 

“Sit down, Arnold,” he said, ta!^mg off his spectacles. “I 
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have some news for you : I hope it won’t put you out too 
much.” 

It did put Dr. Knox out very considerably, and it surprised 
Kim even more For some time past now he had been cherish- 
ing a private expectation that Mr. Tamlyn would be taking him 
into partnership, giving him probably a small share only at first. 
Of all things it seemed the most likely to Dr. Knox : and, 
wanting in self-assertion though he was, it seemed to him that it 
would be a ritjht thing to do. Mr. Tamlyn had no one to succeed 
him . and all the best part of his practice was formerly Mr. 
Knox’s. Had Arnold only been a little older when his father 
died, he should have succeeded to it himself ; there would 
have been little chance of Mr. Tamlyn’s getting any of it. In 
justice, then, if Mr. Tamlyn now, or later, took a partner at all, 
it ought to be Arnold. But for looking forward to this, Dr. 
Knox had never stayed on all this time at the paltry salary paid 
him, and worked himself nearly to a skeleton. As old Tamlyn 
talked, he listened as one in a dream, and he learnt that his own 
day-dream was orer. 

Old Tamlyn was about to take a partner: some gentleman 
from London, a Mr. Shuttleworth. Mr. Shuttleworth was 
seeking a country practice, and would bring in three thousand 
pounds. Arnold’s services would only be required to the end 
of the year, as Mr. Shuttleworth would join on the first of 
January. 

“There won’t be room for three of us, Arnold— and Dockett 
will be coming on,” said Mr. Tamlyn. “Besides, at your age, 
and with your talents, you ought to be doing something better 
for yourself. Don’t you see that you ought ^ ” 

“I have seen it for some time. But — the truth is,” added 
Arnold, “though I hardly like to own to it now, I have been 
cherishing a hope of this kind for myself. I thought, Mr. 
Tamlyn, you might some time offer it to me.” 

“ And so I would, Arnold, and there’s no one I should like to 
take as partner half so well as yourself, but you have not the 
necessary funds,” said the surgeon with eagerness. “ I see what 
you are ^hinking, Arnold — that I might have taken you without 
premium : but 1 must think of my poor boy Shuttleworth 
brings in three thousand . f would have taken you with two.” 
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“ I could not bring in two hundred, let alone two thousand, 
said Dr. Knox. 

“There’s where it is. To tell you the truth, Arnold, I am 
getting tired of work ; don’t seem so much up to it as L was. 
Whoever comes in will have to do more even than you have 
done, and of course will expect to take at least a half- share of 
the yearly profits. I should not put by much then : I could not 
alter my style of living, you know, or put down the carriages 
and horses, or anything of that sort : and I must save for poor 
Bertie. A sum of three thousand pounds means three thousand 
to me.” 

“Are the arrangements fully made ? ” asked Dr. Knox. 

“Yes. Mr. Shuttleworth came down to Lefibrd yesterday, 
and has been going into the books with me this morning. And, 
by the way, Arnold, I hope you wiU meet him here at dinner 
to-night. I should not a bit wonder, either, but he might tell 
you of some opening for yourself . he seems to know most of the 
chief medical men m London. He is selling a good practice of 
his own. It is his health that obliges him to come to the 
country.” 

“I hope you will suit one another,” said Dr. Knox ; for he 
knew that it was not every one who could get on with fidgety old 
Tandy n. 

“We are to give it a six months’ trial,” said Tamlyn. “He 
would not bind himself without that. At the end of the six 
months, if both parties are not satisfied, we cancel the agree- 
ment : he withdraws his money, and I am at liberty to take a 
fresh partner. For that half-year’s services he will receive his 
half-share of profits : which of course is only fair. You see I tell 
you all, Arnold,” 

Dr. Knox dined with them, and found the new man a very 
pleasant fellow, but quite as old as Tamlyn. He could not help 
wondering how he would relish the parish work, and said so in 
a whisper to Mr. Tamlyn while Shuttleworth was talking to 
Bertie. 

“Oh, he thinks it will be exercise for him,” replied the 
surgeon. “And Dockett will be coming on, you know.” 

It was a dark night, the bocrinniui of November, wet and 
splashy. Mrs. Knox had a sc-uvA Villa ; and when the 
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doctof i‘eaclicd home he met the company coming forth with 
cloaks and lanterns and clogs. 

“Oh, it’s you, Arnold, is it!” cried Mrs. Knox. “Could 
you not have come home for my evening ? Two of the whist- 
tables had to play dummy : we had some disappointments. ” 

“I stayed to dine with Mr. Tamlyn,” said Arnold. 

Sitting together over the fire, he and she alone, Mrs. Knox 
asked him whether he would not give her a hundred pounds 
a-year for his boaM, instead of seventy-five. Which was un- 
commonly cool, considering what he paid for her besides in 
hcfusekeeping bills. Upon which, Arnold told her he should not 
be with her beyond the close of the year : he was going to leave 
Lefibrd. Eor a minute, it struck her dumb. 

“ Good Heavens, Arnold, how am I to keep the house on 
without your help ? 1 must say you have no consideration. 
Leave Lefibrd ! ” 

“Mr. Tamlyn has given me notice,” replied Arnold. “ He is 
taking a partner. ” 

“ But — I just ask you — how am I to pay my way ? ” 

“ It seems to me that your income is quite sufficient for that, 
mother. If not— -perhaps— if I may suggest it— you might put 
down the pony-chaise. ” 

Mrs. Knox shrieked out that he was a cruel man. Arnold, 
who never cared to stand scenes, lighted his candle and went up 
to bed. 

Shuttleworth had taken rather a fancy to Dr. Knox ; perhaps 
he remembered, too, that he was turning him adrift, .^yway, 
|ie bestirred himself, and got him appointed to a medical post in 
London, where Arnold would receive two hundred a-year, and 
his board. 

“I presume you know that 1 am about to run away, Miss 
Carey,” said Dr. Knox, hastening up to join her one Sunday 
evening when they were coming out of church at Lefibrd. 

“As if every one did not know that ! ” cried Mina. “ Where’s 
mamma, Arnold and Lotty ” 

“ They are behind, talking to the Parkers.” ' 

The Parkers were great friends of iHina’s, so she ran back. 
The doctor and Janet walked slowly on. 

“You will be glad to leav^, sir,” said Janet, in her humbkj 
Johnny Ludlow.— HI, 9 
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fafehioii. “ liave not been very couifortii])lc for you tit, 

liome — and 1 hear you are taking a much better p(^st.” 

“1 shall be sorry to leave for one thing — that is, because I 
fear things may be more uncomfortable for you,” he spoke out 
bravely. “What Rose Tilla will be when all restraint is taken 
from the children, and with other undesirable things, I don’t 
like to imagine. ” 

I shall do very well,” said Janet, meekly. 

“ I wonder you put up with it,” he exclaimed. “You might 
be ten thousand times better and happier elsewhere.” 

“ But I fear to change . I have no one to recommend me or to 
look out for me, you know.” 

“There’s that lady I’ve heard you speak of — your aunt. Miss 
Cattiedon ” 

‘ ‘ I could not think of troubling her. My mother’s family do 
nor care to take much notice of me. They thought my father 
w’as not niy mother’s equal in point of family, and v/hen she 
married him, they turned her off, as it were. No, sir, I have 
only myself to look to.” 

“A great many of us are m the same case,” he said. 
“Myself, for instance. I have been indulging 1 don't know 
what day-dreams for some time past one of them that Mr. 
Tamlyn would give me a share in his practice : and — and there 
were others to follow’ in due course, "^"ain dreams all, and 
knocked on the head now\” 

“ You will be sure to get on,” said Janet. 

“ Do you think so ” ho asked very softly, looking down into 
Janet’s nice eyes by the gaslight in the road. 

■ “At least, I hope you will.” 

“ Well, I shall try for it.” 

“Arnold ! — come back, Arnold ; I want you to give me'jwJhr' 
arm up the hill,” called out Mrs. Knox. 

Dr. Knox had to enter on his new’ situation at quarter-day, 
the twenty-fifth of December ; so he w’cnt up to London on 
Christinas-Eve. Which w’as no end of a blow to old Tamlyn, as 
it left all the work on his o'w n shoulders for a week. 
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From two to three months passed on. One windy March day, 
Mrs. Knox sat alone in the garden-room, worrying over her 
money matters. The table, drawm near the fii’e, was strewed 
with bills and tradesmen’s books ; the sun shone on the closed 
glass-doors. * 

Mrs. Knox’s afEiirs had been getting into an extremely hope- 
less condition. It seemed, by the accumulation of present debts, 
that Arnold’s money must have paid for everything. Her own 
income, which came in quarterly, appeared to dwindle away, she 
knew not how or where. A piteous appeal had gone up a week 
ago to Arnold, saymg she should be in prison unless he assisted 
her, for the creditors %vere threatening to take steps. Arnold’s 
answer, delivered this morning, was a fifty-pound note enclosed 
in a very plain letter. It had inconvenienced him to send the 
money, he said, and he begged her fully to understand that it 
was the last he should ever send. 

So there sat Mrs. Knox before the table in an old dressing- 
gown, and her black hair more dishevelled than a mop. The 
bills, oceans of them, and the fifty-pound note lay in a heap 
together. Master Dicky had been cutting animals out of a picture- 
book, leaving the scraps on the cloth and the old carpet. Lotty 
had distributed there a few- sets of dolls’ clothes. Gerty had 
been tearing up a newspaper for a kite-tail. The fifty pounds 
would pay about a third of the debts, and Mrs. Knox was trying 
to apportion a sum to each of them accordingly. 

It bothered her finely, for she was no accountant. She could 
manage to add up without making very many mistakes ; but when 
it came to subtraction, her brain went into a hopeless maze. 
Janet might have done it, but Mrs. Knox was furious with Janet 
and would not ask her. Ill-treated, over-worked, Janet had 
plucked up courage to give notice, and was looking out for a 
situation in Lefford. Just now, Janet was in the kitchen, iron- 
ing Dick’s frilled collars. 

“ Takel&fty-three from fourteen, and how much does remain'? ” 
^oaned Mrs. Knox over the- shillings. At that moment there 
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■was a sound of carriage-wheels, and a tremendous ring at tli# 
door. Sally darted in. 

“Oh, ma'am, it’s my Lady Jenkins I I knew her carriage at 
a distance. It have got red wheels ! ” 

“ Oh, my goodness ! ” cried Mrs. Knox, starting up. “Don’t 
open the door yet, Sally * let me get upstairs first. Her lady- 
ship’s come to take me a drive, I suppose. Go and call Miss 
Carey — or stay, I’ll go to her. ’* 

Mrs. Knox opened one of the glass-doors, and whisked round 
to the kitchen. She bade Janet leave the ironing and go to do 
her books and bills : hastily explaming that she wanted to know 
how far fifty pounds would go towards paying a fair proportion 
off each debt. J anet was to make it all out in figures. 

“Be sure and take care of the note— I’ve left it somewhere,” 
called back Mrs. Knox as she escaped to the stairs in hurry and 
confusion ; for my Lady Jenkins’s footman was working both 
bell and knocker alarmingly. 

Janet only half comprehended. She went round to the 
garden-room, shut the glass-doors, and began upon the bills and 
books. But first of all, she looked out for the letters that were 
lying about, never supposing that the special charge had refer- 
ence to anything else : at least, she said so afterwards : and put 
tliem inside IMrs. Knox’s desk. From first to last, then and 
IcvLer, Janet Carey maintained that she did not see any bank- 
note. 

Mrs. Knox dressed herself with Sally’s help, and went out 
with my Lady Jenkins — the ex-Mayor of Lefford’s wife. The 
hills and the calculations made a long job, and Janet’s mind was 
buried ii} it, when a startling disturbance suddenly arose in tli^ 
garden; Dicky had climbed mto the mulberry-tree and fallen 
out of it. The girls came, dashing open the glass-doors, saying 
he was dead. Janet ran out, herself nearly frightened to death. 

Yery true. If Dicky was not dead, he looked like it. He 
lay white and cold under the tree, blood trickhng down his face. 
James galloped off for Mr. Tamlyn. The two maids and Janet 
carried Dicky into the kitchen, and put him on thq ironing- 
doard, with his head on an old cusl^ion. That revived him ; and 
when Mr. Shuttleworth arrived, for Tamlyn was outj Dicky was 
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demanding bread-and-treacle. Shuttlewortli put some diacliylon 
plaster on his head, ordered him to bed, and told him not to get 
into trees again. 

Their fears relieved, the maids had time to remember common 
affairs. Sally found all the sitting-room fires out, and hastened 
to light them. As soon as Janet could leave Dicky, who had 
persisted in going to bed in his boots, she went back to the 
accounts. Mrs. Knox came in before they were done. She 
blew up J anet for not being quicker, and when she had recovered 
the shock of Dicky’s accident, she blew her up for that. 

“Where’s the note ? ” she snapped. 

“ Wliat note, ma’am ” asked Janet. 

“ The bank-note. The bank-note for fifty pounds that I told 
you to take care of. ” 

“ 1 have not seen any bank-note,” said Janet. 

Well, that began the trouble. The banl^-note was searched 
for, and there was neither sign nor symptom of it to be found. 
Mrs. Knox accused Janet Carey of stealing it, and called in a 
policeman. Mrs. Knox made her tale good to the man, repre- 
senting Janet as a very black girl mdeed ; but the man said he 
could not take her into custody unless Mrs. Knox would charge 
her formally with the theft. 

And that, Mrs. Knox hesitated to do. She told the policeman 
she would take until the morrow to consider of it. The whole 
of that evening, the whole of the night, the whole of the next 
morning till midday, Janet spent searching the garden-room. 
At midday the policeman appeared again, and Janet went into 
a sort of fit. 

When Mr. Shuttleworth was sent for to her, he said it was 
caused by fright, and that she had received a shock to the nervous 
system. For some days she was delirious, on and off ; and when 
she could escape Sally’s notice, who waited on her, they’d find 
her down in the garden-room, searching for the note, just as we 
afterwards saw her searching for it in her sleep at Miss Deveen’s. 
It chanced that the two rooms resembled each other remarkably : 
in their situation in the houses, iu^ their shape and size and 
building iirrangements, and in their opening by glass-doois to 
the garden. Janet subsidec- into a sort of wasting fever ; and 
3\T|?s. I?nox tliought it time" to sepd for Miss Catuedop. Th^ 
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criminal proceedings might wait, she told Janet : like the heart- 
less woman that she was I Not but that the loss of the money 
had thrown her flat on her beam-ends. 

Miss Cattledon came. Janet solemnly declared, not only that 
she had not the bank-note, but that she had never seen the note . 
never at all. Mrs. Knox said no one but Janet could have taken 
it,® and but for her illness, she would be already in prison. Miss 
Cattledon told Mrs. Knox she ought to be ashamed of herself 
for suspecting Janet Carey, and took Janet off by train to Miss 
Deveen’s. Janet arrived there in a shivermg-fit, fully persuaded 
that the Lefford policemen were following her by the orders of 
Mrs. Knox. 

And for the result of it all we must go on to the next paper. 
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“ My deau Aenold, 

“ Come down to Lefford without delay if you can : I 
want to see you particularly. I am in a peck of trouble. 

“Ever your friend, 

“ Kichaud Tamlyn.” 

The above letter reached Dr. Knox in London one morning in 
April. He made it right with the authorities to whom he was 
subject, and reached Lelforcl the same afternoon. 

Leaving his bag at the station, he went straight to I\'Ir. 
Tamlyn’s house ; every other person he met halting to shake 
hands with him. Entering the iron gates, he looked up at the 
windows, but saw no one. The sun shone on the pillared portico, 
the drawing-room blinds beside it were down. Dr. Knox crossed 
the flagged courtyard, and passed off to enter by the route most 
familiar to him, the surgery, trodden by him so often in the days 
not long gone by. Mr. Dockett stood behind the counter, 
compounding medicines, with his coat-cuffs and wristbands 
turned up. 

“Well, I never ! ” exclaimed the young gentleman, dropping 
a bottle in his astonishment as he stared at Dr. Knox. “You 
are about the last person I should have expected to see, sir.” 

By which remark the doctor found that Mr. Tamlyn had not 
taken his apprentice into his confidence. “Are you all well 
here ? ” he asked, shaking hands. 

“All as jolly as circumstances will let us be,” said Mr. 
Dockett. “ Young Bertie has taken a turn for the worse.” 

“ Has he ? I am sorry to hear that. Is Mr. Tamlyn at home ? 
If so. I’ll go in and see him 

“ Oh, he’s at home,” was the answer. “ He has hardly stirred 
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out-of-doors for a week, and Sihuttlewortli says he’s done to 
death with the work. ” 

Going in as readily as though he had not left the house for 
a day, Dr. Knox found Mr. Tamlyn m the dining-room : the 
pretty room that looked to the garden and the fountain. He 
was sitting by the fire, his hand rumpling his grey hair : a sure 
sign that he was in some bother or tribulation. In the not quite 
four months that had passed since Dr. Knox left him, he had 
changed considerably : his hair was greyer, hfs face thinner. 

“ Is it you, Arnold ? lam glad. I thought you’d come if you 
could.” 

Dr. Knox drew a chair near the fire, and sat down. Your 
letter gave me concern,” he said. And what do you mean by 
talking about a peck of trouble ? ” 

‘‘A peck of trouble !” echoed Mr. Tamlyn. “I might have 
said a bushel. I might have said a ton. There’s trouble on all 
sides, Arnold.” 

‘‘ Can I help you out of it in any way ? ” 

“ With some of it, I hope you can : it’s why I sent for you. 
But not with all : not with the worst. Bertie’s dying, Arnold.” 

“ I hope not 1 ” 

“ As truly as that we are here talking to one another, 1 believe 
him to be literally dying,” repeated the surgeon, solemnly, his 
eyes filhng and his voice quivering with pain. ‘ ‘ He has dropped 
asleep, and Bessy sent me out of the room : my sighs wake him, 
she says. I can’t help sighing, Arnold : and sometimes the sigh 
ends with a groan, and I can’t help that. ” 

Dr. Knox didn’t see his way clear to making much answer 
just here. 

‘^I’ve detected the change in him for a month past ; in my- 
heart I felt sure he could not live. Do you know wftfT 
your father used to say, Arnold ? He always said that if Bertie 
lived over his sixteenth or seventeenth year, he’d do ; but the 
battle would be just about that time. Heaven knows, I attached 
no importance to the opinion : I have hardly thought of it : but 
he was right, you see. Bertie would be seventeen next July, if 
he were to live. ” 

‘‘I’m sure I am very grieved tolthear this— and toVe your 
sorrow,” spoke ArjiuUh ' 
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“He is so changed ! ” resumed Mr. Tamlyn, in a low voice, 
“You remember how irritable he was, poor fellow? — well, ail 
that has gone, and he is like an angel. So afraid of giving 
trouble ; so humble and considerate to every one ! It was this 
change that first alarmed me.” 

“ When did it come on ? ” 

“Oh, weeks ago. Long before there was much change for the 
worse to be seen in him. Only this morning he held my hand, 

poor lad, and — and ” Mr. Tamlyn faltered, coughed, and 

then went on again more bravely. “He held my hand between 
his, Arnold, and said he thought God had forgiven him, and how 
happy it would all be when we met in heaven. Por a long 
while now not a day has passed but he has asked us to forgive 
him for his wicked tempers — ^that’s his word for it, wicked — the 
servants, and all.” 

“ Is he in much pain ? ” 

“ Not much now. He has been in a great deal at times. But 
it made no difference, pain or no pain, to his sweetness of 
temper. He will he resigned and quiet, the drops pouring down 
his face with the agony, never an impatient word escapmg him. 
One day I heard him tell Bessy that angels were around him, 
helping him to bear it. We may be sure, Arnold, when so 
extraordinary a change as that takes place in the temperament, 
the close of life is not far off.” 

“Very true — as an ordinary rule,” acquiesced Hr. Knox. 
“ And now, how can I help you in this trouble ? ” 

“ In this trouble ?— not at all,” returned Mr Tamlyn, rousing 
himself, and speaking energetically, as if he meant to put the 
thought behind him. “ITiis trouble no earthly being can aid 
me in, Arnold ; and I don’t think there’s any one but yourself 
I’d speak to of it : it lies too deep, you see ; it wrings the soul. 
I could die of this trouble : I only fret at the other. ” 

“ And what is the other ? ” 

“ Shuttleworth won’t stay.” 

“ Won’t he ' ” 

“Shuttleworth says the kind of practice is not what he has 
been acci;istonied to, and the work’s too hard, and he does not 
care how soon he leaves it. »And yet Hockett has come on sur- 
prising! and takes his share no\y, The fa^t is, Arnold, 
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Shuttlevvorth is just as lazy as he can hang together : he’d like 
to treat a dozen rose-water patients a-day, and go through life 
easily. My belief is, he means to do it. ” 

“ But that will scarcely bring grist to his mill, will it ? ” cried 
Dr. Knox. 

“His mill doesn't want grist; there’s the worst of it,” said 
Tamlyn. “ The man was not badly off when he came here . but 
since then his only brother must go and die, and Shuttleworth 
has come into all his money. A thousand a-year, if it’s a 
penny. ” 

“ Then, I certainly don’t wonder at his wanting to give up the 
practice,” returned the doctor, with a smile. 

That’s not all,” grumbled old Tamlyn. “ He wants to take 
away Bessy.” 

“To take away Bessy ’ ” 

“The two have determined to make themselves into one, I 
believe. Bessy only hesitated because of leaving poor Beitic. 
That impediment will not be in her way long.” 

He sighed as he spoke. Dr. Knox did not yet see what he 
was wanted for : and asked again. 

“ I’ve been leading up to it,” said Mr. Tamlyn. “You must 
come back to me, Arnold.” 

“On the same terms as before inquired the doctor, after a 
pause. 

“Nonsense. You’d say ‘No,’ off-hand, if I proposed ilicrti. 
In Sliutttleworth’s place.” 

“Of course, Mr. Tandyn, I could not come — I would not 
come unless it were made worth my while. If it were, I should 
like it of all things. ” 

“ Yes, just so ; that’s what I mean. Don’t you like your 
in London ? ” 

“I like it very well, indeed. And I have had no doubt that 
it will lead to something better. But, if I saw a fair prospect 
before me here, I should i)refer to come back to Lefford. ” 

“fZ7iat shall be made fair enough. Things have changed with 
me, Arnold : and I shouldn’t wonder but you will some time, 
perhaps not very far distant, have all my practice in your own 
hands. I feel to be getting old . Spirits and health are ahke 
broken.” 
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“Nay, not old yet, Mr. Tamlyn. You may wait a good 
twenty years for that.” 

“Well, well, we’ll talk further at another interview. My 
mind’s at rest now, and that’s a great thing. If you had refused, 
Arnold, I should have sold my practice for an old song, and gone 
clean away ; 1 never could have stood being associated with 
another stranger. You are going up home, I conclude. Will 
you come in this evening ? ” 

“ Yery well,” said Dr. Knox, rising. “ Can I go up and see 
Bertie ^ ” 

“Not now ; I’d not have him awakened for the world ; and I 
assure you the turning of a straw seems to do it. You shall see 
liim this evening : he is always awake and restless then. ” 

Calling for his bag at the station. Dr. Knox went on to Rose 
Villa. They were at tea. The children rose up with a shout : 
his step-mother looked as though she could not believe her 
eyesight. 

“Why, Arnold ! Have you come home to stay ?” 

“Only for a day or two,” he answered. “I thought I should 
surprise you, but I had not time to write. ” 

Shaking hands with her, kissing the children, he turned to 
some one else, who was seated at the tea-table and had not 
stirred. His hand was already out, when she turned her head, 
and he drew back his hand and himself together. 

“Miss Mack, my new governess,” spoke Mrs. Knox. 

“I beg your pardon,” said Dr. Knox to Miss Mack, who 
^Aurned out to be a young person in green, with stout legs and 
, slippers down at heel. “I thought it was Miss Carey,” he 
added to his step-mother. “Where is Miss Carey ? ” 

Which of the company, Miss Mack excepted, talked the 
fastest, and which the loudest, could not have been decided 
though a thousand-pound wager rested on it. It was a dreadful 
tale to tell. Janet Carey had turned out to be a thief ; Janet 
Carey had gone out of her mind nearly with fever and fear when 
she knew she was to be taken to prison and tried : tried for 
stealing the money ; and J anet’s aunt had come down and carried 
her away »ut of the reach oL the policemen. Dr. Knox gazed 
and listened, and felt Ins blood turning cold with righteous 
horror. 
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“Be silent,’^ he sternly said. “There must have been some 
strange mistake. Miss Carey was good and upright as the day. ’* 

“She stole my fifty pounds/* said Mrs. Knox. 

^^WhatV^ 

“ She stole my fifty-pound note. It was the one you sent me, 
Arnold.” 

•His face reddened a little. “That note? Well, 1 do not 
know the circumstances that led you to accuse Miss Carey ; but 
1 know they were mistaken ones. I will answer for Janet Carey 
with my life.” 

“She took that note; it could not have gone in any other 
manner,” steadily persisted Mrs. Knox. “ You’ll say so yourself, 
Arnold, when you know aU. The commotion it has caused in 
the place, and the worry it has caused me are beyond everything. 
Every day some tradesman or other comes here to ask whether 
the money has been replaced — for of course they know I can’t 
pay them under such a loss, until it is ; and 1 must say they 
have behaved very well. I never liked Janet Carey. Deceitful 
minx ! 

With so many talking together. Dr. Knox did not gather a 
very clear account of the details. Mrs. Knox mixed up surmises 
with facts in a manner to render the whole incomprehensible. 
He said no more then. Later, Mrs. Knox saw that he was 
preparing to go out. She resented it. 

“ 1 think, Arnold, you might have passed this one evening at 
home . I want to have a talk with you about money matters. 
What I am to do is more than I know, unless Janet Carey or her 
friends can be made to retimi the money ” 

“lam going down to Tamlyn’s, to see Bertie.” , 

Dr. ELnox let himself out at the street-door, and was walk«*y« 
down the garden-path, when he found somebody come flying 
past. It was Sally the housemaid, on her way to open the gate 
for him. Such an act of attention was unusual and quite un- 
necessary ; the doctor thanked her, but told her she need not 
have taken the trouble. 

“1 — 1 thought I’d like Jbo ask you, sir, how that — that poor 
Miss Carey is,” said Sally, in a whisper, as she held the gate 
back, and her breath was so short is to hinder her words. ‘ ‘ It 
was London she was took to, sir ; and, as you liv^ ?n the same 
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I’ve iTOiiderecl whether you might not have come across 

her. ” 

“London is a large place,” observed Dr. Knox. “I did not 
even know Miss Carey was there.” 

“It was a dreadful thing, sir, poor young lady. Everybody 
so harsh, too, over it. And I — can't believe but she was 
innocent.” 

“ It is simply an insult on Miss Carey to suppose other wise j” 
said Dr. Knox. "“Are you well, Sally? What’s the matter 
with your breath ? ” 

“ Oh, it’s nothing but a stitch that takes me, thank you, sir,” 
returned Sally, as she shut the gate after him and flew back 
again. 

But Dr. Knox saw it was no “stitch ” that had stopped Sally’s 
breath and checked her utterance, but genuine agitation. It set 
him thinking. 

Ko longer any sitting up for poor Bertie Tamlyn in this 
world ! It was about eight o’clock when Dr. Knox entered the 
sick-chamber. Bertie lay in bed ; his arms thrown outside 
the counterpane beside him, as though they were too warm. 
The fire gave out its heat ; two lamps were burning, one on the 
mantelpiece, one on the drawers at the far end of the room. 
Bertie had always liked a great deal of light, and he liked it 
still. Miss Tamlyn met Dr. Eaiox at the door, and silently 
shook hands with him, 

Bei tie’s wude-open eyes turned to look, and the doctor 
approached the bed ; but he halted for one imperceptible 
moment in his course. When Mr. Tamlyn had said Bertie was 
dying, Arnold Knox had assumed it to mean, not that he was 
actually dying at that present time, but that he would not 
recover ! But as he gazed at Bertie now in the bright light, he 
saw something in the face that his experienced medical eye 
could not mistake. 

He took the wasted, fevered hand in his, and laid his soothing 
fingers on the damp brow. Miss Tamlyn went away for a 
minute’s respite from the sick-room. 

“ Bertie* my boy I ” | 

“Why didn’t you come before, Arnold?” was the low, weak 
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(luftwer ; and the breath was laboured and the voice doWli 
nowhere. ^ ‘ 1 have w^aiited you. Aunt Bessy would not write ; 
and papa thought you would not care to come down from 
London, just for me.” 

“But I would, Bertie — had I known you were as ill as this.” 

Bertie’s hands were restless. The white quilt had knots in it 
as big as peas, and he was picking at them. Dr. Knox sat down 
by the low bod. 

“Do you think I am dying ? ” suddenly asktid Bertie. 

It took the doctor by surprise. One does not always know 
how to answer such home questions. 

“I’ll tell you more about it when I’ve seen you by daylight, 
Bertie Are you in any pain ? ” 

“ Kot a bit now : that’s gone. But I’m weak, and I can’t stir 
about in bed, and— and — they all look at me so. This morning 
papa and Shuttleworth brought in Dr. Green. Any way, you 
mubt know that I shall not get to be as well as I used to be. ” 

“What with one ailment and another, with caie, and pain, . 
and sorrow, and wiong, it seems to me, Bertie, that very few of 
us arc well for long together. There’s always something in this 
world : it is only when we go to the next that we can hope for 
rest and peace ” 

Bertie lifted his restless hands and caught one of Dr. Knox’s 
between them. He had a yearning, imploring look that quite 
pained the doctor. 

“ I want you to forgive me, Arnold,” he said, the tears running 
down. “When I remember how wicked I was, my heart just 
faints with shame. Calling all of you hideous names ! — return- 
ing bitter 'words for kind ones. When we are going to die the 
past comes back to us. Such a little while it seems to have been 
now, Arnold 1 Why, if I had endured ten times as much 
it w^ould be over now. You were all so gentle and patient with 
me, and I never cared what trouble I gave, or what ill words I 
returned. And now the time is gone ! Arnold, I want you to 
forgive me.” 

“ My dear boy, there’s nothing to forgive. If you think there 
is, why then I forgive you Vith all my heart ” 

“Will God ever forgive me, do j^ou think ” 

“Oh, my boy, yes,” said the m a husky tone. “If 
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■vve, poor sinful mortals, can forgive one another, how much 
more readily will He forgive— the good Father in heaven of 
us aU ! ” 

Bertie sighed. “It would have been so easy for me to have 
tried for a little patience ! Instead of that, I took pleasure in 
being cross and obstinate and wicked ! If the time would but 
come over again ! Arnold, do you think we shall be able to do 
one another good in the next world ? — or will the opportunity 
be lost with this 

“Ah, Bertie, I cannot tell,” said Dr. Knox. “Sometimes I 
fchmk that just because so few of us make use of our opportunities 
here, God will, perhaps, give us a chance once again. I have 
not been at very many death-beds yet, but of some of those the 
recollection of opportunities wasted has made the chief sting. 
It is only when life is closing that we sec what wc might have 
been, what we might have done. ” 

“Perhaps He’ll remember what my pain has been, Arnold, 
and how hard it was to bear. I was not like other boys. They 
can run, and climb, and leap, and ride on horseback, and do 
anything. When I’ve gone out, it has been m a hand-carriage, 
you know ; and I’ve had to he and he on the sofa, and just look 
up at the blue sky, or on the street that tired me so : or else in 
bed, where it was w'orse, and ahvays hot. I hope He will 
recollect how hard it was for me. ” 

“ He saw how hard it was for you at the time, Bertie ; saw it 
always. ” 

“ And Jesus Christ forgave all who -went to Him, you kno-w, 
Arnold ; every one ; just for the asking.” 

“ Why, yes, of course He did. As He does now.” 

Mr. Tamlyn came into the room presently : he had been out 
LO a patient. Seeing that Bertie was half asleep, he and Dr. 
Knox stood talking together on the hearthrug. 

“ What’s that ? ” cried the surgeon, suddenly catching sight of 
the movement of the restless fingers picking at the counterpane. 

Dr. Knox did not answer. 

“A trick he al-ways had,’^ said the surgeon, breakmg the 
silence, and trying to make believe tm cheat himself still. “ The 
maids say die w^ears out all hiF) quilts 

Bertie opened his eyes. “ Is that you, papa ? Is tea over ? ” 
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Why, ye^, nly boy ; two or three hours ago, ” said the £athel\ 
going forward. “ Why ? Do you wish for some tea '' 

“ Oh, I — I thought ximold would have liked some/’ 

He closed his eyes again directly. Dr. Knox took leave in 
silence, promising to be there again in the morning, As he was 
passing the dining-room downstairs, he saw Mr. Shuttleworth, 
who had just looked in, They shook hands, began to chat, and 
Dr. Knox sat down. 

‘‘ 1 hear you do not like Lefford,” he said. * 

“ I don’t dislike Lefford : it’s a pretty and healthy place,’’ was 
Mr. Shuttle worth’s answer. What I dislike is my position in 
it as Tamlyn’s partner. The practice won’t do for me.” 

“A doubt lay on my mind whether it would suit you when 
you came down to make the engagement,” said Dr. Kaiox. 

“ Parish work is not to every one’s taste. And there’s a great 
deal of practice besides. But the returns from that must be 
good.’^ 

“ I wouldn’t stay in it if it were worth a million a-year,'"" cried 
Mr. Shuttleworth. ‘‘Dockett takes the parish ; I make him ; 
but he is not up to much yet, and of course I feel that I am 
responsible. As to the town practice, why, I assure you nearly 
all of it has lam on me. Tamlyn, poor fellow, can thmk of 
nothing but his boy.” 

“ He will not have him here long to think of, I fear.” 

“Not very long; no. I hear, doctor, he is going to offer a 
partnership to you.” 

“ He has said something about it. I shall take it, if he does. 
Lefford is my native place, and I would rather live here than , 
anywhere. Besides, I don’t mind work,” he added, with a smile, 

“Ah, you are younger than I am. But I’d advise you, as K 
have advised Tamlyn, to give up the parish. For goodness!_sake 
do, Knox. Tamlyn says that at one time he had not much else 
hut the parish, but it’s different now. Your father had all the 
better practice then.” 

“ Shall you set up elsewhere ? ” 

‘ ‘ Not at present, ” said Mr. Shuttleworth. “ We— I — ^perhaps 
you have heard, though — that I and Bessy are going to make 
a match of it ? We shall travel for a few months, or so, and 
then come home and pitch our tent in some pleasant sea-side 
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place. If a little easy practice drops in to me there, well and 
good : if not, we can do without it. Stay and smoke a cigar 
with me ^ ** 

Arnold looked at his watch, and sat down again. He wanted 
to ask Mr. Shuttle worth about Miss Carey’s illness. 

“The cause of her illness was the loss of that bank-note,” 
said the surgeon. “ They accused her of stealing it, and wanted 
to give her into custody. A httle more, and she’d have had 
bram-fever. She Was a timid, inexperienced girl, and the fright 
gave^her system a shock. ” 

“Miss Carey would no more steal a bank-note than you or I 
would steal one. Shuttle worth. ” 

“Not she. I told Mrs. Knox so : but she scoffed at me.” 

“That Miss Carey is innocent as the day, that she is an 
upright, gentle, Christian girl, 1 will stake my life upon,” said 
Dr. Knox. “How the note can have gone is another matter.” 

“Are you at all interested m finding it out ? ” questioned Mr. 
Shuttleworth. 

“ Certainly I am. Every one ought to be, I think.” 

The surgeon took his cigar from his mouth. “I’ll tell you my 
opinion, if you care to know it,” he said. “ The note was burnt. 

“Burnt ! ” 

“ Well, it is the most likely solution of the matter that I can 
come to. Either burnt, or else was blown away.” 

“ But why do you say this ? ” questioned Dr. Knox. 

“It was a particularly windy day. The glass-doors of the 
room were left open while the house ran about m a fright, attend- 
ing to the child, yomig Dick. A flimsy bit of bank-paper, lying 
“^on the table, would get blown about like a feather in a gale. 
Whether it got into the fire, caught by the current of the chimney, 
01 whether it sailed out-of-doors and disappeared in the air, is 
a question I can’t undertake to solve. Kely ujiGn it, Knox, it 
was one of the two : and I should bet upon the fire.” 

It was just the clue Dr. Knox had been wishing for. But he 
did not think the whole fault lay with the wind : he had another 
idea. 

Lefford had a shock in the inorning, Bertie Tamlyn was dead. 
The news came to Dr. Knox in a note from Mr. Tamlyn, which 
Johnny Ludlow.— III. 10 
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was delivered whilst; ho was dressing. You will stay for the 
funeral, Arnold,” were the concluding words. And as Dr. Knox 
wanted to be at home a little longer on his own account, ho 
wrote to London to say that business was temporarily detaining 
him. He then went to see what he could do for Mr. Tamlyn, 
and got back to Rose Yilla for dinner. 

Watching for an opportunity — which did not occur until late 
in the afternoon^ — ^Dr. Knox startled the servants by walking into 
the kitchen, and sitting down. Mrs. Knox had gone off in the 
pony-chaise ; the children were out with the new governess. - The 
kitchen and the servants were alike smartened-up for the rest of 
the day. Eliza, the cook, was making a new pudding-cloth ; 
Sally was ironing. 

I wish to ask you both a few questions,” said Dr. Knox, 
taking out his note-book and x>eneil. “It is not jiossible that 
Miss Carey can be allowed to lie under the disgraceful accusation 
that was brought against her, and I am about to try and discover 
what became of the bank-note. Mrs. Knox was not in the house . 
at the tune, and therefore cannot give me the details.” 

Eliza, who had risen and stood, work in hand, simply stared 
at the doctor in surprise. Sally dropped her iron on the blanket. 

“ We didn't take the note, sir,” said Eliza, after a pause. 
“We’d not do such a thing.” 

“I'm sure I didn’t ; I’d burn my hands off first,” broke in 
Sally, with a burst of tears. 

“ Of course you would not,” returned Dr. Knox in a pleasant 
tone. “ The children would not. Mrs. Knox would not. But 
as the note undoubtedly disappeared, and without hands, wq^ 
must try and discover where the mystery lies and h 
I dare say you would like Miss Carey to be cleared ” 

“Miss Carey was a downright nice young lady,” 
the cook. “ Quite another sort from this one we’ve got now.” 

“Well, give me all the particulars as correctly as you can 
remember,” said the doctor. “We may get some notion or 
other out of them.” 

Eliza plunged into the narration. She was fond of talking. 
Sally stood over her ironing, siyffing and sighing.^ Dr. Knox 
listened. 

“Mrs. Knox left the note on the table — ^which was much 
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strewed with papers — when she went out with Lady Jenldns, 
and Miss Carey took her place at the accounts,” repeated Dr. 
Knox, summing up the profuse history in a few concise words, 
“mile ” 

“And IVIiss Carey declared, sir, that she never saw the note ; 
never noticed it lying there at all,” came Eliza’s interruption. 

“Yes, just so. Wliile Miss Carey was at the table, the alarm 
came that Master Dick had fallen out of the tree, and she ran 
to him ” 

“And a fine fright that fall put us into, sir 1 We thought he 
was dead. Jim went galloping off for the doctor, and me and 
Sally and Miss Carey stayed bathing his head on that there very 
ironing-board, a-trymg to find out what the damage was.” 

‘ ‘ And the children : where were they % ” 

“All round us here in the kitchen, sir, sobbing and staring,” 

“Meanwhile the garden-room was deserted. No one w^ent 
into it, as far as you know ” 

“JNobody at all, sir. When Sally ran in to look at the fire, 
she found it had gone clean out. The doctor had been there 
then, and Master Kichard was in bed. A fine pickle Sally found 
the room in, with the scraps of paper, and that, blown about the 
floor. The glass-doors was standing stark staring open to the 
wind.” 

“And, I presume, you gathered up some of these scraps of 
paper, and lighted the fire with them, Sally 1 ” 

Dr. Knox did not appear to look at Sally as he spoke, but he 
/saw and noted every movement. He saw that her hand shook 
so that she could scarcely hold the iron. 

“ Has it never struck you, Sally, that you might have put the 
bank-note into the grate with these scraps of paper, and burnt 
it ” he continued. ‘ ‘ Innocently, of course. That is how 1 
think the note must have disappeared. Had the wind taken it 
into the garden, it would most probably have been found.” 

Sally flung her apron over her face and herself on to a chair, 
and burst into a howl. Eliza looked at her. 

“ If you think there is a probability that this was the case, 
Sally, yoji must say so,” ci)ntinued Dr. Knox. “You will 
never be blamed, except for not having spoken. ” 

“ Twas only yesterday I asked Sally whether she didn’t think 
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this was the way it might have been,” said the cook in a low 
tone to Dr. Knox. ‘^She have seemed so put out, sir, for a 
week past.” 

‘‘I vow to goodness that I never knew I did it,” sobbed Sally. 
“All the while the bother was about, and Miss Carey, poor 
young lady, was off her head, it never once struck me. What 
Eliza and me thought was, that some tramps must have come 
round the side of the house and got in at the open glass-doors, 
and stole it. The night after Miss Carey left with her aunt, I 
was thinking about her as I lay in bed, and wondering whether 
the mistress would send the police after her or not, when all of 
a sudden the thought flashed across me that it might have gone 
into the fire with the other pieces of paper. Oh mercy, I wish I 
was somewhere 1 ” 

“ What became of the ashes out of the grate ? — the cinders 1 ” 
asked Dr. Knox. 

“They’re all in the ash-place, sir, waiting till the garden’s 
ready for them,” sobbed Sally. 

With as little delay as possible, Dr. Knox had the cinders 
carefully sifted and examined, when the traces of what had once 
undoubtedly been a bank-note were discovered. The greater 
portion of the note had been reduced to tinder, but a small part 
of it remained, enough to show what it had been, and — by 
singular good fortune — ^its number. It must have fallen out of 
the grate partly consumed, while the fire was lighting up, and 
been swept underneath by Sally with other remnants, where it 
had lain quietly until morning and been taken away with the 
ashes. 

The traces gathered carefully into a small box and sealed up^ 
Dr. Knox went into the presence of his step-mother. 

“ I tliink,” he said, just showing the box as it lay in his hand, 
“that this proof will be accepted by the Bank of England ; in 
that case they will make good the money to me. One question, 
mother, I wish to ask you : how could you possibly suspect Miss 
Carey?” 

“There was no one else for pe to suspect,” i^epUed Mrs. 
Knox in fretful tones ; for she did not at all like this turn in the 
affair. 
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*' Did you really Suspect her i 

“ Why, of course I did. How can yotl ask such foolish 
questions ? ” 

It was a great mistake in any case to take it up as you did. 

I am not alluding to the suspicion now ; but to your harsh and 
cruel treatment,” 

“Just mind your oto business, Arnold. It’s nothing to 
you.” 

“For my own part, I regard it as a matter that we must ever 
look back upon with shame. ” 

“There, that’s enough,” said Mrs. Knox. “The thing is 
done with, and it cannot be recalled. Janet Carey won’t die 
of it.’* 

Dr. Knox went about LefFord with the box in his hand, making 
thmgs right. He called in at the police-station ; he caused a 
minute account to be put m the Lefford News ; he related the 
details to his private friends. Not once did he allude to J anet 
■Oarey, or mention her name : it was as though he -would proudly 
Ignore the stigma cast on her and assume that the world did the 
same. The world did : but it gave some hard words to Mrs. 
Knox. 

Mr. Tamlyn had not much sympathy for wonders of any kind 
just then. Poor Bertie, lying cold and still m the chamber 
above, took up all his thoughts and his grief. Arnold spent a 
good deal of time with him, and took his round of patients. 

It was the night before the funeral, and they were sitting 
together at twilight in the dining-room. Dr. Knox was looking 
through the large -window at the fountain in the middle of the 
grass-plat : Mr, Tamlyn had his face buried ; he had not looked 
up for the last half-hour. 

“ When is the very earliest time that you can come, Arnold i ” 
he began abruptly. 

“As soon as ever they will release me in London. Perhaps 
that win be in a month ; perhaps not until the end of June, 
when the six months will be up.” 

Mr. Tamlyn groaned. “I want .you at once, Arnold. You 
are all I have now. ” ^ 

“ Shuttleworth must stay until I come ” 

“ Shuttleworth’s not you. You must live with me, Arnold ? ” 
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“ Live with you ^ ” 

“ Why, of course you must. What am I to do in this large 
house by myself now he is gone ? Bessy will be gone too. I 
couldn’t stand it. ” 

“ It would be much more convenient for me to be here, as 
far as the practice is concerned, remarked Dr. Knox, after 
reflection. 

“And more sociable. Do you never think of marriage, 
Arnold?” 

Dr. Knox turned a little red. “ It has been of no use for me 
to think of it hitherto, you know, sir. ” 

“ I wish you would. Some nice, steady girl, who would make 
things pleasant here for us in Bessy’s place. There’s room for a 
wife as well as- for you, Arnold. Think of these empty rooms : 
no one but you and me in them I And you know peoiDle like a 
married medical man better than a single one.” 

The doctor opened his lips to speak, but his courage failed 
him ; he would leave it to the last thing before he left on the 
morrow, or else write from London. Tamlyn mistook his 
silence. 

“You’ll be well enough off to keep two wives, if the law 
allowed it, let alone one. From the day you join me, Arnold, 
half the profits shall be yours — I’ll have the deed made out— and 
the whole practice at my death. I’ve no one to save for, now 
Bertie’s gone.” 

“He is better oflf ; he is in happiness,” said Dr. Knox, his 
voice a little husky. 

“Ay. I try to let it console me. But I’ve no one but you 
now, Arnold. And I don’t suppose I shall forget you in my 
will. To confess the truth, turning you away to make room for 
Shuttleworth has lain on my conscience.” 

When Arnold reached home that night, Mrs. Knox and her 
eldest daughter were alone ; she reading, Mina dressing a doll. 
Leflbrd was a place that went in for propriety, and no one gave 
soirees while Bertie Tamlyn lay dead. Arnold told Mrs. Knox 
of the new arrangement. , 

“ Good gracious !” she exclaimed.| “ Coming back toJjefford ! 
Well, I shall be glad to have you atJiome again,” she added, 
thinking of the household bills. 
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“Mr, Tanilyn proposes that. I shall live with him/ \said Br. 
Knox. 

“ But you will never be so stupid as to do that ! ” 

“I have promised to do it. It will be much more con- 
venient.” 

Mrs. Eaiox looked sullen, and bit her lips, “How large a 
share are you to have 1 ” 

“ 1 go in as full partner,” 

“ Oh, I am so glad ! ” cried out Miss Mina— for they all liked 
their good-natured brother. “Arnold, j^erhaps you’ll go and 
get married now ! ” 

‘ ‘ Perhaps I may, ” he answered. 

Mrs. Knox dropped her book in the sudden fright If Arnold 
married, he might want his house — and turn her out of it ! He 
read the fear in her face. 

“We may make some arrangement,” said he quietly. “You 
shall still occupy it and pay me a small nominal rent — five 
pounds a-year, say— v Inch I shall probably return in toys for 
the children.” 

The thought of his marriage had always lain upon her with a 
dread. ‘ ‘ Who is the lady ? ” she asked. 

“The lady? Oh, I can’t tell you, I’m sure. I have not asked 
any one yet.” 

“Is that all ! ” 

‘ ‘ Quite all — at present ” 

“I think,” said Mrs. Knox slowly, as if deliberating the point 
with herself, and in the most affectionate of tones, ‘ ‘ that you 
would be happier m a single life, Arnold One never knows 
what a wife is till she’s tried.” 

“Do you think so? Well, we must leave it to the futuie. 
What will be, will be.” 


IV. 

And now I am taking up the stqyy for myself ; I, Johnny 
Ludlow. , Had I gone straight on with it after that last night of 
Janet’s sleep-walking at Miss Deveen’s, you would never have 
understood. 
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It was oil tlie Saturday night that Janet was found out — as 
any one must rememher who took the trouble to count up the 
nights and days. On the Sunday morning early, Miss Devoen’s 
doctor was sent for. Dr. Galliard happened to be out of town, 
so Mr. Black attended for him. Cattledon was like vinegar. 
She looked upon Janet’s proceedings as a regular scandal, and 
begged Miss Deveen’s pardon for having brought her niece into 
the house. Upon which she was requested not to be silly. 

Miss Deveen told the whole tale of the lost bank-note,, to me 
and to Helen and Anna Whitney : at least, as much as she knew 
of it herself. Janet was innocent as a child ; she felt sure of 
that, she said, and much to be pitied ; and that Mrs. Knox, of 
Lefford, seemed to be a most undesirable sort of person. To us 
it sounded like a romance, or a story out of a newspaper police- 
report. 

Monday came in ; a warm, bright April day. I was returning 
to Oxford in the evening— and why I had not returned in the 
past week, as ought to have been the case, there’s no space to 
tell here. Miss Deveen said we might go for a walk if we liked. 
But Helen and Anna did not seem to care about it ; neither did 
I, to say the truth. A house with a marvel in it has attractions ; 
and we would by far rather have gone upstairs to see Janet. 
Janet was better, quite composed, but weak, they said : she was 
up and dressed, and m Miss Deveen’s own blue-room. 

‘‘Well, do you mean to go out, or not, you young people?” 
asked Miss Deveen. ‘ ‘ Dear me, here are visitors ! ” 

George came in bringing a card. “ Dr Knox ” 

“ Why !— it must be some one from that woman at Lefford ! ” 
exclaimed Miss Deveen, in an undertone to me. “ Oh no ; I re 
member now, Johnny; Dr. Knox was the step-son ; he was away, 
and had nothing to do with it. Show Dr. Knox in, Georger*^'*^ 
A tall man in black, whom one might have taken anywhere 
for a doctor, with a grave, mce face, came in. He said his visit 
was to Miss Carey, as he took the chair George placed near his 
mistress. Just a few words, and then we knew the whole, and 
saw a small sealed-up box, in his hand, which contained the 
remains of the bank-note. ^ 

“lam more glad than if you brought Janet a purse of gold ! ” 
cried Miss Deveen, her eyes sparklmg with pleasure. “Not 
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that I think anj?- one could hare doubted her, Br. Knox — not 
even your step-mother, m her heart, — but it is satisfactoiy to 
have it cleared up. It has made Miss Carey very ill; but this 
will set her at rest.” 

“Your servant told me Miss Carey was ill,” he said “It 
was for her I asked.” 

With a face of concern, he listened to what l\Iiss Deveen had 
to say of the illnes^. When she spoke of Janet’s friglit at seeing 
the policeman at tlie Colosseum, his brow went red and he bit 
his lips. Next came the sleep-walking : she told it all. 

“Her brain and nerves must have been overstrained to an 
alarming degree,” he observed, after a short silence. “Mr. 
Shuttleworth, who attended her at the time, spoke to me of the 
shock to the system. ^ But I hoped she had recovered.” 

“She would never have recovered, Dr. Knox, as long as the 
dread lay upon her that she was to be criminally prosecuted : at 
least, that is my opinion,” said Miss Deveen. “I believe the 
chief thing that ails her is frUjht. Not a knock at the door, not 
the marching i)ast the house of a policeman, not the sudden 
entrance of a servant into the room, but has brought to her a 
shock of agonizmg fear. It is a mercy that she has escaped 
brain-fever. After all, she must possess a good constitution. 
The sight of that Leflford man at the Colosseum did great 
mischief. ” 

“It was unfortunate that he should happen to be there,” said 
Dr., Knox : “and that the man should have dared to accost her 
fwith his insolence ! But I shall inquire into it.” 

^ “What you have in that box will be the best medicine for 
her,” said Miss Deveen. “It will speedily effect a cure — or call 
me an untrue prophet. Dear me ! how strangely thmgs come 
out I ” 

“May I be allowed to see Miss Carey?” asked Dr. Knox. 
“And to — to tell her the story of her clearance in my- own 
w^ay ?” 

Miss Deveen made no reply. She looked at Dr. Knox, and 
seemed to hesitate. 

“I think it may be better for Miss Carey that I should, 
madam. For more reasons than one. ” 

“And really I don’t see why you should not,” said Miss 
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Devcon, lieartily ** 1 lu'-itsitod bccaiiHO Mi* l>L‘u k forhadc tlie 
adnuhtiiiMi of tilran^orri. IJiit — poilujps you <iro not a btijuiger to 
hor?'’ 

“Oh dear, no ^ 1 and Miss Carey are old friends,” he 
answered, a curious sniilo lighting up his face. “And 1 should 
also wish to see her m my medical capacity/’ 

But the one to put in her Avord against this, was Cattledon. 
She canic down looking green, and protesting in Miss Deveen’s 
ear that no male suliject m her Majesty’s dominions, save and 
except Mr. Black, ought to he admitted to the hlue-room. 
Janet had no full dress on ; nothing but skirts and a shawl. 

“Oh, nonsense!” cried Miss Deveen “ V/ hy, Dr. Knox 
might have seen her had she been in bed - he is a physician.” 
And she took liim up herself to the blue-room. 

“Of all old maids that Cattledon’s the worst!” nodded 
Helen Whitney. 

Miss Deveen went in alone, leaving him outside the door. 
Janet sat in an armchair by the fire, nmfllcd in an old brown 
shawl of Cattledon’s. 

“And how do you feci now, my dear'?’” said Miss Deveen, 
(Uiietly. “Better, I see And oh, 1 Inave sucli plea.saiit nows 
for you ‘ an old friend of yours lias called to see you , and 1 
Hunk — 1 think — he vill be able to cure you soonei than Mr. 
lilack. It is Dr. Knox, my dear not of Leflbrd now, you 
know . of London ” 

She called the doctor in, and Janet’s pale checks took a tint 
of crimson. Janet’s face had never been big • Imt as he stood 
looking at her, her hand in his, he was shocked to see how 
sm ill it had become Miss Deveen sliut tlie door ujkjii them. 
She hoped with all her heart he w’^as not going to s])are that/ 
ivoman at Lclford. 

“Janet, my dear,” he said in a fatherly knid of way arte 
drew a chair near her and kept her hand, “when that trouble 
happened at home, how' W'as it you did not wuite to me '2 ” 

“Write to yoif / Oh, sir, 1 could not do such a thing,” 
answered Janet, beginning to tremble 

“ BT,it you might have known I should be your frieiid. You 
might also have knowui that 1 should have been able to clear you. ” 

“1 did once think of wu’itmg to you, Dr Knox “ just to tell 
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you that I had not indeed touched the bank-note, faltered 
Janet. x\s the money came from you, 1 should have liked to 
write so much. But I did not dare. ’* 

‘‘xind you preferred to suffer all these weeks of pain, and the 
fright brought upon you by Mrs. Knox— for which,” said he 
deliberately, “I shall never forgive her — rather than drop me a 
few lines ! You must never be so foolish again, Janet. I should 
have gone to Lefford at once and searched out the mystery of 
the note— and found it ” 

Janet moved her lips and shook her head, as much as to say 
that he could never have done that. 

‘‘But I have done it,” said he. “I have been down to 
Lefford and found it all out, and have brought the bank-note up 
with me— what remains of it. Sally was the culprit.” 

“ Sally ! ” gasped Janet, going from red to white. 

“Sally — but not intentionally. She lighted the fire that 
afternoon with the note and some more scraps. The note fell 
out, only partly burnt ; and I am going to take it to the bank 
that they may exchange it for a whole one.” 

“And — will — they ? ” panted Janet. 

“Of course they will ; it is in the regular course of business 
that they should,” affirmed Br. Knox, deemmg it best to be 
positive for her sake. “Kow, Janet, if you are to tremble like 
this, I shall go away and send up Miss Cattledon — and she does 
not look as if she had a very amiable temper. Yliy, my dear 
child, you ought to be glad.” 

“ Oh, so I am, so I am ! ” she said, breaking into sobs. “And 
- and does every one in Lefford know that I was innocent ? ” 

“Ko one in Lefford believed you guilty. Of course, it is all 
known, and in the newspapers too — how Sally lighted the fire 
with a fifty-pound bank-note, and the remams were fished out 
of the ashes.” 

“Mrs. Knox — Mrs. Knox ” She could not go on for 

agitation. 

“As to Mrs. Knox, I am not sure but we might prosecute 
her. Kely upon one thing, Janet : that she will not be very well 
welcomed at her beloved soire(^ for some long time to come.” 

Janet looked at the fire and thought. Br. Knox kept silence, 
that she might recover herself after the news. 
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“ I shall get well now,” she said in a half-whisper. I shall 
sDon'’ — turning to him— “be able to take another situation. 
Do you think Mrs. Knox will give me a recommendation ? ” 

“Yes, that she will — when it’s wanted,” said he, with a queer 
smile. 

She sat in silence again, a tinge of colour in her face, and 
seeing fortunes m the tire. “ Oh, the relief, the relief ! ” she 
murmured, slightly lifting her hands. “ To /eel that I may be 
at peace and fear nothing ! I am very thankful to you, Dr. 
Knox, for all things.” 

“Do you know what I think would do you good ? ” said Dr. 
Knox suddenly. “ A drive. The day is so fine, the air so 
balmy : I am sure it would strengthen you. Will you go ? ” 

“If you please, sir. I do feel stronger, since you told me 
this.” 

He went down and spoke to Miss Deveen. She heartily 
agreed ; anything that would benefit the poor girl, she said ; and 
the carriage was coming round to the door, for she had beeir 
thinking of going out herself. Cattledon could not oppose them, 
for she had stepped over to the curate’s. 

“ Would you very much mind — would you pardon me if 1 
asked to be allowed to accompany her alone ^ ” said Dr. Knox, 
hurriedly to Miss Deveen, as Janet was coming downstairs on 
Lettice’s arm, dressed for the drive. 

Miss Deveen was taken by surprise. He spoke as though he 
were flurried, and she saw the red look on his face. 

“I can take care of her as perhaps no one else could,” he, 
added with a smile. “And I — I want to ask her a questiont^ 
Miss Deveen.” 

“I — think — I — understand you,” she said, smiling back^ 
him “Well, you shall go. Miss Cattledon will talk'ofpro- 
pnety, though, when she comes home, and be ready to snap us 
all up.” 

And Cattledon was so. When she found Janet had been let 
go for a slow and easy drive, with no escort but Dr. Emox inside 
and the fat coachman on, the box, she conjectured that Miss 
Deveen must have taken leave o%her senses. Cattledon took 
up her station at the window to wait for their return, firing out 
words of temper every other second. 
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The air must have done Janet good. She came in from the 
carriage on Dr. Knox’s arm, her cheeks bright, her pretty eyes 
cast down, and looking quite another girl. 

‘ ‘ Have you put your question, Dr. Knox ? ” asked Miss Deveen, 
meeting him in the hall, while Janet came on. 

“Yes, and had it answered,” he said brightly. “ Thank you, 
dear Miss Deveen ; I see we have your sympathies.” 

She just took his hand in hers and squeezed it. It was the 
first day she had seen him, but she liked his face. 

Cattledon began upon Janet at once. If she felt 'weU enough 
to start off on promiscuous drives, she must be well enough to 
see about a situation. 

“I have been speaking to her of one. Miss Cattledon,” said 
Dr. Knox, catching the words as he came in. “I thmk she wiR 
accept it.” 

‘ ‘ Where is it ? ” asked Cattledon. 

“At Lefford.” 

“ She shall never go back to Rose Yilla with my consent, sir. 
And I think you ought to know better than to propose it to 
her. ” 

“ To Rose Yilla ! Certainly not : at least at present. Rose 
Yilla will be hers, though ; the only little settlement that can be 
made upon her.” 

The words struck Cattledon silent. But she could see through 
a brick wall. 

“ Perhaps you want her, young man ? ” 

“Yes, I do. I should have wanted her before this, but that 
\ had no home to offer her. I have one now ; and good prospects 
f too. Janet has had it all explained to her. Perhaps you will 
^ allow me to explain it to you, Miss Cattledon.” 

“I’m sure it’s more than Janet Carey could have expected,” 
said Cattledon, growing pacified as she listened. “ She’s a poor 
thing. I hope she will make a good wife,” 

“ I wOl risk it, Miss Cattledon.” 

“And she shall be married from my house,” struck in Miss 
Deveen. “ Johnny, if you young Oxford blades can get here for 
it, I will have you all to the wedding.^’ 

And we*did get there for it : I, and Tod, and William Whitney, 
and saw the end, so far, of Janet Carey. 
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“ What a hot day it is going to be ! ’' cried the Squire, flinging 
back his thin light coat, and catching the corner of the breakfast- 
cloth with it, so that he upset the salt-cellar. “Yesterday was 
about the hottest day I ever felt, but to-day will be worse.” 

“ And all the jam-making about ! ” added Mrs. Todhetley. 

“You need not go near the jam-making.” 

“ I must to-day. Last year Molly made a mistake in the 
quantity of sugar : and never could be brought to acknow-. 
ledge it.” 

“Molly There's the letter-man,” broke off the Squire. 

“Run, lad.” 

I went through the open glass-doors with all speed. Letters 
were not everyday events with us. In these fast and busy days 
a hundred letters are written where one used to be in those. It 
was one only that the man handed me now. 

“ That’s all this morning, Mr. Johnny.” 

I put it beside the Squire’s plate, telling him it was from Sir 
John Whitney. There was no mistaking Sir John’s hand^ 
writing : the popular belief was that he used a skewer. 

“ From Whitney, is it,” cried he. “ Where are my spectaclesi-j 
What’s the postmark ! Malvern 2 Oh, then, they aie there 
still.” 

Belle Vue Hotel j Malvern^ 

“Dear Todhetley, 

“Do take compassion upon a weary man, and come 
over for a day or two. \ whole blessed week this day have I 
been here with never a friend t(^ speak to, or to make up a 
rubber in the evening. Featherston’s a bad player, as you 
know, but 1 wish I had him here. I and my wife might take 
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double dummy, for all the players we can get. Helen is engaged 
to be married to Captam F oliott, Lord Riverside’s nephew ; and 
nobody has any time to think of me and my whist-table. Bring 
the boys with you : Bill is as moped as I am. We are at the 
Belle Yue, you see. The girls wanted to stand out for the Foley 
Arms : it’s bigger and grander : but I hke a place that I have 
been used to. 

“ From your old friend, 

“John Whitney.” 

The little Whitneys had caught scarlatina, all the fry of them. 
Recovered now, they had been sent to a cottage on the estate for 
change , and Sir John, his wufe, William, Helen, and Anna 
went for a week to Malvern -while the Hall was cleaned. This 
news, though, of Helen’s engagement, took us by surprise. 

“ How very sudden ! ” cried the mater. 

Tod was leaning back m his chair, laugliing. ‘ ‘ I told her 1 
knew there -v^^as something up between her and that Captain 
Folio tb ! ” 

“ Has she known him before ’I ” asked the mater. 

“Known him, yes,” cried Tod. “She saw a good deal of 
him at Cheltenham. As if she would engage herself to any one 
after only a week’s acquaintanceship ! ” 

“ As if Sir John would let her ! ” put in the Squire. “ I can’t 
answer for what Miss Helen would do.” And Tod laughed 
again. 

When the children were taken ill, Helen and Anna, though 
they had had the malady, were packed off to Sir John’s sister, 
Miss Whitney, who lived at Cheltenham, and they stayed there 
4or some weeks. After that, they came to us at Dyke Manor 
for three days, and then went with their father and mother to 
Malvern. Helen was then full of Captain Foliott, and talked of 
him to us in private from morning till night. She had met him 
at Cheltenham, and he had paid her no end of attention. Now, 
as it appeared, he had followed her to Malvern, and asked for 
her of Sir John. 

“It seems to be a good patch — a nephew of Lord River- 
side’s,” observed the Squire. “Is he rich, I wonder?— and is 
the g&l over head and ears in love with him ? ” 
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Rich he may be • but in love with him she certainly is not,” 
cried Tod. She was too ready to talk of him for that,’' 

The remark was amusing', coming from Tod. How had he 
learnt bo be so worldly-wise ? 

“ Shall you go to Malvern, father ? ” 

“ Shall 1 go! ” repeated the Squire, astonished at the super- 
fluous question. “Yes. And start as soon as ever i have 
flnished my breakfast and changed my coat. You two may go 
also, as you are invited. ” * 

We reached Malvern in the afternoon. Sir John and Lady 
Whitney were alone, in one of the pleasant sittmg-rooms of the 
Belle Vue Hotel, and welcomed us with outstretched hands. 

“The girls and William?” cried Sir John, m answer to 
inquiries. “ Oh, they are out somewhere — ^with Foliott, 1 con- 
clude ; for I’m sure he sticks to Helen like her shadow. Con- 
gratulate me, you say^ Well, 1 don’t know, Todhetley. It’s 
the fashion, of course, to do it ; but I’m not sure but we should 
rather be condoled with. No sooner do our girls grow up and 
become compamonable, and learn not to revoke at whist when 
they can be tempted into taking a hand, than they want to leave 
us ! Henceforth they must belong to others, not to us ; and we, 
perhaps, see them no oftener than we see any other stranger. 
It’s one of the crosses of life. ” 

Sir John blew his old red nose, so like the Squire's, and my 
lady rubbed her eyes. Both felt keenly the prospect of parting 
with Helen. 

“ But you like him, don't you ? asked the Squire. 

“As to liking him," cried Sir John, and I thought there was', 
some hesitation m his tone ; “ I am not in love with him : 
leave that to Helen. We don’t all see with our children’s eyes,.^ 
He is well enough, I suppose, as Helen thinks so. Bub the fellow 
does not care for whist. 

“I think we play too slow a game for him,” put in Lady 
Whitney. “He chanced to say one evening that Lord Riverside 
is one of the first hands at whist ; and 1 expect Captain Foliott 
has been in the habit of playing with him. " 

“Anyway, you are satisfied wi^h the match, as a match, I 
take it ? ” observed the Squire. 

“1 don’t say but that X am,” said Sii‘ John. “It might be 
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better, of course ; and at present their means will not be large. 
Foliott offers to settle an estate of his, worth about ten thousand 
pounds, upon Helen ; and his allowance from his uncle Foliott 
is twelve hundred a-year. They will have to get along on that 
at present.*’ 

“And the captain proposes,” added Lady Whitney, “ that the 

three thousand pounds, which will come to Helen when she 

marries, shall be invested in a house : and we think it would be 
« 

wise to do it. But he feels quite certain that Mr. FoLott will 
increase his allowance when he marries ; probably double it.” 

“It’s not Lord Biverside, then, who allows him the income ? ” 

“ Bless you, Todhetley, no I ” spoke Sir John in a hurry. 
“He says Riverside’s as poor as a church mouse, and vegetates 
from year's end to year’s end at his place m Scotland. It is 
Foliott the mine-owner down in the North. Stay : which is it, 
Betsy 1 — mine-owner, or mill-owner ? 

“Mill-owner, I think,” said Lady Whitney. “He is wonder- 
fully rich, whichever it is ; and Captain Foliott will come into at 
least a hundred thousand pounds at his death. 

Listening to all this as I stood on the balcony, looking at the 
beautiful panorama stretched out below and beyond, for they 
were talking at the open window', I dreamily thought what a 
good thing Helen w'as going to make of it. Later on, all this 
was confirmed, and we learnt a few additional particulars. 

Mr. Foliott, mill-owner and millionaire, was a very great man 
in the North ; employing thousands of hands. He was a good 
n^an, full of benevolence, always doing something or other to 
l)ehefit his townspeople and his dependents. But his health had 
been failing of late, and he had now gone to the Cape, a sea- 
voyage having been advised by his doctors. He had never 
married, and Captain Foliott was his favourite nephew. 

“ It’s not so bad, after all, is it, Johnny ? ” 

The words wmre whispered over my shoulder, and I started 
back to see Helen’s radiant face. She and Anna had come in 
unheard by me, and had caught the thread of conversation in 
the room. . 

“ I call it very good, Heleni I hope he is good too.” 

“You shall see,” she answered. “He is coming up with 
William.” 

Johnny Ludlow . — HL 
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Her dark brown eyes were sparkling, a bright colour glowed 
on her cheeks. Miss Helen Whitney was satisfied with her 
future bridegroom, and no mistake. She had forgotten all about 
her incipient liking for poor Slingsby Temple. 

“What regiment is Captain Fohott in, Helen ? ” 

“Not in any. He has sold out.” 

“ Sold out ! ” 

“His mother and his uncle made him do it. The detachment 
was ordered to India, and they would not let him go ; would not 
part with him ; begged and prayed of him to sell out. Nothing 
ever vexed him so much in his life, he says ; but what could he 
do ^ His mother has only him : and on Mr. Foliott he is 
dependent for riches.” 

“Entirely dependent ? ” 

“For riches, I said, Johnny. He has himself a small com- 
petence. Ten thousand pounds nearly comprises it. And that 
is to be settled on me.” 

A slight bustle in the room, and we both looked round. Bill 
Whitney was noisily greeting Tod. Some one else had followed 
Bill through the door. 

A rather tall man, with reddish hair and drooping, reddish 
whiskers, bold handsome features, and a look I did not like 
in his red-brown eyes. Stepping over the window-sill from 
the balcony, they introduced me to him, Captain Richard 
Foliott. 

“I have heard much of Johnny Ludlow,” said he, holding out 
his hand with a cordial smile, “and I am glad to know him, t 
hope we shall soon be better acquainted.” 

I shook his hand and answered in kind. But I was not drawn 
to him ; not a bit ; rather repelled. The eyes were not nice^ 
or the voice, either. It had not a true ring in it. Undeniably 
handsome he was, and I thought that was the best that could be 
said. 

“Look here : we are going for a stroll,” said Sir John ; “you 
young people can come, or not, as you please. But if you go up 
the hill, remember that we dme at six o’clock. Once you get 
scampering about up there, you forget the time. ” 

He went out with the Squire. Lady Whitney had a letter to 
-mte and sat down to do it j the rest of us stood, some on the 
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balcony, some in the room. Helen, Tod, and Captain Foliotfc 
were apparently trying which could talk the fastest. 

‘‘Wliy do you look at me so earnestly? ” suddenly demanded 
the latter. 

It was to me he spoke. I laughed, and apologized ; saying 
that his face put me in mind of some other face I had seen, but 
I could not remember whose. This was true. It was true also 
that I had been looking at him more fixedly than the strict rules 
of etiquette might require : but I had not an idea that he was 
observing me. 

“I thought you might be wishing to take my portrait,” said 
the captain, turning away to whisper to Helen. 

‘^More likely to take your chauickr,^’ jestingly struck in Bill, 
with more zeal than discretion. Johnny Ludlow sees through 
everybody ; reads faces off like a book.” 

Captain Fohott wheeled sharply round at the words, and stood 
before me, his eyes gazing straight mto mine. 

“Can you read my face^” he asked. “^Yhat do you see 
there ? ” 

“ I see that you have been a soldier : your movements tell me 
that : right-about, face ; quick march, ’ answered I, turning the 
matter off with a jest. Tod opportunely struck m. 

“ How could you leave the army '2” he asked with emphasis. 
“I only wish I had the chance of joining it.” Though he knew 
that he had better not let the Squire hear him say so 

“It was a blow,” acknowledged Foliott. “One does meet 
with raps in this world. But, you see, it was a case of — of the 
iprdulgence of my own gratification weighed in the scale against 

eat of my mother and I let my side go up. My uncle also 
vkme down upon me with his arguments and his opposition, 
and altogether I found myself nowhere. I believe he and 
she are equally persuaded that nobody ever comes out of India 
alive.” 

‘ ‘ 'Who will take my letter to the post ^ ” called out Lady 
Whitney. All of us volunteered to do it, and went out together'. 
We met Sir John and the Squire strolling about the village 
rubbing their red faces, and spying how intensely hot it was. 

They left us to regale ourselves at the pastry-cook’s, and 
^untered on towards the dark trees shadmg that deep descent 
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on which the hotel windows looked out. We found them sitting 
on one of the benches there. 

“Well, Foliott ! ” cried Sir John, “ You'd not have found it 
hotter than this in India ” 

“Not so hot, Sir John. But I like heat.” 

“How do*-you-do^” struck in a big, portly gentleman, who 
was sitting on the same bench as the Squire and Sir John, and 
whose face was even redder than theirs. “Did not expect to 
meet you here.” 

Captain Foliott, who was the one addressed, wheeled round to 
the speaker in that sharp way of his, and was evidently taken by 
surprise. His manner was cold ; never a smile sat on his face as 
he answered — 

“ Oh, is it you, Mr. Crane ! Are you quite well ? Staying at 
Malvern^ ” 

“For an hour or two. I am passing a few days at Worcester, 
and my friends there would not let me go on without first bring- 
ing me to see Malvern.” 

The stranger spoke like a gentleman and looked like one, looked 
like a man of substance also (though Foliott did draw down his 
lips that same evening and speak of him as “nobody ”) ; and Sir 
John, in his old-fashioned cordiality, begged of Captain Foliott 
to introduce his friend. Captain Foliott did it with a not very 
ready grace. “Mr Crane, Sir John Whitney , Mr. Todhetley.” 

“ A beautiful place this, sirs,” cried he. 

“Yes, only it's too hot to walk about to-day,” answ^ered they. 
“ Have you been up the hill ^ 

“No, I can’t manage that: but my friends are gone up. 
Have you heard lately from your uncle, Captain Foliott ? ^ 
added Mr. Crane. 

“Not very lately.” 

“ I hear the outward voyage did him a world of good.” 

“I believe it did.” 

As if the questions of the stranger worried him, Captain 
Foliott strolled away tow^ards the abbey : the two girls, Tod, 
and Wniiam following him.r I stayed where I was : not liking 
the heat much more than the Squiwe did. » 

“You know Mr. Foliott of Milltown? ” observed Sir John to 
the stranger. 
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I know him very well indeed, sir. lam a mill-o\\ner myself 
ill the same place : but not as large a one as he is. 

He IS uncommonly rich, we hear.” 

» “ Ay, he is. Could buy up pretty well half the world.” 

“ And a good man into the bargain ? ” 

“ Downright good. Honest, upright, liberal ; a true Christian. 
He does an immense deal for his fellow-men. Nobody ever asks 
him to put his hand in his pocket in vain.” 

‘ ‘ When is he expected home ? ” 

“lam not sure when That will depend, I expect, upon how 
he feels. But we hear the outward voyage has quite set 
him up.” 

“ Captain Fohott often talks of his uncle. He seems to tliink 
there’s nobody like him. ” 

“He has cause to think it. Yes, T assure you, sirs, few men 
in the world can come up to George Foliott, the mill-owner, for 
probity and goodness. ” 

How much more he might have said in hlr. Foliott’s praise 
was cut short by the hasty appearance of two young men, 
evidently the friends of Mr Crane. They laughed at the speed 
they had made down the hill, told him the carriage was ready, 
and that they ought to start at once to reach Worcester by 
dinner-time. So the portly old gentleman wished us good-day 
and departed. Running up the bank, I saw them drive off from 
the Crown in a handsome two-horse phaeton. 

It was on the day following this, that matters were finally 
settled with regard to Helen’s marriage. Captain F oliott made 
good his wish — which, as it appeared, he had been harping upon 
ever since the proposal was first made : namely, that they should 
be married immediately, and not wait for the return of Mr. 
Foliott to England. Sir John had held out against it, asking 
where the hurry was. To this Captain Foliott had rejoined by 
inquiring what they had to wait for, and where was the need of 
waiting, and the chances were that his uncle would stay away for 
a year. So at last, Sir John, who was a simple-minded man, and 
as easily persuaded as a duck is to water, gave in ; and the 
wedding was fixed to take pkce the next month, September, at 
Whitney. 

We made the most of this, our one entire day at Malvern, for 
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we slioulfl disperse the next. The Whitneys to Whitney Hall, 
the house now being in applc-pie order for them ; ourselves back 
to Dyke Manor ; Captain Foliott to get the marriage -settlement 
prepared. Helen’s three thousand pounds, all she would have 
at present, was not to be settled at all, but invested in some snug 
little house that they would fix upon together after the marriage, 
so that Captain Foliott’s lawyers took the preparation of the 
deeds of settlement on themselves, saving trouble to Sir John. 
Three parts of the day we spent roaming the lull ; and I must 
say Foliott made himself as delightful as sun in harvest, and I 
told myself that I must have misjudged his eyes in thinking 
they were not nice ones. 

But the next morning we received a shock. How swimmingly 
the world would go on without such things, I leave those who 
have experienced them to judge. It came when we were at the 
breakfast-table, in the shape of a letter to Lady Whitney 
Scarlatina — which was supposed to have been cleaned and 
scrubbed out — had come into the Hall again, and the kitchen- 
maid was laid up with it. 

Here was a pretty kettle of fish ’ Whether Sir John or my 
lady looked the most helplessly bewildered, might have puzzled 
a juror to decide. Back to the Hall they could not go.; and 
V hat was to be done ? The Squire, open-handed and open- 
hearted, pressed them to accompany us and take up their 
(quarters at Dyke Manor , and for a minute or two I thought 
they would have done it ; but somebody, Helen, I think, sug- 
gested a furnished house in London, and that was finally decidecl 
upon So to London they would go, hire the first suitable house, 
that ofiered, and the marriage would take place there instead of 
at home. Captain Foliott, coming in after breakfast from Jm 
hotel, the Foley Arms, stared at the change of programme. 

I wouldn’t go to London,” said he, emphatically. “London 
at tins season of the year is the most wretched wilderness on the 
face of the whole earth. Not a soul in it.” 

“The more room for us, Foliott,” cried Sn* John. “What 
will it matter to us whether „the town is empty or full ? ” 

“I would strongly advise you, Sir John, not to g4). Lady 
Whitney will not like it, I am certain. As Mr. Todhetley has 
been good enough to offer you his hospitality ” 
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“Put, bless my heart,” interrupted Sir John in a heat, “you 
don’t suppose, do you, that I could trespass upon an old friend 
for weeks and weeks— a regular ai’my of us ! Were it a matter 
of a few days, I wouldn’t say nay ; but who is to foresee how 
long it may be before we can get into our own house ? You’ve 
not a bit of thought, Poliott.” 

“'Why not go to your sister’s at Cheltenham, sir?” was all 
the captain said to this. 

“Because I don’t choose to go to my sister’s at Cheltenham,” 
retorted Sir J ohn, w’ho could be as obstinate as the Squire when 
he liked. “And why should we go to Cheltenham more than 
to London ^ Come ? ” 

“ I thought it would be less trouble for you, sir. Cheltenham 
is close at hand. ” 

“And London is not far off. As to its being empty, I say 
that’s so much the better : we shall more readily find a furnished 
house in it. To London we go to-day. ” 

With Sir John in tliis resolute mood, there was no more to be 
said. And the notion became quite agreeable, now that they 
were growing reconciled to it. 

“All things are directed for the best,” concluded Lady 
Whitney in her simple faith. “ I hardly see how we should have 
procured Helen’s trousseau down at Whitney . there will be no 
difficulty in London.” 

“You are right, my dear lady, and I am wrong,” conceded 
Captain Eoliott, with a good-natured smile. “ To us young men 
of fasliion,” he added, the smde deepening to a laugh, “London 
’between August and April is looked upon as a nightmare. But 
circumstances alter cases ; and I see that it will be the best and 
most convenient place for you.” 

Drawing Helen aside as he spoke, and taking a small morocco 
case from his pocket, he slipped upon her finger Ins first and 
parting gift : a magnificent hoop of diamonds. 

“ I should like you to wear it always, my love,” he whispered. 
“As the pledge of your engagement now j later, as the guard of 
your wedding-ring.” 
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II. 

“ I SHALL go up in the smoking-carriage, Johnny.” 

‘ ‘ Shall you ! You’ll smell finely of smoke when we get there. ” 

“ IN'ot I. I’ll give my coat a shake at the end of the journey. 
By Jove ! I shall be left behind, if I don’t take care. 

Tod was right. The train was already on the move. He 
dashed into the smoking-compartment ; the porter closed the 
doors, and we were off. 

Off to London. He and I were going up to Helen Whitney’s 
wedding, to which we had been invited when staying at Malvern 
some weeks ago. The Squire declined for himself, though Sir 
John had wanted him also. This was Monday ; the wedding 
was to be on Thursday ; and on the Saturday Anna and William 
were to go back with us to Dyke Manor. 

It was September weather, and a glorious day. How, as the 
train steamed away on its windings and turnings, the Malvern 
Hills would glide into view ; and now be lost again. But the 
beautiful landscape was always to be seen, with its woods and 
dales and fertile plains ; and there was not a cloud in the deep 
blue sky to obscure the sun. 

I had the carriage to myself ; and pictured Tod one of a crowd 
of smokers. At Oxford he came back to the carriage, and got in. 

“ Had enough smoke. Tod ?” 

“Just for now, lad,” he shortly answered; and began to 
whistle softly and pull at his whiskers. By which I knew he 
had something on his mind. 

“ I say, Johnny, I am in a dilemma,” he began abruptly, whe’ 
we were going on again, bending towards me from the opposite^ 
seat till his face nearly touched mine. 

“ What about 1 What is it ? ” 

“Look here. When I got into the smoking-carriage it was 
full, all but one seat, which I took — and that was a corner one, 
which they had been polite enough to leave. The carriage was 
dark with smoke ; pipes ha^ been going, I expect, all the way 
from Worcester. I lighted mine, paying nothing, and nobody 
said anything to me. The man opposite to me and the one next 
me had a hot discussion on hand, touching a racehorse ; noti 
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quarrelling, but talking loudly, so that they made a tolerable 
noise. xYt the other end of the carriage sat two men facing one 
another, just as you and I sit now ; and one of them I’ll vow 
was an Oxford man : I could tell him by his cut. They were 
talking together also, but rather in an undertone. All at once, 
when we were nearing Oxford, there was a lull at my end, and 
I heard a bit of what they were saying. The first -word that 
particularly caught my ear was Foliott. ' What plant is Foliott 
up to now, I wonder''*’ cried one. ‘Don’t know,’ said the 
other ; ‘ nothing good, we may be sure of. A rumour reached 
me that he was going to be married.’ ‘What a chance for the 
girl 1 ’ cried the first. ‘Poor thing I But it may not be true,* 
he went on, knocking the ashes out of his pipe ; ‘ who would 
marry such a scamp as that Now, Johnny,” broke off Tod, 
“the question is, were they speakuig of this Foliott ? This man 
that we are now on our way to see married to Helen ? ’* 

“Was that all you heard, Tod ? ” 

“ Evoiy word. The train began to slacken speed then for the 
Oxford station, and the two men stood up to reach their over- 
coats and hand-bags, for they got out there. I had half a mind 
to stop them and ask what Foliott they had been speaking of ; 
but I did not much like to, and while I hesitated they dis- 
appeared. They might j ust have told me to mind my own busi- 
ness if I had spoken , so perhaps it comes to the same. ” 

“Foliott is not an absolutely uncommon name. Tod. There 
may be plenty of Foliotts about.” 

“Just so, lad. But, on the other hand, it may be the one we 
k tow of, Richard Foliott. One point coincides — he is going to 
be married.” 

I sat back on the seat, revolving probabilities, and thinking of 
many things. That instinctive dislike I had taken to Captain 
Foliott’s eyes, or to himself, or to both, flashed over me with 
vivid force. The fine scenery we were just then whirling past, 
and on which my eyes seemed to be fixed, might have been a 
sandy desert, for all I saw of it. 

“The worst is, the dilemma it puts one in,” continued Tod. 
“ To speak of this to the Whitneys, or not to speak ? — that’s the 
question. If it should turn out to be another Foliott, they might 
never forgive me. He never would.” 
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*‘But then—Helcn’s whole future may be at stake. It may 
be 111 peril.” 

Tod pulled at his whiskers again. I read the name of the 
station we were flashing past. 

“ I hate a doubt of this sort,” cried Tod impatiently, “ where 
one can’t see how one’s duty lies. It bothers the mind. I think 
ril let it go, Johnny.” 

“But, if it should turn out, when too late,, that he is a scamp : 
and, for the want of a word, you have let him — let him make 
havoc of Helen’s life ! ” 

“What could I say ^ ” he asked irritably. “ That I overheard 
two fellows, in the smoking-compartment of a railway train, 
saying that one Foliott was a scamp. Sir John would naturally 
ask me what grounds I had for assuming that it was their Foliott. 
Well, I have no grounds. And how small I should look ! ” 

“There are slight grounds, at any rate, Tod. The name is 
his, Foliott; and both are going to be married.” 

“All the same, I don’t see that I can speak.” 

“Put it in this light. Tod,” I said “You don’t speak ; and 
they get married ; and then something or other bad turns up 
about Foliott ; and Sir John finds out that it was in your power 
to warn him in time, and you did not. What will he say 
tlien ^ ” 

“ I’m sure I don’t know,” grunted Tod. “ I wish I could see 
on which side land lies ” 

All the rest of the way to London we continued to discuss it 
by fits and starts, and at last hit upon a good thought — to ^.ell 
the whole to William Whitney. It was the best thing to do,''»t^ 
far as we could see. It might all end in smoke, or — it might not. ! 

The Whitneys had found a furnished house in Gloucestg^ 
Place, near Portman Square. The maid who had taken tho 
illness was soon well again, and the Hall was being regularly 
fumigated now, preparatory to their return. In Gloucester 
Place they were within a short drive of Miss Deveen’s, a fact 
which had guided them to the locality. Indeed, it was only a 
walk for the younger of us# 

Not until night did we get any^chance of a private talk with 
William. Our bedrooms opened into one another , and after we 
went up for good, he sat down in our room. 
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You won’t be aflronted, Bill, at sonietliing I axn about to 
say ” struck in Tod, ])y way of prelude. 

‘‘Affronted!” cried Bill, “1! "What on earth do you ask 
that stupid question for ? ” 

“In coming up to-day, I heard a few words in the train/’ 
went on Tod. “ Two fellows were talkmg, and they bi ought up 
a man’s name in a disparaging manner. It is a friend of yours, 
BiU ; and J ohnny and I had a precious discussion, I can teU you, 
as to whetlier we should repeat it to you or not.” 

“Was it my name ^ ” asked Bill. “ What could they have to 
say against me ? ” 

“No, no ; they’d have got an answer from me had it been 
yours. First of all, we thought of mentioning it to Sir John ; 
but I did not like to, and that’s the truth. So we just concluded 
to put it before you, as one of ourselves, and you can tell him if 
you like.” 

‘ ‘ All right, ” said Bill. ‘ ‘ Go ahead. ” 

Tod told him all from beginning to end. Not that it was very 
much to tell : but he brought in our own conversation ; the 
delicacy we felt in speaking at all, and the arguments for and 
against. Bill was not in the least put out ; rather wondered, I 
thought, that we should be. 

“ It can’t be Dick Foliott, you know,” said he. “There’s not 
anything against him ; impossible that there should be.” 

“ I am glad you say so,” cried Tod, relieved. “It was only 
for Helen’s sake we gave a thought to it.” 

^‘The name was the same, you see — Fohott,” I put in. 
“And that man is going to be married as well as this one.” 

‘ True,” answered Bill, slowly. “ Still I feel sure it is quite 
k^ossible that it can be Foliott. If — if you think I had better 
mention it, I will. I’ll mention it to himself.” 

“ I should,” said I eagerly, for somehow my doubts of the man 
were growing larger. “ Better be on the safe side. You don’t 
know much about him, after all. Bill.” 

“Not know much about him ! What do you mean, Johnny ? 
We know enough. He is Biverside’s !nephew, a very respectable 
old Scotch»peer, and he is Foliott the mill-owner’s nephew ; and 
I’m sure he is to be respected, if it’s only for the money he has 
made. And Dick has a very fair income of Ins own, and settleB 
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ten thousand pounds Upon Helen, and will come into a hundred 
thousand by-and-by, or more. What would you have ? ’’ 

I could not say what I would have ; but the uneasiness lay on 
my mind. Tod spoke. 

“The men alluded to conduct, I expect, Bill ; not to means. 
They spoke of that Foliott as an out-and-out scamp, and called 
the girl he was going to marry ‘Poor thing,’ in a piteous tone 
You wouldn’t like that applied to Helen.” 

“By Jove, no. Better be on the safe side, as Johnny says. 
We’ll say nothing to my father at present ; but you and I, Tod, 
will quietly repeat to Foliott what you heard, and we’ll put it 
to him, as man to man, to tell us in all honour whether the 
words could have related to himself. Of course the idea is 
altogether absurd ; we will tell him that, and beg his pardon.” 

So that was resolved upon. And a great relief it was. To 
decide upon a course of action, in any unpleasant difficulty, 
takes away half ts discomfort. 

Captain Foliott had come to London but once since they met 
at Malvern. His stay was short ; three days ; and during those 
days he was so busy that Gloucester Place only saw him m the 
evenings. He had a great deal to do down in the North against 
his marriage, arranging his property preparatory to settling it 
on Helen, and seeing to other business matters. But the zeal 
he lacked in personal attention, he made up by letter. Helen 
had one every morning as regularly as the post came in. 

He was expected in town on the morrow, Tuesday : indeed, 
Helen had thought he might perhaps have come to-day. Twelve 
o’clock on Wednesday, at Gloucester Place, %vas the hour fix^ed 
for signing the deeds of settlement : and by twelve o’clock 
Thursday, the following day, all going well, he and Helen wou_ 
be man and wife. 

Amidst the letters waiting on the breakfast-table on Tuesday 
morning was one for Helen. Its red seal and crest told whence 
it came, 

“Foliott always seals his letters to Helen,” announced Bill for 
our information. “And what ill news has that one inside it ” 
continued he to his sister. “Y«u look as cross as, two sticks, 
NeUy.” 

“Just mind your own business.” said Helen. 
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What time will Captain Foliott be here to-day, my dear ^ ” 
questioned her mother. 

“ He will not be here at all to-day,” answered Helen, 
fractiously. It’s too bad. He says it is impossible for him to 
get away by any train, m time to see us to-mght ; but he will be 
here the first thing in the morning. His mother is worse, and 
he is anxious about her. People always fall ill at the wrong 
time.” 

‘‘ Is Mrs. Foliott coming up to the wedding ? ” I ashed. 

“No,” said Lady Whitney. “I of course invited her, and 
she accepted the invitation ; but a week ago she VTOte me word 
she was not well enough to come. And now, children, what 
shall we set about first ? Oh dear ! there is such a great deal 
to do and to think of to-day ! ” 

But we had another arrival that day, if w'e had not Captain 
Foliott. That was Mary Seabright, who was to act as brides- 
maid with Anna. Brides did not have a string of maids in those 
days, as some have in these. Leaving them to get through their 
multiplicity of work — which must be connected, Bill thought, 
with bonnets and wedding-cake — we went up with Sir John in 
a boat to Richmond, 

That evening we all dined at Miss Deveen’s. It was to be 
one of the quietest of weddings ; partly by Captain Foliott’s 
express wish, chiefly because they were not at home at the Hall. 
Miss Deveen and Miss Cattledon were to be the only guests 
besides ourselves and Mary Seabright, and a Major White who 
jpmld go to the church with Foliott. Just twelve of us, all told. 
^“But where’s the bridegroom?” asked Miss Deveen, when 
*we reached her house. 

“He can’t get up until late to-night; perhaps not until 
to-morrow morning,” pouted Helen. 

The dinner-table was a downright merry one, and we did not 
seem to miss Captain Foliott. Afterwards, when Sir John had 
made up his whist-table — with my lady, Miss Deveen, and the 
grey-haired curate, Mr. Lake, who had dropped in — we amused 
ourselves with music and games in tli^ other room. 

“What* do you think of tke bridegroom, Johnny Ludlow “2” 
suddenly demanded Miss Cattledon, who had sat down by me. 
“ I hear you saw him at Malvern.” 
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Think of him ! Oh, he—he is a very fine man ; good-look- 
ing, and all that.” 

^‘That I have seen for myself,” retorted Cattledon, pinching 
her hands round her thin waist. “When he was staying in 
London, two or three weeks ago, we spent an evening in 
Gloucester Place. Do you like him ? ” 

She i3ut the “ like” so very pointedly, staring into my face at 
the time, that I was rather taken aback. I did not like Captain 
Poliott : but there was no particular necessity for telling her so. 

“I like him — pretty well, Miss Cattledon.” 

“Well, I do not, Johnny Ludlow. I fancy he has a temper ; 
I’m sure he is not good-natured ; and I — I don’t think he’ll 
make a very good husband.” 

“ That will be a pity Helen is fond of him.” 

Miss Cattledon coughed significantly. “Is she? Helen is 
fond of him in-so-far as that she is eager to be married — all girls 
are— and the match with Captain Poliott is an advantageous 
one. But if you think she cares for him in any other way, 
Johnny Ludlow, you are quite mistaken. Helen Whitney is no 
more in love with Captain Poliott than you are in love with me. ” 

At which I laughed. 

“ Very few girls marry for love,” she went on. “ They fall 
in love, generally speaking, with the wiong person.” 

“ Then what do they marry for ” 

“ Por the sake of being married. With the fear of old- 
maidism staring them in the face, they are ready, silly things, 
to snap at almost any ofier they receive. Go up to Hele~**^ 
Whitney now, tell her she is destined to live in single blessed'^ 
ness, and she would be ready to fret herself into a fever. Ever ; 
girl would not be, mind you : but there are girls and girls.” 

Well, perhaps Miss Cattledon was not far wrong. I duL^KJ^ 
think as she did then, and laughed again in answer: but I 
have learned more of the world and its ways since. 

In every corner of the house went Helen’s eyes when we got 
back to Gloucester Place, but they could not see Captain 
Foliott, She had been hoping against hope. 
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III. 

Wednesday. Young women, bringing in huge band-boxes, were 
perpetually ringing at the door, and by-and-by we were treated 
to a sight of the finery. Sufficient gowns and bonnets to set up 
a shop were spread out in Helen’s room. The wedding-dress lay 
on the bed : a glistening white silk, with a veil and wreath 
beside it. Near to* it was the dress she would go away in to 
Dover, the first halting-place on their trip to Paris: a quiet 
shot-silk. Lady Whitney called it, blue one way, pink another. 
Shot, or not shot, it was uncommonly pretty. Straw bonnets 
were the mode in those days, and Helen’s, perched above her 
travellmg-diess, had white ribbons on it and a white veil — which 
was the mode for brides also. I am sure Helen, in her vanity, 
thought more of the things than of the bridegroom. 

But she thought of him also. Especially when the morning 
went on and did not brmg him. Twelve o’clock stiuck, and Sir 
John Whitney’s solicitor, Mr. Hill, who had come up on puri^ose, 
was punctual to his appointment. Sir J ohn had thought it right 
that his own solicitor should be present at the reading and sign- 
ing of the settlements, to see that they were dravm up properly 

So there they sat in the back-parlour, which had been con- 
verted into a business room for the occasion, waitmg for Captain 
Foliott and the deed with what patience they had. At one 
o^lock, when they came in to luncheon. Sir John was looking a 
lit^ blue ; and he remarked that Captain Foliott, however 
he might have been, should have stretched a point to get 
^ in time. Appointments, especially important ones, ought to 
Ve kept. 

For it was conclusively thought that the delay was caused by 
the captain’s having been unable to leave the previous day, and 
that he was travelling up now. 

So Mr. Hill waited, and Sir John waited, and the rest of us 
waited, Helen especially ; and thus the afternoon passed in 
waiting. Helen was more fidgety than a hen with one chick ; 
darting to the window every ii^stant, peeping down the staircase 
at the sound of every ring. 

Dinner-time ; and no appearance of Captam Foliott. After 
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dinner ; and still the same. Mary Seabriglit, a merry girl, told 
Helen that her lover was like the knight in the old ballad — he 
loved and he rode away. There was a good deal of laughing, 
and somebody called for the song, ‘‘ The Mistletoe Bough.” Of 
course it was all in jest : as each minute passed,' we expected the 
next would bring Captain Foliott. 

‘Not until ten o’clock did Mr. Hill leave, with the understand- 
ing that he should return the next morning at the same hour. 
The servants were beginning to lay the breakfast-table in the 
dining-room, for a lot of sweet dishes had been brought in from 
the pastry-cook’s, and Lady Whitney thought they had better be 
put on the table at once. In the afternoon we had tied the 
cards together — “Mr. and Mrs Bichard Foliott” — with white 
satin ribbon, sealed them up in their envelopes with white wax, 
and directed them ready for the post on the morrow. 

At twelve o’clock a move was made to go upstairs to bed ; and 
until that hour we had still been expecting Captain Foliott. 

“I feel positive some dreadful accident has happened,” 
whispered Helen to me as she said good-night, her usua,lly 
bright colour faded to paleness. “If I thought it was careless- 
ness that is causing the delay, as they are cruelly saying, I — I 
should never forgive him ” 

“ Wait a minute,” said Bill to me aside, touching Tod also. 
“ Let them go on.” 

“ Are you not coming, William ^ ” said Lady Whitney. 

“ In two minutes, mother.” 

“ I don’t like this,” began Bill, speaking to us both over our 
bed-candles, for the other lights were out. “ I’ll be hanged 
1 think he means to turn up at all ! ” 

“But why should he not ? ” 

“ Who is to know ? Why has he not turned up already""^^^ 
can tell you that it seems to me uncommonly strange. Half-a- 
dozen times to-night I had a great mind to call my father out 
and tell him about what you heard in the train, Tod. It is so 
extraordinary for a man, coming up to his wedding, not to ap- 
pear : especially wdien he bringing the settlements with him.” 

Neither of us spoke. What, indeed, could we sa^j to so un- 
pleasant a topic ? Bill went on again. 

“If he were a man in business, as his uncle, old Foliott, is, 1 
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fcould readily understand that interests connected with it might 
detain him till the last moment* But he is not i he has not ail 
earthly thing to do/’ 

“Perhaps his lawyers are in fault/' cried Tod. “ If they are 
backward with the deeds of settlement ” 

“The deeds were ready a week ago. Foliott said so in 
writing to my father.” 

A silence ensued, rendering the street noises more atidible* 
Suddenly there came a sound of a horse and cab dashing along, 
and it pulled up at our door. Foliott, of course. 

Down we went, helter-skelter, out on the pavement. The 
servants, busy in the dining room still, came running to the 
steps. A gentleman, getting out of the cab with a portmanteau, 
stared, first at us, then at the house. 

“ This is not right,” said he to the driver, after looking about 
him. “ It’s next door but one.” 

“ This is the number you told me, sir.” 

“Ah, yes. Made a mistake.” 

But so sure did it seem to us that this late and hurried 
traveller must be, at least, some one connected with Captain 
Foliott, if not himself, that it was only when he and his luggage 
had disappeared within the next house but one, and the door was 
shut, and the cab gone away, that we realized the disappointment, 
and the vague feeling of discomfort it left behind. The servants 
went in. We strolled to the opposite side of the street, uncon- 
sciously hoping that luck might bring another cab with the right 
man m it. 

V Look there ! ” wliispered Bill, pointing upwards. 

The room over the drawing-room was Lady Whitney’s ; the 
.room above that, the girls’. Leaning out at the window, gazing 
now up the street, now down, was Helen, her eyes restless, her 
face pale and woe-begone in the bright moonhglit. 

It was a sad night for Helen Wliitney. She did not attempt 
to undress, as we knew later, but kept her post at that weary 
window. Every cab or carriage that rattled into view was 
watched by her with eager, feverish anxiety. But not one 
halted at the house, not one ^lonhained Captain Ibliott. Helen 
Whitney will never forget that unliappy night of tumultuous 
feeling and its intolerable suspense. 

Johnny Ludlow,— III. 12 
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But Loro was the wedding-morning conic, and no l)]*idcgroonL 
The confectioners were rushing in with more dishes, n,nd the 
dressmakers appearing to put the finishing touches to Helen. 
Lady Whitney was just off her head : doubtful whether to order 
all the paraphernalia away, or whether Captain Foliott might 
not come yet. In the midst of the confusion a little gentleman 
arrived at the house and asked for Sir John. Sir John and he 
had a long conference, shut in alone : and when they at length 
came out Sir John’s nose was a dark purple. The visitor was 
George Foliott, the mill-owner : returned since some days from 
the Cape. 

And the tale he unfolded would have struck dismay to the 
nose of many a wiser man than was x^oor Sir John. The scamp 
spoken of in the train was Hichard Foliott ; and a nice scamp ho 
turned out to be. Upon Mr. Foliott’s return to Mill town the 
Iirospective wedding had come to his ears, with all the villainy 
encompassing it ; he had at once taken means to iirevent Mr. 
Hichard’s carrying it out, and had now come up to enlighten Sir 
John Whitney. 

Hichard Foliott had been a scamp at heart from his ]>oy]iood ; 
but he had contrived to keep Avell before the world. Over and 
over again had Mr. Foliott paid his debts and set him on his logs 
again. Captain Foliott had told the Whitneys that ho quitted 
the army by the wish of his friends . he quitted it because ho 
dared not stay in. Before Mr. Foliott departed for the Caj>e ho 
had thrown Richard off ; had been obliged to do it. His fond 
foolish mother had reduced herself to poverty for him. The 
estate, once worth ten thousand pounds, which ho had made a 
pretence of settling upon Helen, belonged to his mother, ancl" 
was mortgaged about a dozen deep. He dared not go much 
abroad for fear of arrest, especially in London. This, aiXjL^ 
great deal more, was disclosed by Mr. Foliott to Sir John ; wlio 
sat and gasped, and rubbed his face, and wished his old friend 
Todhetley was at hand, and thanked God for Helen’s escape. 

“He will never be any better,” affirmed Mr. Foliott, “be 
very sure of that. He is innately bad, and the pain ho has 
inflicted upon me for years has xi^ade me old before my time. 
But— forgive me, Sir John, for saying so— I cannot ''think you 
exercised discretion in accepting him so easily for your daughter, ” 
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“ I had no suspicion, you see,” returned poor Sir John. 
“ How could I have any ‘t Ueing your nephew, and Lord River- 
side’s nephew— — ” 

“ Riverside’s nephew he called himself, did he ! The old man 
is ninety, as I dare say you know, and never stirs from his home 
in the extreme north of Scotland. Some twenty years ago, he 
fell in with the sister of Richard’s mother (she was a governess 
in a family up there), and married her ; but she died within the 
year. That’s how* he comes to be Lord Riverside’s ‘nephew.’ 
Rut they have never met in their lives. ” 

“ Oh dear ' ” bemoaned Sir John. “What a villain ! and 
what a blessed escape ! He made a great point of Helen’s bit of 
money, three thousand pounds, not being tied up before the 
marriage. I suppose he wanted to get it into his own hands.” 

“ Of course he did.” 

“And to pay his debts with it; as far as it would go.” 

“Puy his debts with it 1” exclaimed Mr. Foliott. “ Why, my 
good sir, it would take thirty thousand to pay them. He would 
just have squandered it away in Paris, at his gaming-tables, and 
what not ; and then have asked you to keep him. Miss Whitney 
is well quit of him : and I’m thankful I came back in time to 
save her.” 

Great nows to disclose to Helen ! Deeply mortifying to have 
ordered a wedding-breakfast and wedding things in general when 
tliere was no wedding to be celebrated ! The tears were running 
down Lady Whitney’s homely cheeks, as Miss Deveen drove up. 

^f!r. Foliott asked to see Helen. All he said to her we never 
’jf^ew — but there’s no doubt he was as kind as a father. 

“He is a wicked, despicable man,” sobbed Helen. 

“ He is all that, and more,” assented Mr. Foliott. “ You may 
be thankful your whole life long for having escaped him. And, 
my dear, if it will at all help you to bear the smart, I may tell 
you that you are not the first young lady by two or three he has 
served, or tried to serve, in precisely the same way. And to one 
of them he behaved more wickedly than I care to repeat to you.” 

“But,” ruefully answered poor Helen, quietly sobbing, “I 
don’t suppose it came so near with any of them as the very 
morning. ” 

And that was the end of Helen Whitney’s wedding. 
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A SUMMONS from Mr. Brandon meant a summons. And I don’t 
thmk I should have dared to disobey one any more than I 
should those other summonses issued by the law courts. He 
was my guardian, and he let me know it. 

But 1 was hardly pleased that the mandate should have come 
for me just this one particular day. We were at Crabb Cot : 
Helen, Anna, and William Whitney had come to it for a week’s 
visit , and I did not care to lose a day with them. It had to bo 
lost, however. Mr. Brandon had ordered me to be with him as 
early as possible in the morning : so that I must be oiF betimes 
to catch the first train. 

It was a cold bleak day towards the end of February : sleet 
falling now and then, the east wind blowing like mad, and 
cutting me in two as I stood at the hall-door. Nobody else was 
down yet, and I had swallowed my breakfast standing. 

Shutting the door after me, and making a rush down the walk 
between the evergreens for the gate, I ran against Lee, the 
Timberdale postman, who was coming in, with the letters, on 
his shaky legs. His face, shaded by its grey locks, straggiii^ 
and scanty, had a queer kind of fear upon it. 

“ Mr. Johnny, I’m thankful to meet you ; I was thinkW 
what luck It would be if I could,” said he, trembling. “Perhaps 
you will stand my friend, sir. Look here.” 

Of the two letters he handed to me, one was addressed to 
MaTodhetley; the other to Helen Whitney. And this last 
had Its envelope pretty nearly burnt off. The letter inside could 
be opened by anybody, arid some of the scorched writing lay 
exposed. ' . ° 

“ If the young lady would only forgive me— and hush it up, 
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Mr. Johnny ! ” he pleaded, his poor worn face taking a piteous 
hue. The Miss Whitneys are both very nice and kind young 
ladies ; and perhaps she will.” 

‘ ‘ How was it done, Lee ? ” 

‘‘Well, sir, I was lighting my pipe. It is a smart journey 
here, all the way from Timberdale — and I had to take the long 
round to-day instead of the Ravine, because there was a news- 
paper for the Stone House. The east wind was blowing right 
through me, Mr. Johnny ; and I thought if I had a bit of a 
smoke I might get along'' better. A spark must have fallen on 
the letter while I was lighting my pipe, and I did not see it till 
the letter was aflame in my hand. If — ^if you could but stand my 
friend, sir, and — and perhaps give the letter to the young lady 
yourself, so that the Squire does not see it— and ask her to 
forgive me.” 

One could only pity him, poor worn man. Lee had had pecks 
of trouble, and it had told upon him, making him old before his 
time. Now and then, when it was a bad winter’s morning, and 
the Squire caught sight of him, he would tell him to go into the 
kitchen and get a cup of hot coffee. Taking the two letters from 
him to do what I could, I carried them indoors. 

Putting Helen’s with its tindered cover into an envelope, I 
wrote a line in pencil, and slipped it in also. 

“Dear Helen, 

“Poor old Lee has had a mishap and burnt your 
letter in lighting his pipe. He wants you to forgive it and not 

tell the Squire. No real damage is done, so please be kind. 

“ J. L.” 

Directing this to her, I sent it to her room by Hannah, and 
made a final start for the train. 

And this was what happened afterwaro.^. ' 

Hannah took the letter to Helen, who was in the last stage of 
dressing, just putting the finishing touches to her hair. Staring 
at the state her letter was in, she* read the few words I had 
written, jand then went intd a passion at what Lee had done. 
Helen Whitney was as good-hearted a girl as ever lived, but hot 
^jl;d hi],sty in temper, s^yiqg anything that came uppermost when 
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put out. She, by the help of time, had got over ilie Hinart. loft 
by the summary collapse of her marriage, and had ceased to 
abuse Mr. Eichard Foliott. All that was now a thing of the 
past. And, not having had a spark of love for him, ho was the 
more easily forgotten. 

“The wicked old sinner ' ” she burst out : and wdth emphasis 
so startling, that Anna, reading by the window, dropped her 
Prayer-book. 

“Helen ! What is the matter ^ 

That's the matter,” flashed Helen, showing the half-burnt 
envelope and scorched letter, and flinging on the table the piece 
of paper I had slipped inside. Anna took the lettei up and 
read it. 

“Poor old man! It was only an accident, Helen; and, I 
suppose, as Johnny says, no real damage is done. You must 
not say anything about it.” 

“Must I not ! ” was Helen’s tart retort. 

“ Who is the letter from ^ ” 

“ Never you mind.” 

“ But is it from home ? ” 

“ It is from Mr. Leaf child, if you must knov/.” 

“ Oh,” said Anna shortly. For that a flirtation, or somcUiing 
of the kind, had been going on between Helen and the curate, 
l4eafchild, and that it would not be likely to find favour at 
Whitney Hall, she was quite aware of. 

“Mr. Leafchild writes about the school,” added Helen, aftir 
reading the letter ; perhaps tendering the information as an 
apology for its having come at all. “ Those two impudent girls-«i 
Kate and Judith Dill, have been setting Miss Barn at defiance, 
and creating no end of insubordination. ” 

With the last word, she was leaving the room ; the letter li? 
her pocket, the burnt envelope in her hand. Anna stopped 
her. 

“You are not going to show that, are you, Helen? Please 
don’t.” 

“Mr. Todhetley ought to «see it — and call Lee to account for 
his carelessness. Why, he might^havo altogether burnt tlio 
letter ! ” 

“ Yes, of course it was careless. But I dare say it will be a 
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lesson to him. He is very poor and old, Helen. Pray don’t 
tell the S(|uire ; he might make so much commotion over it, and 
Idien you would be sorry. Johnny asks you not.” 

Helen knitted her brow, but put the envelope into her pocket 
with the letter : not conceding with at all a good grace, and 
went down nodding her head in semi-defiance. The cream of 
the sting lay no doubt in the fact that the letter was Mr. Leaf- 
child’s, and that other eyes than her own might have seen it. 

She did not say anything at the breakfast-table, though Anna 
sat upon thorns lest she should . Helen was so apt to speak upon 
impulse. The Squire talked of riding out ; Whitney said he 
would go with him : Tod seemed undecided what he should do. 
Mrs Todhetley read to them the contents of her letter — which 
was from Mary Blair. 

‘‘I shall go for a walk,” amioimcod Helen, when the rest had 
dispersed. ‘ ‘ Come and get your things on, Anna ” 

“But I don’t care to go out,” said Anna. “It is a very dis- 
agreeable day. And I meant to help Mrs. Todhetley with the 
frock she is making for Lena.” 

“You can help her when you come back. I am not going 
through that Crabb Ha vine by myself. ” 

“ Through Crabb Ravine ! ” 

“Yes. I want to go to Timbordale.” 

It never occurred to Anna that the errand to Timberdalo 
could have any connection with the morning’s mishap. She put 
her things on without more ado — Helen always domineered over 
her, just as Tod did over me — and the two girls went out 
Jiogethcr. 

“Halloa!”' cried Tod, who was standing by the pigeon- 
chouse. “ Where are you off to ? ” 

“Timberdale,” replied Helen. And Tod turned and walked 
with them. 

They vrero well through the Ravine, and close on to the 
entrance of Timberdalo, before Helen said a word of what she 
had in her mind. Pulling the burnt envelope and the letter out 
then, she showed them to Tod. 

“ Wlint do you think of thht for a piece of carelessness ^ ” she 
aski'd * and forthwith told Inm the whole story. Tod, hasty^ 
and impulsive, took the matter up as warmly as she had done, 



184 


JOHNNY LUDLOW. 


“Lee ouglit to be reported for this — and punished. There 
might have been a bank-note in the letter.” 

“ Of course there might,” assented Helen. “And for Johnny 
Ludlow to want to excuse him, and ask me to hush it up ! ” 

“Just like Johnny! In such things he is an out-and-out 
muff. How would the world go on, I wonder, if Johnny 
ruled it You ought to have shown it to the Squire at once, 
Helen.” 

“So I should but for Johnny and Anna. As they had asked 
me not to, I did not quite like to fly in their faces. But I am 
going to show it to your postmaster at Timberdaie. ” 

“Oh, Helen involuntarily breathed Anna. And Tod 
looked up. 

“Don’t mind her,” said Helen. “She and Johnny are just 
alike— making excuses for every one. Rymer the chemist is 
postmaster, is he not ? ” 

“Rymer’s dead — don^t you remember that, Helen? Before 
he died, he gave up the post-office business. Salmon, the grocer 
opposite, took to it.” 

This Salmon was brother to the Salmon (grocer and draper) at 
South Crabb. Both were long-headed men, and flourishing 
tradesmen in their small way. 

“Poor old Lee 1 ” cried Tod, with a shade of pity. “He is 
too ailing and feeble ; we have often said it. But of course he 
must be taught not to set fire to the letters.’* 

Anna’s eyelashes were wet. “ Suppose, by your complaining, 
you should get him turned out of his post ? ” she suggested, vhth 
the timid deference she might have observed to a royal duke— ^ 
but in the presence of those two she always lost her couragf 
Tod answered her gently. When he was gentle to any one, iy 
was to her. 

“No fear of that, Anna. Salmon will blow old Lee up, and 
there’ll be an end of it. Whose letter was it, Helen ? ” 

“It was from Mr. Leafchild— about our schools,” answered 
Helen, turning her face away that he might not see its sudden 
rush of colour. c 

Well, they made their complaint to Salmon ; who was» properly 
indignant and said he would look into it, Tod putting in a word 
for the offender, Lee. “ We don’t \TWt hin^ reported to 
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quarters, or anything of that kind, you know, Salmon. Just 
give him a reprimand, and warn him to be cautious in future.” 

‘‘I’ll see to him, sir,” nodded Salmon. 

(The final result of the burning of this letter of Helen Whit- 
ney’s, and of another person’s letter that got burnt later, was 
recorded in the last Series, in a paper called “Lee the Letter- 
Man.” 

It may be as well to remind the reader that these stories told 
by “Johnny Ludlow” are not always placed consecutively as 
regards the time of their occurrence, but go backwards or for- 
wards indiscriminately.) 

Being so near, Helen and Anna thought they would call on 
Herbert Taneiton and Grace at the Rectory ; next, they just 
looked in at Timberdale Court— Robert Ashton’s. Altogether, 
what with one delay and another, they arrived at home when 
lunch was nearly over. And who should be sitting there, but 
Sir John Whitney ! He had come over unexpectedly to pass an 
hour or two. 

Helen Whitney was very clever in her way : but she was apt 
to be forgetful at times, as all the rest of us are. One thing she 
had totally and entirely forgotten to-day— and that was to ask 
Tod not to speak of the letter. So that when the Squii'e assailed 
them with reproaches for being late. Tod, unconscious that he 
was doing wrong, blurted out the truth. A letter from Mr. 
Leafchild to Helen had been partly burnt by old Lee, and they 
had been to Timberdale to complain to Salmon. 

A letter from Leafchild to Helen ! ” cried Sir John. ‘ That 
, 4 Tiust be a mistake. Leafchild would not presume to write to 
Helen.” 

' . She grew white as snow. Sir John had turned from the table 
to face her, and she dared not run away. The Squire was staring 
and frowning at the news of old Lee’s sin, denouncing him hotly, 
and demanding to see the letter. 

“Yes, where is this letter?” asked Sir John. “Let me see 
it, Helen.’* 

“It — it was about the schools, papa.” 

“ About, the schools ! Like his impudence ! What have you 
to do with the schools ? Give me the letter.” 

“ My gracious me, burn a letter 1” cried the Squire. “Le© 
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must be in his dotage. The lettex’, my dear, the letter ; we must 
see it.” 

Between them both, Helen was in a corner. She niiirlit have 
been capable of telling a white fib and sayiiiir sh“ Iiaii tlio 
letter, rather than let her father see it. Aniiri, who knew she 
had it in her pocket, went for nobody ; but Tod knew it also. 
Tod suspecting no complications, was holding out his hand for 
her to produce it. With trembling lips, and fingers that shook 
in terror, she slowly drew it forth. Sir John took the letter 
from her, the Squire caught hold of the burnt envelope. 

There was not a friendly hole in the floor for Helen to drop 
through. She escaped by the door to hide herself and her hot 
cheeks. For this was neither more nor loss than a love-letter 
from the curate, and Sir John had taken it to the window to 
road it in the stronger light. 

Bless my heart and mind ! ” cried ho when he had mastered 
its contents, just such an exclamation as the Squire would have 
made. “He — he — I believe the fellow moans to make love to 
her ! What a false-hearted parson he must be ! Come here, 
Todhetley. ” 

To see the two old heads poring over the letter together 
through their spectacles was something good. Tod said, when ho 
told me all this later. It was just a love-letter and nothing less, 
but without a word of love in it. But not a bnd love-letter of 
its kind ; rather a sensible one. After telling Helen about the 
tracasserie in the parish school (which must have afforded liim 
just the excuse for writing that he may have wanted), the ciunfc 
went on to say a little bit about their mutual “ friendship,” and", 
finished up by begging Helen to allow him to speak to Sir Join 
and Lady Whitney, for he could not hear to think that by kccpiimC 
silent they were deceiving them. “As honourable a letter'm 
its way as you could wish to hear read,” observed Tod ; for Sir 
John and the Squire had read it aloud between them for the 
benefit of he dining-room. 

“This comes of having grown-up daughters,” bewailed poor 
Sir John. “Leafchild ought to be put in the pillory. And 
where's Helen got to ? Where is that audacious girl ? • 

Poor Helen caught it hot and strong— Sir John demanding 
of her, for one thing, whether she had not had enough of eu- 
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couraging disreputable young sparljs with that Richard 
Poor Helen sobbed and hid her head, and finally took cou^^ 
to say that Mr. Leafchild was a saint on earth — ^not to be as 
much as named in the same sentence with Richard Foliott. 
And when I got home at night, everybody, from Helen down- 
wards, was in the dumps, and Sir John had gone home to make 
mincemeat of the curate. 

Buttermead -was one of those straggling parishes that are often 
found in rural districts. Whitney Hall was situated in it, also 
the small village of Whitney, also that famous school of ours. 
Dr. Frost’s, and there w^as a sprinkling of other good houses. 
Some farm homesteads lay scattered about ; and the village 
boasted of a street and a half. 

The incumbent of Buttermead, or Whitney, was the Reverend 
Matthew Singleton : his present curate was Charles Leafchild. 
Mr. Leafchild, though eight-and-twenty years of age, was only 
now ordained deacon, and this year was his first in the ministry. 
At eighteen he had gone cut to the West Indies, a post having 
been found for him there. He did not go by choice. Being a 
steady-minded young fellow, religiously inclined, he had always 
wished to be a parson ; but his father, Dr. Leafchild, a great 
light among Church dignitaries, and canon residentiary of a 
cathedral in the North, had set his face against the wish. The 
eldest son was a clergyman, and of his preferment Dr. Leafchild 
could take tolerable care, but he did not know that he could do 
much in that "way for his younger sons, and so Charles’s hopes 
liad to go to the wall. Si>iritual earnestness, however, at length 
/jade itself heard within him to some purpose ; and he resolved, 

I come what might, that he would quit money-making for piety. 
”^The West Indian climate did not agree with him ; he had to 
leave it for home, and then it was that he made the change. 
‘‘You would have been rich in time had you stuck to your post,” 
remonstrated the Reverend Doctor to him : “now you may be 
nothing but a curate all your life.” “True, father,” was the 
answer, “but I shall hope to do my duty as one.” So Charles 
Leafchild made liimst'lf into a parson, ^nd here he was at Butter- 
mead, reading tli rough Ins fifst year, partially tabooed by his 
family, and especially by that fioiirishing divine, tlio head of it. 

He wau a good-looking young man, as men go. Rather tali 
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than not, with a pale, calm face, brown hair that ho wore long, 
and mild brown eyes that had no end of earnestness in their 
depths. A more seK-deiiying man could not be found ; though 
as a rule young men are not famous for great self-denial. The 
small stipend given by Mr. Singleton had to suffice for all his 
wants. Leafchild had never said what this stipend was ; except 
that he admitted one day it was not more than seventy pounds : 
how much less than that, he did not state. 

Just a few roods out of the village stood a small dwelling called 
Marigold Cottage. A tidy woman named Bean lived in it with 
her two daughters, one of whom was the paid mistress of the 
national girls’-school. Mr. Leafchild lodged here, as the late 
curate had before him, occupying the spare sitting-room and 
bedroom. And if Mrs. Bean was to be believed — and she had 
been a veracious woman all her life — three days out of the seven, 
at least, Mr. Leafchild went without meat at his dinner, having 
given it away to some sick or poor creature, who wanted it, he 
considered, more than he did. A self-denying, earnest, gentle- 
miiided man ; that’s what he was ; and perhaps it may be 
forgiven to Helen Whitney that she fell in love with him. 

Wlien Helen went home from London, carrying with her the 
mortification that came of her interrupted marriage and Captain 
Boliott’s delinquency, she began to do what she had never done 
in her life before, busy herself a little in the parish : perhaps as 
a safety-valve to carry off her superfluous anger. The curate 
was a middle-aged man with a middle-aged wife and two babies, 
and Helen had no scrujde in going about with him, here, thero, 
and everywhere. To the schools, to the church, to practise th»^ 
boys, to visit the poor, went she. But when in a few month? 
that curate’s heart was made glad by a living — two hundred 
a-year and five-roomed Yicarage— and Mr. Leafchild cafnein 
his place, it was a little different. She did not run about with 
the new curate as she had with the old, but she did see a good 
deal of him, and he of her. The result was they fell in love 
with one another. For the first time in her life the uncertain 
god, Cupid, had pierced* the somewhat invulnerable heart of 
Helen Whitney. ^ • 

But now, could anything be so inappropriate, or look more 
Jiopelessl Charles I^eafo]n|d, p.A., cvirt^te of ButtornieiHl, 
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J^Dsitively only yet reading for his full title, scantily paid, no 
prospect of anything better, lacking pati’onage ; and Miss Helen 
Whitney, daughter of Sir John Whitney, baronet ! Looking 
at it from a practical point of view, it seemed that he might 
just as well have expected to woo and wed one of the stars in 
the sky. 

On the bleak February morning that followed Helen’s expedi- 
tion to Timberdale, Mr. Leafchild came down from his chamber 
and entered his sitting-room. The fire, a small one, for Mrs. 
Bean had received a general caution to be sparing of his coal, 
burnt brightly in the grate. He stood over it for a minute or 
two, rubbing his slender hands at the blaze : since he left the 
West Indies he had felt the cold more keenly than formerly. 
Then he turned to the breakfast-table, and saw upon it, a small 
portion of cold neck of mutton, an uncut loaf, and a pat of 
butter. His tea stood there, already made. 

If I leave the meat, it will do for dinner,” he thought : and 
proceeded to make his meal of bread-and-butter. Letty Bean, 
who chiefly waited on him, came in. 

A letter for you, sir,” she said, handing him a note. 

He took it, looked at the handwriting, which was thick and 
sprawly and not familiar to him, and laid it beside his plate. 

“Sir John Whitney’s footman brought it, sir,” continued 
Letty, volunteering the information : and a hot colour flushed 
the curate’s face as he heard it. He opened it then. Short and 
per^ptory, it merely requested the Reverend Charles Leafchild 
t(>/call upon Sir John Whitney that morning at Whitney Hall. 

“Is the man waiting for an answer, Letty ? ” 

“ Ko, sir. He went away as soon as he gave it me.” 

■ ^ Mr. Leafchild half suspected what had occurred— that Sir 
John must, in some way, have become acquainted with the state 
of aifairs. He judged so by the cold, haughty tone of the note ; 
hitherto Sir John had always shown himself friendly. Far from 
being put out, Mr. Leafchild hoped it was so, and went on with 
his breakfast. 

Another interruption. Mrs. Bean this time. She wore a mob 
cap and had lost her teeth. ♦ 

“Here’s that tipsy Jones come to the door, sir. He says you 
told Mm to come.” 
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‘‘Ah yes, 1 did , let him come in,” said the curate. “Is he 
tipsy this morning ” 

“ No, sir, only shaky. And what shall I order you for dunier, 
sir, to-day I may as well ask, as I am here. ” 

“That will do,” he answered, pointing to the cold meat. 
“And please mash the potatoes.” 

Jones came in. The man was not an incorrigibly bad doer, 
but weak and irresolute. If he worked two days, he idled and 
drank three, and his wife and children suffered. Mr. Leafchild, 
who felt more sorrow for him than anger, invited him to a seat 
by the fire, and talked to him long and persuasively, almost as 
one brother might talk to another, and gave him a hot cup of 
tea. Jones went aAvay great in promises and penitence : and 
about eleven o’clock the curate betook himself to the Hall. 

Of all men living, the Squire perhaps excepted, Sir John was 
about the worst to carry out any troublesome negotiation. He 
was good-hearted, irresolute, and quick-tempered. 

"When Mr. Leafchild was shown in, Sir John utterly forgot ^ 
certain speeches he had conned over in his mind, broke down, 
went into a passion, and told the curate he was a designing, 
impudent villain. 

Though his love for Helen, and that was intense, caused him 
to feel somewhat agitated in the presence of Helen’s father, Mr. 
Leafchild’s manner was quiet and calm, a very contrast to that 
of Sir John. After a little while, when the baronet had talked 
himself cool, Mr. Leafchild entered into a history of the affair : 
telling how he and Miss Whitney had met without any intention 
of any kind, except of that which might be connected with tiic 
parish interests, and how with as little intention, a mutual likin 
— nay, a love — had sprung up. j 

“Yes, that’s all very fine,” said Sir John, shuffling about/ffi 
steel spectacles that were perched on his old rod nose. “You 
knew she was my daughter ; you knew well what you were 
about.” 

The young man reddened at the reproach. 

“Sir, indeed you misjiidge me. I never thought of such a 
thing as falling in love with Mirs Whitney until thp love had 
come. Had she been the .most obscure of young women, it 
would have been all the same.” 
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'^^Tlicn yon arc an idiot for your i>ainB,” retorted Sir John. 
“Why, gooduoas gracious lue ! have you not one single atom 
of coininou sense ? Can’t you see how unfitting it is ? ” 

“My family is a very good one ; in point of fact, as good as 
yours, Sir John— if you will jiardon me for saying so thus 
pointedly,” urged the curate in his gentle voice. “And 
though ” 

“Oh, bother!” interrupted Sir John, having no counter 
argument particularly at hand. “ That goes for nothing. What 
are your prospects ^ ” 

“ They are not great. Perhaps I ought to say that I have no 
prospects as yet. But, sir ” 

“ Now come 1 that’s honest. No prospects ! And yet you 
must go making love to my daughter.” 

“I have not done that, sir, m one sense — ‘made love.’ 
Hardly a w'ord, I think, has passed between myself and Miss 
Whitney that you might not have heard. But we have, not- 
withstanding, been fully aware of the state of each other’s 
heart ” 

“The state of each other’s fiddlestick,” spluttered Sir John. 
“A nice pair of you, I must say I And pray, what did you 
think it would come to ^ ” 

“ What Miss Whitney may have thought I have not presumed 
to ask. For myself, I confess I am cherishing hopes for the 
future. It is some little time now since I have been wishing to 
speaji-^o you, Sir John * and I intended, if you were so kind as 
nc^to entirely reject me, to wiite to my father, Dr. Leaf child, 
lay the whole case before him. I think he can help me 
Uer if he will ; and I certainly believe he will be only too glad 
-sO do it.” 

' fielp you to what ? ” 

“ To a living.” 

“And, bless my heart and mind, how long do you suppose 
you might have to wait ? A dozen years. Twenty years, for all 
you know. The curate who was here before you, poor Bell, 
had been waiting more than twenty years for one. It came to 
him last year, and ho was fort^-seven years old.” 

Mr. Loatchild could say nothing to this. 

“And a fine living it is, now he has it ! ” went on Sir John, 
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no, sir : Helen Whitney cannot he dragged into that kind 
of fate.” 

‘‘ I should be the last to drag her, or wish to drag her into it. 
Believe that, Sir John. But, if I had a good living given to mo, 
then I should like her to share it. And I think that my father 
would perhaps allow me some private means also, for Helen’s 
sake. He has money, and could do it. ” 

“But all those fancies and notions are just so many vapours, 
clouds up in the sky, and no better, don’t y6u see ! You young 
men are sanguine and foolish ; you lose sight of facts in fallacies. 
We must look at what is, not at what might be. Why, you are 
not yet even a priest ! ” 

“No. I shall be ordained to that in a few months’ time.” 

“And then, I suppose, you will either remain here, or get 
a curacy elsewhere. And your income will be that of a curate 
— a hundred pounds a-year, all told. Some curates get but 
fifty.” 

“ True. We are poorly paid.” 

“ And tliat may go on till you are forty or fifty years of age ! 
And yet, in the face of it, you ask me to let you have my 
daughter. Now, Mr. Leaf child, you are either a simpleton 
yourself, or you must think I am one,” added Sir John, rising 
to end the interview, which had been to him one of thorough 
discomfort. “And I’m sure I hope you’ll pick up a little 
common sense, young man, and I shall order Miss Helen to pick 
some up too. There, that’s all. ” 

“I trust you are not angry with me, sir,” said the curate 
mildly, for Sir John was holding out his hand to be shaken. \ 

“ Well, yes, I am. Anytliing like this causes one such wo 
you know. I’m sure I and my wife have had no sleep all nigi^ 
You must not tliink any more of Helen. And now g^- 
morning. ” 

As Mr. Leafchild walked back to his lodgings at Dame Bean’s, 
his hopes seemed to be about as dull as the wintry sky on which 
his nice brown eyes were fixed. His whole happiness, socially 
speaking, lay in Helen ; fiers lay with him ; but only separation 
seemed to be looming in the air.c Suddenly, when I^e was close 
to Marigold Cottage, a little rift broke in the leaden clouds, and 
a bit of pale blue sky shone forth. 
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“I will take that as an omen for good ; pray God it may be 
so ’ ” spoke the curate gladly and reverently, as he hfted his 
hat. ‘‘ And — come what may, m storm and in tempest, God is 
over all.” 

Helen went home in the dumps and to sundry edifying 
lectures. An embargo was laid on her parish work, and she 
only saw the curate at church. One month, two months passed 
over thus, and she grew pale and thin. Sir John was cross, 
Lady Whitney uncomfortable ; they were both simple-minded 
people, caring more for their children’s happiness than for their 
grandeur. The former told the Squire in confidence that if the 
young fellow could get a decent living, he was not sure but he’d 
give in, and that he liked him ten thousand times better than he 
had ever liked that Fohott. 

They met one day by accident. Helen was out moping in the 
long broad walk ; which was beginning to be shady now, for May 
was all but in, and the trees were putting on their foliage. At 
the end of it she came to a standstill, leaning on the gate. The 
waters of the lake, out yonder, were blue as the unruffled sky. 
With a faint cry, she started aside, for Charles Leafchild stood 
before her. 

Being a parson, and tacitly on honour to Sir John, he might 
have been expected to pass on his way without stopping ; but 
Helen’s hand was already stretched out over the gate. He 
could but shake it. 

“ You are not looking well,” he said after a moment’s silence. 
‘‘ j^.m sorry to sec it.” 

jp^'liat with his unexpected presence, and what with her 
find s general discomfort, Helen burst into tears. Mr. Leaf- 
Jaid kept her hand in his. 

“T have a bad headache to-day,” said Helen, by way of 
excuse for her tears. “ It has been gloomy weather lately.” 

^‘Gloomy within and without,” he assented, giving a meaning 
to her words that she had not meant to imply “ But in every 
cloud, you know, however dark it may be, there is always a 
silver lining.” . 

‘‘We can’t always see it,” returned Helen, drying her tears. 

“No; we very often cannot. But we may trust that it is 
there— and be patient.” 

Johnny LuJlaw.— III. 13 
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“I think it sometimes happens that we never see it— that all 
is gloomy to the end, the end of life. What then ? ’ 

‘ ‘ Then we may be sure that it is best for us it should be so. 
God directs all things. ’’ 

Helen sighed : she had not learnt the love and faith and sub- 
mission that made up the sum of Mr. Leafchild’s life, bringing 
into it so strange a peace. 

‘‘Is it true that you are going to leave ^ ” she asked. “We 
heard it mentioned. ” 

“ Yes : when I shall be fully ordained. Mr. Singleton has to 
take his nephew. It was an old promise — that he should come 
to him for his first year, just as I have. I think I shall go to 
Worcester.” 

“To Worcester?” 

“I have been offered a curacy there by one of the minor 
canons whose living is in the town, and I feel inclined to take 
it. The parish is large and has a good many of the very poor 
in it ” 

Helen made a face. “ But would you like that ? You might 
be frightfully overworked.” 

“ It is what I should like. As to the work — it is done for our 
Master.” 

He shook hands with her again, and left, the cheery smile still 
on his face, the thoughtful light m his steadfast eyes. And 
never a word of love, you see, had passed. 

It was, I take it, about a fortnight after this, that there went 
waUang one afternoon to Whitney Hall, a tall, portly, defiant- 
looking gentleman in gold-rimmed spectacles and a laced-i^> 
clerical hat. By the way he turned his head here and therej 
and threw his shoulders about as he strode along, you migh? 
have taken him for a bishop at least, instead of a canon— Jbm 
canons in those days were a great deal more self-important than 
bishops are in these. It was the Reverend Dr. Leafchild. A real 
canon was he, a great man in his own cathedral, and growing 
rich on his share of its substantial revenues : your honorary 
canons with their empty title and non-stipends had not sprung 
into fashion then. In hfs pompous manner, and he had been 
born pompous, Dr. Leafchild asked to see Sir John Whitney. 

After Mr. Leafchild’s interview with Sir John in February, he 
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had written to his father and told him all about it, asking him 
whether he thought he could not help him later to a living, so 
that he might have a chance of winning Helen. But for Helen’s 
being a baronet’s daughter and the connection one that even the 
canon might be proud of, he would have turned a deaf ear : as 
it was, he listened. But Dr. Leafchild never did things in a 
hurry ; and after some correspondence with his son (and a great 
deal of grumblmg, meant for his good), he had now come into 
Worcestershire for .the purpose of talking over the affair with 
Sir John. 

The upshot was, that Sir John gave in, and sanctioned the 
engagement. There was an excellent living somewhere down in 
the North — eight hundred pounds a-year, a handsome house, 
and some land — the next presentation to which the canon could 
command. He had intended it for his eldest son ; but he, by 
some lucky chance, had just obtained a better preferment, and 
the doctor could promise it to Charles. The present incumbent 
was old and ailing , therefore, in all probability, it would veiy 
speedily fall in. The canon added that he might settle on the 
young people a small sum at their marriage, say a hundred a- 
year, or so ; and he also hinted that Charles might stand a 
chance of better preferment later — say a snug canonry. So Sir 
John shook hands heartily upon the bargain, invited the canon 
to stay dinner, and sent for Charles. 

For the next six weeks who so happy as the curate, and 
Helen ? They came over to us at Dyke Manor (for we had gone 
bfw5k there) for a day or two, and we learnt to like him with our 
’*fI|.ole hearts. What a good, earnest, warm-natured man he was : 
aiid oh, how unselfish ! 

I remember one evening in particular when they were out 
blether, pacing the field-path. Helen had his arm, and he was 
talking to her in what seemed an uncommonly solemn manner : 
for his hand was lifted now and then in earnestness, and both 
were gazing upwards. It was a beautiful sky : the sun had set 
in splendour, leaving crimson and gold clouds behind it, the 
evening star twinkled in the deepening canopy. Mrs. Todhetley 
sent me to them. A poor woman had come up for broth for her 
sick son, ©ne of our labourers. She was in great distress : a 
change had taken place in him for the worse, he was calling for 
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the clergyman to come to him before he died * but Mr. Holland 
was out that evening — gone to Evesham. 

“Johnny, I~I think Mr. Leafohild would go,” said the 
mater. “Do you mind asking him *2 ” 

Hardly any need to ask. At the first word ho was hastening 
to tlie woman and walking away with her. Helen’s eyes, gazing 
at the sky still, were wet with tears. 

“ Is it not beautiful, Johnny ? ” 

“Yery.” It was a glorious sunset. 

“ But I never saw it as I see it now. Ho is teaching me many 
things. I cannot hope to be ever as he is, Johnny, not half as 
good ; but I think m time he will make me a little like him.” 

“ You have a happy life before you.” 

“ Yes — I hope so,” she said hesitatingly. “ But sometimes a 
feeling makes itself hoard within me — that ruie who is so entirely 
fitted for the next world may not long be left in this.” 


II. 

It was autumn weather — October. A lot of us were steaming 
over to Worcester in the tram. Miss Whitney from Chcdteiiham, 
and a friend of hers — a maiden lady as ancient as herself, one 
Miss Conaway, of Devonshire — were staying at the Hall. Miss 
Conaway did not know Worcester, and was now being taken to 
see it— especially the cathedral. Lady Whitney, Helen, Anna, 
and I made up the party, and we filled the carriage. My being 
with them arose from chance * I had come over accidentally thati 
morning to Whitney Hail. Of course Helen hoped to see some- 
thing besides the cathedral— her curate. For in June Mr. 
Leafcliild, then in priest’s orders, entered on his new curacy 
Worcester, there to stay until the expected living should fall in. 

“How h he?” I asked Helen, bending over the arm of the 
scat that divided us. 

“Working himself to death,” she whispered back to me, her 
tone a cross one. 

“He said he was glad lliere wpuld be plenty of work, you 
know. And it is a large parish. ” ^ 

“But he need not let it put evenjthitvj else out of his head.” 
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“ Meaning you ^ ” 

“ I have not heard from him for more than a week. Papa had 
a letter from Dr. Leafchild this morning. He said m it that 
Charles, when he last wrote, complained of being poorly.” 

‘‘ A great many curates do get very overtaxed.” 

‘‘Oh, and what do you think'?” went on Helen. “Ho is 
actually beginning to have scruples about taking that living, on 
the score that there’ll be hardly any work to do.” 

“ But — he Will take it ! ” 

“Yes, I suppose he luill, because of me ; but it will go against 
the gram, I fancy. I do think one may have too strict a con- 
science.” 

It was past one o’clock when we reached Worcester. Lady 
Whitney complained in the train of having started too late. 
First of all there was luncheon to be taken at the Star : that 
brought it to past two. Then various other things had to be 
done : see the cathedral, and stay the afternoon service, go over 
the china works at Diglis, and buy a bundle of articles at the 
linen-draper’s. All these duties over, they meant to invade Mr. 
Lcafchild’s lodgings in Paradise Bow. 

They took the draper’s to begin with, the whole of them 
trooping in, one after another, like sheep into a pen : and I vow 
that they only came out again when the bell was going for three- 
o’clock service. Helen was not in a genial mood : at this rate 
there would not be much time left for visiting the curate. 

/‘It was Aunt Ann’s fault,” she grumbled to me — “and 
>hamma’s. They were a good half-hour looking at the stuff for 
'^the children’s winter frocks Aunt Ann maintained that cash- 
mere was best, mamma held to merino. All the shelves they 
had taken down ! I would not be a linen-draper’s shopman for 
the world.” 

Just in time, were we, to get into our seats before the pro- 
cession of clergy and choristers came in. The chanter that 
afternoon was Mr. Leafcbild’s rector * I knew him to speak to. 
But there’s no space to linger upon details. 

A small knot of people, ourselves and others, had collected in 
the transept after service, wfiiting for one of the old bedesmen 
to do the honours of the cathedral, when the chanter came down 
the steps of the south aisle, after disrobing in the vestry. 
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Do you know who he is ? ” I said to Helen, who was standing 
with me a httle apart. 

'‘No— how should I know? Except that he must be one of 
the minor canons.” 

“ He is Mr. Leaf child’s rector.” 

" Is he?” she eagerly cried, the colour coming into her face. 
And just then he chanced to look our way, and nodded to me. 

I went up to him to speak. 

"This is a terrible thing about Leafchild,” ho exclaimed in a 
minute or two. 

" What is it ? ” I asked, my breath stopping. 

Helen, who had slowly paced after me on the white flags, stood 
stock still and turned as pale as you please. 

"Have you not heard of his illness? Perhaps not, though : 
it has been so sudden. A few days ago he was apparently as 
well as I am now. But it was only last night that the doctors 
began to apprehend danger. 

" Is it fever ? ” 

"Yes. A sp:cies of typhoid, I believe. Whether caught in 
his ministrations or not, I don’t know. Though I suppose it 
must have been. He is lying at his lodgings in Paradise Row. 
Leafchild has not seemed in good condition lately,” continued 
the clergyman. " He is most unremitting in his work, fags himself 
from morning till night, and live^ anyhow : so perhaps he was 
not fortified to resist the attack of an enemy. He is very ill ; 
and since last night he has been unconscious.” 

"He is dangerously ill, did you say?” spoke poor Helen.! 
biting her lips to hide their tremor. 

"Almost more than dangerous: I fear there is little hoiie 
left,” he answered, never of course suspecting who Helen w^{5*^ 
" Good-afternoon.” 

She followed him with her eyes as he turned to the cloister- 
door : and then moved away towards the north entrance, looking 
as one dazed. 

' ' Helen, where are you going ? ” 

"To see him.” 

"Oh, but it won’t do. It won’t^ indeed, Helen.” 

" J am going to see she answered, in her most wilful 

'uone. " Don’t you hear that he is dying ? I know he is ; I feel 
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it instinctively as a sure and certain fact. If you have a spark 
of goodness you’ll come with me, J ohnny Ludlow. It’s all the 
same — whether you do or not.” 

I looked around for our party. They had disappeared up the 
other aisle under convoy of the bedesman, leaving Helen and 
myself to follow at our leisure ; or perhaps not noticing our 
absence. Helen, marching away with quick steps, passed out at 
the grand entrance^. 

“It is not safe for you to go, Helen,” I remonstrated, as we 
went round the graveyard and so up High Street. “You 
would catch the fever from him.” 

“ J shall catch no fever.” 

“He caught it.” 

“I wish you’d be quiet. Can’t you see what I am suffer- 
ing? 

The sweetest sight to me just then would have been Lady 
Whitney, or any one else holding authority over Helen. I 
seemed responsible for any lU that might ensue : and yet, what 
could I do ? 

“Helen, pray listen to a word of reason! See the position 
you put me in. A fever is not a light thing to risk. ” 

“1 don’t believe that typhoid fever is catching. He did not 
say typhus,” 

“Of course it’s catching.” 

“ Are you afraid of it ? ” 

“I don’t know that I am afraid. But I should not run into 
At by choice. And I’m sure you ought not to.” 

We were just then passing that large druggist’s shop that the 
Squire always called Featherstonhaugh’s — ^just because Mr. 
Featherstonhaugh once kept it, Helen darted across the street 
and into it. 

“A pound of camphor,” said she, to the young man behind 
the right-hand counter. 

“ A pound of camphor ! ” he echoed. “ Did you say a jpou7id, 
ma’am ? ” 

“ Is it too much ? ” asked Helen. • “I want some to put about 
me : 1 ajn going to see some one who is ill.” 

It ended in his giving her two ounces. As we left the shop 
she handed part of it to me, stowing the rest about herself. 
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And whether it was thanks to the camphor, 1 don t know, but 
neither of us took any harm. 

“There. You can’t grumble now, Johnny Ludlow.” 

Paradise Row, as every one knows, is right at the other end 
of the town, past the Ty thing. We had nearly reached the 
house when a gentleman, who looked like a doctor, came out 
of it. 

“I beg your pardon,” said Helen, accosting him as he mot us, 
and coughing to hide her agitation, “ but we* think — seeing you 
come out of the house — that you may be attending Mr. Leafchild. 
Is he better ? ” 

The doctor looked at us both, and shook his head as he 
answered — 

“ Better in one sense of the word, in so far as that he is now 
conscious ; worse in another. He is sinking fast.” 

A tremor shook Helen from head to foot. She turned away 
to hide it. I spoke. 

“ Do you mean — dying 1 ” 

“I fear so.” 

“Are his friends with him^” 

“ Not any of them. His father was sent to yesterday, but he 
has not yet come. We did not write before, not having antici- 
pated danger. ” 

“Why don’t they have Henry Carden to him ? ” cried Helen 
in passionate agitation as the doctor walked away. “ He could 
have cured him. ” 

“No, no, Helen; don’t think that. Other men are just 
clever as Henry Carden. They have only one treatment for-' 
fever.” 

A servant-girl answered the door, and asked us into the 
parlour. She took us for the relations from the north. Mr^^ 
Leafchild was lying in a room near — a comfortable bed-chamber. 
Three doctors were attending him, •she said ; but just now the 
nurse was alone with him. Would we like to go in ? she added : 
we had been expected all day. 

“Come with me, Johnny,” whispered Helen. 

He was lying in bed, wbite an^ still, his eyes wide open. 
The nurse, a stout old woman in light print gown and full white 
apron, stood at a round table in the corner, noiselessly washing 
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a wine-glass. She turned her head, curtsied, and hustled out of 
the room. 

But wasn’t ho weak, as his poor thin hands clasped Helen’s I 
His voice was hollow as he tried to speak to her. The bitter 
tears, running down her cheeks, were drojiping on to the bed- 
clothes. 

“You should not have come,” he managed to say. “My 
love, my love ! ” 

“Is there no hopb ? ” she sobbed. “ Oh, Charles, is there no 
hope ” 

‘ ‘ May God soothe it to you ! May He have you always in 
His good keeping ! ” 

^ ‘ And is it no trouble to you to die ? ” she went on, reproach 
in her anguished tone. “Have you no regret for the world, 
and — and for those you leave behind ? ” 

“ It is God’s will,” he breathed. “ To myself it is no trouble, 
for He has mercifully taken the trouble from me. I regret you, 
my Helen, I regret the world. Or, rather, I should regret it, 
but that I know I am going to one brighter and better. You 
will come to me there, my dear one, and we shall live together 
for ever.” 

Helen knelt down by the bed ; he was lying close on the edge 
of it ; and laid her wet face against his. He held her to him for 
a moment, kissed her fervently, and then motioned to me to 
take her away. 

“For your own sake, my dear,” he whispered. “You are in 
danger here. Give my dear love to them all.” 

J' Helen just waved her hand back at me, as much as to say, 
•Don’t 2 / 0 It interfere. But at that moment the fat old nurse 
'^!J)ustled in again, with the announcement that two of the doctors 
,x.nd Mr. Leafchild’s rector were crossing the road. That aroused 
Helen. 

One minute’s close embrace, her tears bedewing his dying 
cheeks, one lingering hand-clasp of jiain, and they parted. 
Parted for all time. But not for eternity. 

“ God be with you ever ! ” he breathed, giving her his solemn 
blessing. “Farewell, dear Johnny Ludlow ! ” 

“I am *so sorry I If you could but get well 1 ” I cried, my 
eyes not much dryer than Helen’s, 
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shall soon be well ; soon/’ he answered with a sweet faint 
smile, his feeble clasp releasing my hand, which he had taken. 
“But not here. Fare you well.” 

Helen hid herself in a turn of the passage till the doctors had 
gone in, and then we walked down the street together, she 
crying softly. Just opposite Salt Lane, a fly passed at a gallop. 
Dr. Leafchild sat in it muffled in coats, a cloud of sorrow on his 
generally pompous face. 

And that was the abrupt end of poor Charles Leafchild, for 
he died at midnight, full of peace. God’s ways are not as our 
ways ; or we might feel tempted to ask why so good and useful 
a servant should have been taken. 

And so, you perceive, there was another marriage of Helen 
Whitney frustrated. Fortune seemed to be against her. 
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The shop was not at all in a good part of Evesham. The street 
was narrow and dirty, the shop the same. Over the door might 
be seen written “Tobias Jellico, Linen-draper and Huckster.’* 
One Monday— which is market-day at Evesham, as the world 
knows — in going past it with Tod and little Hugh, the child 
trod on his bootlace and broke it, and we turned in to get 
another. It was a stuffy shop, filled with bundles as well as 
wares, and behind the counter stood Mr. Jellico himself, a good- 
looking, dark man of forty, with deep-set blue eyes, that seemed 
to meet at the nose, so close were they together. 

The lace was a penny, he said, and Tod laid down sixpence. 
Jellico handed the sixpence to a younger man who was serving 
lower down, and began showing us aU kinds of articles — neckties, 
handkerchiefs, fishing-lines, cigar-lights, for he seemed to deal 
in varieties. Hugh had put in his bootlace, but we could not 
get away. 

“I tell you we don’t want anything of this,” said Tod, in his 
^aughty way, for the persistent fellow had tired him out. “Give 
-j^ie my change. ’ 

, The other man brought the change wrapped up in paper, and 
we went on to the inn. Tod had ordered the pony to be put in 
the chaise, and it stood ready in the yard. J ust then a white- 
haired, feeble old man came into the yard, and begged. Tod 
opened the paper of half-pence. 

“ The miserable cheat,” he called out, “ If you’ll believe me, 
Johnny, that fellow has only given me fourpence in change. If 
I had time* I’d go back to him. Sam, do you know anything of 
one Jellico, who keeps a fancy shop ? ” asked he of the ostler. 

“ A fancy shop, sir ? ” echoed Sam, considering. 
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Soils calico aacl lucifer-matclies. ” 

“Oh, I know Mr. Jellico ! ” broke forth Sam, his recollection 
coming to him. “He has got a cousin with him, sir.” 

“No doubt. It was the cousin that cheated me. Mistakes 
are mistakes, and the best of us are liable to them ; but if that 
Was a mistake, 111 eat the lot.” 

‘ ‘ It’s as much of a leavmg-shop as a draper’s, sir. Leastways, 
it’s said that women can take things in and borrow money on 
them.” 

“Oh ! ” said Tod. “ Borrow a shilling on a Dutch oven to- 
day, and pay two shillings to-morrow to get it out.” 

“Anyway, Mr. Jellico does a fine trade, for he gives credit,” 
concluded Sam. 

But the wrong change might have been a mistake. 

In driving home, Tod pulled up at George Reed’s cottage. 
Every one must remember hearing where that was, and of Reed’s 
being put into prison by Major Parrifer. ‘ ‘ Get down, Johnny, ” 
said he, “ and see if Reed’s there. He must have left work.” 

I went up the path where Reed’s children were playing, and 
opened the cottage door. Mrs. Reed and two neighbours stood 
holding out something that looked like a gown-piece. With a 
start and a grab, Mrs. Reed caught the stuff, and hid it under 
her apron, and the two others looked round at mo with scared 
faces. 

“Reed here ^ No, sir,” she answered, in a sort of flurry. 
“ He had to go over to Alcester after work. I don’t expect him 
home much afore ten to-night.” 

I shut the door, thinking nothing. Reed was a handy mar / 
many things, and Tod wanted him to help with some altera' ^ 
in the pheasantry at the Manor. It was Tod who had set it up-^ 
a long, narrow place enclosed with green trellised work, 
some gold and silver pheasants running about in it. The Squire 
had been against it at first, and told Tod he wouldn’t have work- 
men bothering about the place. So Tod got Reed to come in of 
an evening after his day’s work, and in a fortnight the thing was 
up. Now he wanted hiia again to alter it : he had found out it 
was too narrow. That was one of Tod’s failings. If ho took a 
thing into his head it must be done off-hand. The Squire 
railed at him for his hot-headed impatieuce ; but in point of fa^t 
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he was of just the same impatient turn himself. Tod had been 
over to Bill Whitney’s and found their pheasantry was twice as 
wide as his. 

“ Confound Alcester,” cried Tod in his vexation, as he drove 
on home. “If Heed could have come up now and seen what 
it is I want done, he might have begun upon it to-morrow 
evening.” 

“ The pater says it is quite wide enough as it is, Tod.” 

“You shut up, J ol>nny. If I pay Reed out of my own pocket, 
it’s nothing to anybody. ” 

On Tuesday he sent me to Reed’s again. It was a nice spring 
afternoon, but I’m not sure that I thanked him for giving me 
that walk. Especially when upon lifting the latch of the cottage 
door, I found it fastened. Down I sat on the low bench outside 
the open window to wait — where Cathy had sat many a time in 
the days gone by, making believe to nurse the children, and that 
foolish young Parnfer would be leaning against the pear-tree on 
the other side the path. I had to leave my message with Mrs. 
Reed ; I supposed she had only stepped into a neighbour’s, and 
might be back directly, for the two little girls were playing at 
“ shop ” in the garden 

Buzz, buzz : hum, hum. Why, those voices were in the 
kitchen ! The lower part of the casement was level with the top 
of my head ; I turned round and raised my eyes to look. 

Well ! surprises, it is said, cire the lot of man. It um his 
f.ace, unless my sight deceived itself The same blue eyes that 
were in the shop at Evesham the day before, were inside Mrs. 
Reed’s kitchen now : Mr. Tobias Jellico’s. The place seemed 
pD be crow'ded with women. He was smiling and talking to 
‘them in the most persuasive manner imaginable, his hands 
waving an accompaniment, on one of which glittered a ring with 
a yellow stone in it, a persuasive look on his rather well-featured 
face. 

They were a great deal too agreeably engrossed to see me, and I 
looked on at leisure. A sort of pack, open, rested on. the floor ; 
the table was covered with all kinds of things for women’s dress ; 
silks, cottons, ribbons, mantles; which Mrs. Reed and the others 
were leaning over and fingering. 

“ Silks ain’t for the like of us ; I’d never have the cheek to 
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put one on,” cried a voice that I knew at once for shrill Peggy 
Dickon’s. Next to her stood Ann Dovey, the blacksmith’s wife ; 
who was very pretty, and vain accordingly. 

“What kind o’ stuff d’ye call this, master?” Ann Dovey 
asked. 

“That’s called laine,” answered Jellico. “It’s all pure 
wool.” 

“ It’s a’most as shiny as silk. I say, Mrs. Reed, d’ye think 
this ’ud wear ? ” 

“ It would wear for ever,” put in Jellico. “ Ten yards of it 
would make as good a gown as ever went on a lady’s back ; and 
the cost is but two shillings a yard.” 

“Two sliillings! Let’s see — what ’ud that come to “2 Why, 
twenty, wouldn’t it? My patience, I shouldn’t never dare to 
run up that score for one gownd. ” 

Jellico laughed pleasantly. “You take it, Mrs. Dovey. It 
just suits your bright cheeks. Pay me when you can, and how 
you can . sixpence a- week, or a shilling a- week, or two shillings, 
as you can make it easy. It’s like getting a gown for nothing.” 

“So it is,” cried Ann Dovey, in a glow of delight. And by 
the tone, Mr Jellico no doubt knew that she had as good as 
yielded to the temptation. He got out his yard measure. 

“ Ten yards ? ” said he. 

“I’m a’most afeard. Will you promise, sir, not to bothe’' me 
for the money faster than I can pay it ? ” 

“You needn’t fear no bothering from me ; only just keep up 
the trifle you’ve got to pay off weekly. ” 

He measured off the necessary length. “ You’ll want sora^ 
ribbon to trim it with, won’t you ? ” said he. 

“Ribbin — well, I dun know. Dovey might say ribbin were 
too smart for me. ” 

“Not a bit on’t, Ann Dovey,” spoke up another woman — and 
she was our carter’s wife, Susan Potter. “It wouldn’t look 
nothing without some ribbin. That there narrer grass-green 
satin ’ud be nice upon ’t.” 

“And that grass-green ribbon’s dirt cheap,” said Jellico. 
“You’d get four or five yards of it for a shilling or two. Won’t 
you be tempted now ^ ” he added to Susan Potter. She laughed. 

“ Not with them things. I shouldn’t never hear the last on’t 
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if Potter found out I went on tick for finery. He’s rough, sir, 
and might beat me. Pd like a check apron, and a yard o* 
calico.” 

“Perhaps I might take a apron or two, sir, if you made it 
easy,” said Mrs. Dickon. 

“ Of course I’ll make it easy ; and a gown too if you’ll have it. 
Let me cut you off the fellow to this of Mrs. Dovey’s.” 

Peggy Dickon shook her head. “It ain’t o’ no good asking 
me, Mr. Jellico. Aijn Dovey can buy gownds ; she haven’t got 
no children ; I’ve a bushel on ’em. No ; I don’t dare. I wish 
I might ! Last year, up at Cookhill Wake, I see a sweet gownd, 
not unlike this, what had got green ribbins upon it,” added the 
woman longingly. 

Being (I suppose) a kind of Mephistopheles in his line, Mr. 
Tobias Jellico accomplished his wish and cut off a gown against 
her judgment. He sold other gowms, and “ribbins,” and 
trumpery ; the yard measure had nearly as little rest as the 
women’s tongues. Mrs. Heed’s turn to be served seemed to 
come last ; after the manner of her betters, she yielded pre- 
cedence to her guests. 

“ Now for me, sir,” she said. “You’ve done a good stroke o’ 
business here to-day, Mr. Jellico, and I hope you won’t objec’ to 
change that there gownd piece as I bought last Monday for 
some’at a trifle stronger. Me and some others have been a- 
lookmg at it, and we don’t think it’ll wear.” 

“ Oh, I’ll change it,” readily answered Jellico. “You should 
put a few more shillings on, Mrs. Heed : better have a good 
tjiing when you’re about it. It’s always cheaper in the end.” 

“ Well, I suppose it is,” she said. “ But I’m a’most frightened 
N^t the score that’ll be running up.” 

^ “It’s easily wiped off,” answered the man, pleasantly. “Just 
a shilling or two weekly.” 

There was more chaffering and talking ; and after that came 
the chink of m^ney. The women had each a book, and Jellico 
had his book, v^'nd they were compared with his, and made 
Straight. As he came out with the pack on his back, he saw me 
sitting on the bench, and looked hard at me : whether he knew 
me again, I can’t say. 

Just then Frank Stirling ran by, turning downPiefinch Lane. 
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i went after him : the women’s tongues inside were working 
like so many steam-engines, and it was as well to let them run 
down before speaking to Mrs Reed. 

Half-way down Piefinch Lane on the left, there was a turaing, 
called Piefinch Out. It had grown into a street. All kinds of 
shops had been opened, dealing in small wares : and two imblic- 
houses. A pawnbroker from Alcester had opened a branch 
establishment here — which had set the world gaping more than 
they would at a wild-beast show. It was •managed by a Mr, 
Figg. The three gilt balls stood out in the middle of the Cut ; 
and the blacksmith’s forge, to which Stirling was bound, was 
next door. He wanted something done to a piece of iron. 
Willie we were standing amidst the sparks, who should go into 
the house the other side the way but J ellico and his pack ’ 

“Yes, he should come into mine, he should, that fellow,” 
ironically observed J ohn Hovey : who was a good-natured, dark- 
eyed little man, with a tolerable share of sense. ‘ ‘ I’d be after 
trundling him out again, feet foremost.” 

“ Is he a travelling hawker ? ” asked Stirling. 

“He’s a sight worse, sir,” answered Dovey. “If you buy 
wares off a hawker you must pay for ’em at the time : no money, 
no goods. But this fellow seduces the women to buy his things 
on tick, he does * Tuesday arter Tuesday he comes prowling into 
this here Cut, and does a roaring trade. His pack’ll walk out o’ 
that house a bit lighter nor it goes in. Stubbs’s wife lives over 
there ; Tanken’s wife, she lives there ; and there be others. If 
I hadn’t learnt that nobody gets no good by interfering atween 
men and their wives, I’d ha’ telled Stubbs and Tanken long ac^o 
what was going on.” 

It had been on the tip of my tongue to say where I had just# 
seen Jellico, and the trade he was doing, hemembermg in tim4 
that Mrs. Dovey had been one of the larger purchasers, I kept 
the news in. 

“His name’s Jellico,” continued Dovey, as he hammered away 
at Stirling’s iron. “He have got a fine shop somewhere over at 
Evesham. It’s twelve or fifteen months now, Master Johnny, 
since he took to come her^. Wh^n first I see him I wondered 
where the deuce the hawker’s round could be, appearing in the 
Cut so quick and reg’lar ; but I soon found he was no reg’lar 
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hawker. Says I to my wife, ‘ Don’t you go and have no dealings 
with that there pest, for I’ll not stand it, and 1 might be 
tempted to stop it summary.’ ‘All right, Jack,’ says she; 

‘ when I want things I’ll deal at the old shop at Alcester. ’ But 
there’s other wives round about us doing strokes and strokes o’ 
trade with him ; ’tain’t all of ’em, Master Ludlow, as is so 
sensible as our Ann. ” 

Considering the stroke of trade I had just seen done by Ann 
Dovoy, it was as well not to hear this. 

“If he’s not a hawker, what is he?” asked Stirling, swaying 
himself on a beam in the roof ; and I’m sure I did not know 
either. 

“It’s a cursed system,” hotly returned John Dovey ; “and 1 
say that afore your faces, young gents. It may do for the 
towns, if they chooses to have it — that’s their business ; but it 
don’t do for us. What do our women here want o’ line shawls 
and gay go wilds'^ — decking theirselves out as if they was so 
many J ezcbels ? But ’tain’t that. Let ’em deck, if they’ve got 
no sense to see how ill it looks on their sun-freckled faces and 
hands hard wi’ work ; it’s the ruin it brings. Just you move on 
1/other side, Master Ludlow, sir ; you be right in the way o’ the 
sparks. There’s a iron pot over there as does for sitting on. ” 

“ I’m all right, Dovey. Tell us about Jellico.” 

Jcllico’s system, to give Dovey’s explanation in brief, was 
this : He brought over a huge pack of goods eveiy Tuesday 
afternoon in a pony-gig from his shop at Evesham. He put up 
the pony, and earned the pack on his round, tempting the 
women right and left to buy. Husbands away at work, and 
^'children at school, the field was open. ^ He asked for no readj/ 
\money dou'n. The purchases were entered in a book, to be paid 
off by weekly instalments. The payments had to be kept up ; 
Jellico saw to that. However short the household had to run of 
the weekly necessaries, JeUico's money had to be ready for him. 
It was an awful tax, just as Dovey described it, and drifted into 
at first by the women without thought of ill. The debt in itsel^ 
was bad enough ; but the fear lest it should come to their 
husbands’ ears was almost worse Afs Dovey described all this 
in his honrely, but rather flowery language, it put me in mind of 
those pie?' u.Te-*icckors that sail too tar over a sunny sea in 

Jolinny Ludlow. — III. 14 
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thoughtlessnesr, and suspect no danger till their vessel is right 
upon the breaker i. 

“ There haven’t been no blow-ups yet to speak of,” said the 
blacksmith. “But they be coming. I could just put my finger 
upon half-a-dozen women at this blessed minute what’s wearing 
theirselves to shadders with the trouble They come here to 
Figg’s in the dusk o’ evening wi’ things hid under their aprons. 
The longer Jellico lets it go on, the worse it gets, for they will 
be tempted, the she-creatures, buying made flowers for their 
best bonnets to-day, and ribbuns for their Sunday caps to- 
morrow. If Jellico lets ’em, that is. He knows pretty sure 
where he may trust and where he mayn’t. ’Tain’t he as will let 
his pocket suffer in the long run. He knows another thing — 
that the further he staves off any big noise the proiitabler it’ll 
be for him. Once let that come, and Master Jellico nught get 
hunted out o’ the Out, and his pack and its finery kicked to 
shreds.” 

“But why are the women such simpletons, Dovey?” asked 
Frank Stirling. 

“You might as well ask why folks eats and drinks, sir,” 
retorted Dovey, his begrimed eyes lighted with the flame, ‘ ‘ A 
love o’ their faces is just born with the women, and it goes 
with ’em to the grave. Set a parcel o’ tinery before ’em 
and the best’ll find their eyes a-longing, and their mouths 
a- watering. It’s said Eve used to do up her hair looking into 
a clear poel,” 

“Putting it in that light, Dovey, I wonder all the women 
here don’t go in for Mr. Jellico’s temptations.” 

“Some on ’em has better sense; and some has husbands 
what’s up to the thing, and keeps the reins tight in their ownj 
hands,” complacently answered the unconscious Dovey. 

“Up to the thing !” repeated {Stirling ; “I should think all 
the men are up to it, if Jellico is here so constantly.” 

“No, sir, they’re not. Most of ’em are at work when he 
comes. They may know some’at about him, but the women 
contrives to deceive ’em, and they suspects nothing. The feUow 
with the pack don’t concern them or their folk at home, as 
they supposes, an’ so they never bothers theirselves about him or 
h)3 doings I’d like to drop a hint to some of ’em to go home 
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unexpected some Tuesday afternoon ; but maybe it’s best let 
alone.” 

‘ ‘ I suppose your wife is one of the sensible ones, Dovey ? ” 
And I kept my countenance as I said it. 

“ She daredn’t be nothing else, Master Johnny. I be a trifle 
loud if I’m put out. Not she,” emphatically added Dovey, his 
strong, bared arm dealing a heavy blow on the anvil, and send- 
ing up a whole cloucl of sparks. “I’d never get put in jail for 
her, as she knows ; I’d shave her hair off first. Run up a score 
with that there Jellico ? No, she’d not be such a idiot as that. 
You should hear how she goes on again her neighbours that does 
run it, and tile names she calls ’em.” 

Poor John Dovey ’ Where ignorance is bliss 

‘ ‘ Why, if I thought iny wife could hoodwink me as some of 
’em does their men, I’d never hold up my head of one while, for 
shame ; no, not in my own forge,” continued Dovey. “Ann’s 
temper’s a bit trying sometimes, and wants keeping in order ; 
but she’d be above deceit o’ that paltry sort. She don’t need to 
act it, neither ; I give her a whole ten shillings t’other day, and 
she went and laid it out at Alcester. ” 

No doubt. Any amount of shillings would soon be sacrificed 
to Ann’s vanity. 

“How much longer is that thing going to take, Dovey?” 
interposed Stirling. 

“Just about two minutes, sir. ’Twere a cranky There 

he goes ” 

The break m Dovey’s answer was caused by the appearance cff 
^Jellico. He came oufc, shouldering his pack. The blacksmitli 
Jooked after him down the Cut, and saw him turn in elsewhere. 

“ 1 thought ’twas where he was going,” said he ; “ ’tain’t often 
he passes that here dwelling. Other liouses seem to have their 
days, turn and turn about ; but that ’un gets him constant.” 

“It’s where Bird’s wife lives, is it not, Dovey?” 

“It’s where she lives, fast enough, sir. And Bird, he be safe 
at his over-looking work, five miles off, without Tear of his 
popping in home to hinder the dealing and chaffering. But 
she’d hotter mind— though Bird do get a’lnost three pound 
a-week, he have got means for every sixpence of it, with his 
peck o’ childern, six young ’mis oi lier’n, and six of his first 
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wife’s, arid no niore’n one on ’em yet able to earn a penny ‘-piece. 
If Bird thought she was running up a score with J ellico, he’d 
give her two black eyes as soon as look at her.” 

Bird’s wife never seems to have any good clothes at all ; 
she looks as if she hadn’t a decent gown to her back,” said 
Frank. 

‘‘What she buys is mostly things for the little ’uns : shimmys 
and pinafores, and that,” replied Dovey. “Letty Bird’s one o’ 
uhem that’s more improvidenter than a bocty of any sense ’ud 
oelieve, IMaster Stirling ; she never has a coin by the Wednesday 
xiight, she hasn’t. The little ’uns ’ud be a-rollmg naked in the 
gutter, but for what she gets on tick off Jellico ; and Bird, seeing 
^em naked, might beat her for that. That don’t mend the system ; 
the score’s a-being run up, and it’ll bring trouble sometime as 
sure as a gun. Beside that, if there was no J ellico to serve her 
with his poison, she’d have to save enough for decent clothes. 
Don’t you see how the thing works, sir ? ” 

“Oh, I see,” carelessly answered Stirling. “D’ye call the 
pack’s wares poison, Dovey ? ” 

“Yes, I do,” said Dovey, stoutly, as he handed Frank his 
iron. “They’ll poison the peace o’ many a household in this 
here Cut You two young gents just look out else, and see.” 

We came away with the iron. At the end of Piefinch Lane, 
Frank Stirling took the road to the Court, and I turned into 
Keed’s. The wife was by herself then, giving the children their 
early tea. 

“Reed shall come up to the Manor as soon as he gets homoy 
sir,” she said, in answer to Tod’s message. 

“ I was here before this afternoon, Mrs. Reed, and couldn’t 
get in. You were too busy to hear me at the door.” ^ 

The knife halted in the bread she was cutting, and she glanced 
up for a moment; but seemed to think nothing, and finished 
the slice. 

“ I’ve been very busy. Master Ludlow. I’m sorry you’ve had 
to come twice, sir.” 

“Busy enough, I should. say, with Jellico’s pack emptied on 
the table, and you and the rest buying up at steam paoe.” 

The words were out of my lips before I saw her startled gesture 
of caution, pointing to the children : it was plain they were not 
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to know anything about Jellico. She had an honest face, but it 
turned scarlet. 

‘^Do you think it is a good plan, Mrs Reed, to get things 
upon trust, and have to make up money for them weekly ? ” I 
could not help saying to her as she came to the door. 

“I’m beginning to doubt whether it is, sir.” 

‘ ‘ If Reed thought he had a debt hanging over him, that might 
fall at any moment ” 

“For the love of mercy, sir, don’t say nothing to Reed! ” 
came the startled interruption. “You won’t, will you, Master 
Johnny ^ ” 

“Not I. Don’t fear. But if I were you, Mrs. Reed, for my 
own sake I should cut all connection with Jellico. Better deal 
at a fair shop. ” 

She nodded her head as I went through the gate ; but her 
face had now turned to a sickly whiteness that spoke of terror. 
Was the woman so deep in the dangerous books already'? 

Reed came uj) in the evening, and Tod showed him what he 
wanted done. As the man was measuring the trellis-work, 
Hannah happened to pass. She asked him how he was getting on. 

“Amongst the middlings,” answered Reed, shortly. “ I was 
a bit put out just now ” 

“What by ? ” asked Hannah, who said anything she chose be- 
fore me without the smallest ceremony • and Tod had gone away. 

“As I was coming up here, Ingram stops me, and asks if 1 
couldn’t let him have the bit of money 1 owed him. I stared at 
the man : what money was I likely to owe him ” 

“Ingram the cow-keeper? ” interrupted Hannah. 

“Ingram the cow-keeper. So, talking a bit, I found there 
was a matter of six shillings due to him for the children’s milk : 
it was ever so long since my wife had paid. Back 1 went to her 
at once to know the reason why — and it was that made me late 
in coming up here, Master Johnny.” 

“I suppose he had sold her skim milk for new, and she 
thought she’d make him wait for his money,” returned Hannah. 

“All she said to me was that slje didn’t think it had been 
running so long ; Ingram had said to me that she always told 
him she was short of money and couldn’t i)ay,” answered Reed. 
“Anyway, I don’t think she’ll let it run on again. It put me 
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out, though. I’d rather go off into the workhouse, or die of 
starvation, than I’d let it be said in the place my wife didn’t pay 
as she went on. ” 

I saw through the difficulty, and should have liked to give 
Heed a hint touching Jellico. 

Nowit was rather strange that, all in two days, Jellico and 
the mischief he was working should be thus brought before me 
m three or four ways, considering that I had never in my life 
before heard of the man. But it chanced » to be so. I don’t 
want to say anything about the man personally, good or bad ; 
the mischief lay in the system That J ellico sold his goods at a 
nice rate for dearness, and used persuasion with the women to 
buy them, was as plain as the sun at noonday ; but in these 
respects he was no worse than are many other people in trade. 
He went to the houses in turn, and the women met him ; it 
might be several weeks before the meeting was held at Mrs. 
Reed’s again. Ann Bovey could not enjoy the hospitality of 
receiving him at hers, as her husband’s work lay at home. But 
she was a constant visitor to the other places. 

And the time went on ; and Mr. Jellico’s trade flourished. 
But we heard nothing more about it at Dyke Manor, and I 
naturally forgot it. 


II. 

‘‘Just six shillings on it, Mr. Figg ! That’s all I want to-day, 
but I can’t do without that ” ^ 

That so well-conducted and tidy a woman as George Reed’s 
wife should be in what the Cut called familiarly the “pawn- 
shop,” would have surprised every one not m the secret. B^^ 
she it was. Mr. Figg, a little man with weak eyes and a few 
scattered locks of light hair, turned over the offered loan with 
his finger and thumb. A grey gown of some kind of woollen 
stuff. 

“ How many times have this here gownd been brought here, 
Mrs. Reed ? ” asked he. ^ 

“I haven’t counted ’em,” she sigTied. “Why ? WlTat’s that 
got to do with it ? ” 
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“ ’Cause it's a proof as it must be getting the worse for wear/’ 
was the answer, given disparagingly. 

“It’s just as good as it was the day 1 had it out o' Jellicu's 
pack,” said Mrs. Reed, sadly subdued, as of late she had always 
seemed. 

Mr. Figg held up the gown to the light, seeking for the parts 
in it most likely to be worn. “Look here,” said he. “What 
d’ye call that *2 ” 

There was a little fraying certainly in places. Mrs I’eed had 
eyes and could see it. She did not answer. 

‘ ‘ It don’t stand to reason as a gownd will wear for ever and 
show no maiks. You puts this here gownd in of a Wednesday 
morning, or so, and gets it out of a Saturday night to wear 
Sundays. Wear and tear is wear and tear.” 

Mrs. Reed could not deny the accusation. All the available 
articles her home contained ; that is, the few her husband was 
not likely to observe the absence of , together with as much of 
her own wardrobe as she could by any shift do without, were 
already on a visit to Mr. Figg ; which visit, according to the 
present look-out, promised to be permanent. This gown was 
obliged to be taken out periodically. Had she not appeared 
decent on Sundays, her husband would have demanded the 
reason why. 

“You’ve gave me six shillings on it before,” she argued. 

“ Can’t again. Don’t mind lending five , next week it’ll be 
but four. It wasn’t never worth more nor ten new,” added Mr. 
Figg loudly, to drown remonstrances. 

^ “ Why, I gave Jellico double that for it ! Where’s the use of 
you running things down ? ” 

, As J ellico was in one sense a friend of Mr. Figg’s — for he was 
certainly the cause of three parts of his pledges being brought to 
him — the pawnbroker let the question pass Mrs. Reed went 
home with her five shillings, her eyes taking quite a wild look of 
distress and glancing cornerwise on all sides, as if she feared an 
ambush. 

It had not been a favourable year ; weather had been bad, 
strikes were prevalent, mo^ey was dear, labour scarce. Men 
were rea*dy to snatch the work out of each other’s hands ; some 
were quite unemployed, others less than they used to be. Of 
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course the homes in Piefmch Cut, and similar small homos not 
in the Cut, went on short-commons. And if the women had 
been scarcely able to get on before and stave off exposure, any 
one may see that that was a feat impracticable now. One of 
them, Hester Reed, thought the doubt and difficulty and 
remorse and dread would kill her. 

Dread of her husband’s discovering the truth, and dread of 
his being called upon to answer for the debt. Unable to keep 
up her weekly interest and payments to Mr. Jellico for some 
time now, the main debt had only accumulated. She owed liim 
two pounds nineteen shillings. And two pounds nineteen 
shillings to a labourer’s wife seems as a wide gulf that can never 
be bridged over while life shall last. Besides this, she had been 
obliged to go into debt at the general shop ; that had added 
itself up now to eight-and-twenty shillings, and the shop was 
threatening procedure. There were other little odds and ends 
of liabilities less urgent, a few shillings in all. To those not 
acquainted with the simple living of a rural district, this may 
not sound so very overwhelming : those who are, know what it 
means, and how awful was the strait to wdiich Mrs. Reed (with 
other wives) had reduced herself. 

She had grown so thm as hardly to be able to keep her clothes 
upon her. Sleeping and waking, a dead wall crowded with 
figures, as a huge sum, seemed to be before her eyes. Lately 
she had taken to dreaming of hanging feet downwaixls over a 
precipice, held up only by the grasp of her hands on the edge. 
Nearly always she awoke with the horror : and it would seem to 
her that it was worse to wake up to life and its cares, than to 
fall down to death and be at rest from them. Her husband, 
perceiving that she appeared very ill, told her she had bett^ 
gpeak to Dr. Duffham. 

Carrying home the five shillings in her hand, Mrs. Reed sat 
down in her kitchen and wiped her face, damp with pallor. She 
had begun to ask — not so much what the ending wmuld be, but 
how soon it would come. With the five shillings in her hand 
she must find food and necessaries until Saturday night ; there 
was no more credit to be had. Amd tins was only Wednesday 
morning. With credit stopped and sup})lies stop])ed, her hus- 
band would naturally make imiuiries, and all must come out. 
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Hester Heed wondered whether she should die of the shame— if 
she had to stay and face it. Three of the shillings must he paid 
that afternoon t(j Ingram the milkman , he would not he (juiet 
•any longer ; and the woman cast her aching eyes round her 
room, and saw nothing that it was possible to take away and 
raise money on. 

She had the potatoes on the fire when the children ran in, 
little toddling things, from school. Some rashers of hacon lay 
on the table ready to be toasted. Reed, earning pretty good 
wages, had been accustomed to live well : with careful manage- 
ment he knew they might do so still. Little did he suspect the 
state things had got into. 

‘‘Tatty dere, mov’er,” began the eldest, who was extremely 
backward in speaking. 

“Tatty dere” meant “Cathy’s there;” and the mother 
looked up from the hacon. Cathy Parnfer (though nobody 
called her by her new n«xme, but Cathy Reed still) stood at the 
outer gate, in tatteis as usual, talking to some man who had a 
paper ui his .hand. Mrs Reed’s heait leaped into her mouth ; 
she lived in dread of everything. A stranger approaching the 
place turned her sick. And now the terror, whose shadow had 
been so long looming, was come in reality. Catherine came 
hounding up the garden to tell the tale : the man, standing at 
the gate, was waiting to see her father come homo to dinner to 
serve him with a summons for the county court. Mrs. Reed 
knew at once what it was for : the eight-and-twenty shillings 
owing at the general shop. Her face grew’’ white as she sank 
a chair. 

“ Couldn’t you get him to leave the paper with me, Cathy *?” 
she whispered, insane ideas of getting up the money somehow 
floating into her brain. 

“He won’t,” answered Cathy. “He means to give that to 
father personally, he says, if he stays till night.” 

Just as many another has felt, in some apparently insur- 
mountable obstacle, that seemed to be turning their hair grey in 
the little space of time that you car; peel an apple, felt Mrs. 
Reed. Light seemed to be ^closing, shame and misery and 
blackness fn be opening. Her hands seemed i)owerles.s to put 
the bacon into the Dutch oven. 
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But there ensued a respite. A very short one, but still a 
respite. While the summons-server was loitering outside, Eeed 
came in through the back-garden, having got over the stile in 
Piefinch Lane. It was not often he chose that way ; accident 
caused him to do it to-day. Mrs. Eeed, really not knowing 
what she did or said, told Cathy there’d be a morsel of dinner 
for her if she liked to stop and eat it. As Cathy was not in the 
luck of such offers every day, she remained : and in her good- 
nature talked and laughed to divert any suspicion. 

But the man at the gate began to smell a rat ; perhaps the 
bacon as well. Dinner-hour almost over, and no George Eeed 
had come home ! He suddenly thought of the back-entrance, 
and walked up the front-path to see. Paper in hand, he gave a 
thump at the house-door. Eeed was about to leave then : and 
he went down the path by the man’s side, opening the liapcr. 
Mrs. Eeed, more bke a ghost than a woman, took a glance 
through the window. 

“ I can’t face it, Catherine. When I’m gone, you’d better 
come home here and do what you can for the children. Tell 
hmi all ; it’s of no good trying to hide it any longer.” 

She took her worn old shawl from a press and put her bonnet 
on ; and then stooped to kiss her children, saying good-bye with 
a burst of grief. 

“ But where are you going ? ” cried the wondering Cathy. 

“Anywhere. If I am tempted to do anythmg desperate, 
Cathy, tell father not to think too bad of me, as he might if E 
was living. ” 

She escaped by the back-door. Catherine let her go, uncer'- 
tain what to be at for the best. Her father was striding back to 
the house up the garden-path, and the storm was coming, As^l 
preliminary van-guard, Cathy snatched up the youngesb girl and 
held her on her lap. The summons-server was calling after 
Eeed, apparently giving some instructions, and that took up 
another minute or two ; but he came in at last. 

Cathy told as much of the truth as she dared ; her father was 
too angry for her to venture on all. In his passion he said his 
wife might go and be hanged. Qathy answered that she had as 
good as said it was something of that she meant to go*and do! 

But talking and acting are two things ; and when it came to 
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be put to the test, Hester Reed found herself no more capable 
of entering upon any desperate course than the rest of us are. 
And, just as 1 had been brought in accidentally to see the 
beginning, so was 1 accidentally brought in at the ending. 

We were at home again for the holidays, and I had been over 
for an afternoon to the Stirlings’. Events in this world happen 
very strangely. Upon setting out to walk back in the cool of 
the late summer’s evening, I took the way by Dyke Brook 
instead of either of the two ordinary roads. Why I chose it I 
did not know then ; I do not now ; I never shall know. When 
fairly launched into the fields, I asked myself why on earth I 
had come that way, for it was the loneliest to be found in the two 
counties. 

Turning sharp round the dark clump of trees by Dyke Brook 
(which just there is wide enough for a pond and as deep as one), 
I came upon somebody in a shabby grey straw bonnet, standing 
on its brink and looking down into the water. 

‘‘ Halloa, Mrs. Reed I Is that you ? ” 

Before I forget the woe-stricken face she turned upon me, the 
start she gave, I must lose memory. Down she sat on the stump 
of a tree, and burst into sobs. 

“ What is it ^ ” I asked, standing before her. 

‘‘Master Johnny, I’ve been for hours round it, round and 
round, wanting the courage to tlirow myself in ; and I haven’t 
(hme it. ” 

“Just tell me all about the trouble,” I said, from the opposite 
stump, upon which I took my seat. 

^xlnd she did tell me. Alone there for so many hours, battling 
;^ith herself and Death (it’s not wrong to say so), my coming 
seemed to unlock all the gates of reticence, and she disclosed to 
me what I’ve written above. 

“God knows I never thought to bring it to such a pass as 
this,” she sobbed. “1 went into it without any sense of doing 
harm. One day, when I happened to be at Miles Dickon’s, 
Jellico came in with his pack, and I was tempted to buy some 
ribbon. I said he might come and show me his things the next 
week, and he did, and I bougl^t a gownd and a shawl. I know 
now how v^’ong and blind I was : but it seemed so easy, just to 
pay a shilling or two a-week ; like having the things for nothing. 
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And from that time it went on ; a’most every Tuesday I took 
some trifle of him, maybe a bit o’ print for the little ones, or 
holland for pinafores; and I gave Oathy a cotton gownd, for she 
hadn’t one to her back. I didn’t buy as some of ’em did, for tlie 
sake of show and bedeckings, but useful things, Master Johnny,” 
she added, sobbing bitterly. “ And this has come of it ! and I 
wish 1 was at rest in that there blessed water.” 

‘"Now, Mrs. Eeed ! Do you sujipose you would bo at rest ? ” 

“ Heaven have mercy on me ! It’s the thought o’ the sin, and 
of what might come after, that makes me hold back from it.” 

Looking at her, shading her eyes with her hand, her elbow 
on her lap, and her face one of the saddest for despair 1 ever 
saw, I thought of the strange contrasts there arc in the world. 
For the want of about five pounds this woman was seeking 
to end her life ; some have done as much for five-and-twenty 
thousand. 

‘‘I’ve not a friend in the whole world that could help me,” 
she said. “ But it’s not that. Master Johnny ; it’s the shame on 
me for having brought things to such a pass. If the Lord would 
but be pleased to take me, and save me from the sin of lifting a 
hand against my own life ! ” 

“Look hero, Mrs, Reed. As to what you call the shame, I 
suppose we all have to go in for some sort or another of that 
kind of thing as we jog along. As you are not taken, and don’t 
seem likely to be taken, I should look on that as an intimation 
that you must live and make the best of things. ” 

“Live! how, sir? I can’t never show myself at home. 
Reed, he’ll have to go to jail ; the law will put him there. I’(|^ 
not face the world, sir, knowing it was all for my tlioughtles.^ 
debts.” ^ 

Could I help her ? Ought I to help her ? If I went to old 
Brandon and begged to have five pounds, why, old Brandon in 
the end would give it me, after he had gone on rather hotly for 
an hour. If I did not help her, and any harm came to her, what 
should I 

“You promise me nevjsr to think about pools again, Mrs. 
Reed, except in the way of eelS, and I’ll promise »to sec you 
through this.” 

She looked up, more helpless than before. “There ain’t 
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nothing to be done for me, Master Johnny. There’s the shame, 
and the talkin’ o’ the neighbours ” 

“Yes, you need mind that Why, the neighbours are all in 
the same boat! ” 

“And there’s Reed, sir ; he’d never forgive me. He’d ” 

Of all cries, she interrupted herself with about the worst : 
something she saw behind me had frightened her. In anotlier 
moment she had darted to the pond, and Reed was holding her 
back from it. 

“Be thee a born fool?” roared Reed. “Dost think thee’st 
not done enough harm as it is, but thee must want to cap 
it by putting theeself in there? That would mend it, that 
would ! ” 

She released herself from him, and slipped on the grass, Reed 
standing between her and the pond. But he seemed to think 
better of it, and stepped aside. 

“Jump m, an’ thee likes to,” said he, continuing to speak in 
the familiar home manner. “I once see a woman ducked in the 
Severn for pocket-picking, at Worcester races, and she came out 
all the cooler and better for’t.” 

“I never thought to bring trouble on you or anybody, 
George,” she sobbed. “ It seems to have come on and on, like 
a great monster growing bigger and bigger as you look at him, 
till I couldn’t get away from it.” 

“Couldn’t or wouldn’t, which d’ye mean?” retorted Reed. 

‘ ‘ Why you women were ever created to bother us, bangs me, 
I hope you’ll find you can keej) the children when 1 and a dozen 
^hore of us are in jail. ’Twon’t be my first visit there.” 
j “Look here, Reed; I’ve promised to set it right for her. 
'^Don’t worry over it ” 

‘ ‘ I’ll not accept help from anybody ; not even from you, 
Master Johnny. What she has done she must abide by.” 

“The bargain’s made, Reed ; you can’t break it if you would. 
Perhaps a great trouble may come to me some time in my life 
that I may be glad to be helped out of. Mrs. Reed will get the 
money to-morrow, only she need not tell the parish whore she 
found it.” 

“ Oh, Gfeorge, let it be so ! ” she implored through her tears. 
“ If Master Johnny’s good enough to do this, let him. 1 mkht 
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save up by little and little to repay him in time. If you went 
to jail through me ! — I’d rather die 1 ” 

“ Will you let it be a lesson to you — and keep out of Jellico’s 
clutches in future ? ” he asked, sternly. 

“ It’s a lesson that’ll last me to the end of my days,” she said, 
with a shiver, “Please God, you let Master Johnny get me out 
o’ this trouble, I’ll not fall into another like it.” 

“Then come along home to the children,” said he, his voice 
softening a little. “ And leave that pond and your folly behind 
you.” 

1 was, of course, obliged to tell the whole to Mr. Brandon and 
the Squire, and they both pitched into me as fiercely as tongues 
could pitch. But neither of them was really angry ; 1 saw that. 
As to the five pounds, I only wish as much relief could be oftener 
given with as little money. 



CAROMEL’S FARM. 


I. 

You will be slow to believe what I am about to write, and say it 
savours of romance instead of reality. Every word of it is true. 
H ere truth was stranger than hction. 

Lying midway between our house, Byhe Manor, and Church 
Dykely, was a substantial farm belonging to the Caromels. It 
stood well back from the road a quarter-of-a-mile or so, and was 
nearly hidden by the trees that surrounded it. An avenue led 
to the house ; which was a rambling, spacious, very old-fashioned 
building, so full of queer angles inside, nooks and corners and 
passages, that you might lose your way in them and never find 
it again. The Caromels were gentlemen by descent ; but their 
means had dwindled with years, so that they had little left 
besides this property. The last Caromel who died, generally 
distinguished as “Old Caromel” by all the parish, left two 
sons, Miles and Nash. The property was willed to the elder, 
Miles : but Nash continued to have his home with him. As to 
the house, it had no particular name, but was familiarly called 
“ Caromel’s Farm.” 

^6quire Todhetley had been always intimate with them ; more 
bib a brother than anything else. Nob but that he was con- 
-^siderably their senior. I think he liked Nash the best : Nash 
was so yielding and easy. Some said Nash was not very steady 
in private life, and that his brother. Miles, stern and moral, 
read him a lecture twice a-week. But whether it was so no one 
knew ; people don’t go prying into their neighbours’ closets to 
look up their skeletons. 

At the time I am beginning tq tell of, old Caromel had been 
dead about tSn years ; Nash was now five-and-thirty, Miles forty. 
Miles liad married a lady with a good fortune, which was tettled 
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u])on hersolf and hei’ cliildreii ; the four of them were girls, and 
there was no son. 

At the other end of Church Dykely, ever so far past Chavasso 
Grange, lived a widow lady named Tinkle. And when the world 
had quite done wondering whether Nash Caromel meant to n* -y 
(though, indeed, what had he to marry upon ?), it was suddenly 
found out that he wanted Mrs. Tinkle’s daughter, Charlotte. 
The Tinkles were respectable people, but not equal to the 
Caromels. Mrs. Tinkle and her son farmed a little land, she 
had also a small private income. The son had married well. 
Just now he was away ; having gone abroad with his wife, whose 
health was failing. 

Charlotte Tmkle was getting on towards thirty. You would 
not have thought it, to look at her. She had a gentle face, a 
gentle voice, and a young, slender figure ; her light brown hair 
was always neat ; and she possessed one of those inolfcnsive 
natures that would like to be at peace with the whole world. 
It was natural that Mrs. Tinkle should wish her daughter ^ 
marry, if a suitable person presented himself — all mothe^ 
do, 1 suppose — but to find it was Nash Caromel took heic 
aback. 

“You think it will not do,” observed the Squire, when Mrs. 
Tinkle was enlarging on the grievance to him one day that they 
met in a two-acre field. 

“How^ can it do?” returned poor Mrs. Tinkle, in a tone 
between wailing and crying. “Nash Caromel has nothing to 
keep her on, sir, and no prospects.” 

“ That’s true,” said the pater. “At present he has thougli^ts 
of taking a farm.” 

“ But he has no money to stock a farm. And look at tlmt 
tale, sir, that w^as talked of — about that Jenny Lake. Ofcimr 
things have been said also.” 

“Oh, one must not believe all one hears. For myself, I 
assure you, Mrs. Tinkle, I know no harm of Nash. As to the 
money to stock a farm, 1 expect his brother could help him to 
it, if he chose.” 

“But, sir, you would ^surely not advise them to marry upon 
an uncertainty ! ” 

I don’t advise them to marry at ali ; understand that, my 
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good lady ; I think it would be the height of imprudence. But 
I can’t prevent it.” 

“Mr. Todhetley,” she answered, a tear rolling down her thin 
cheeks, on which there was a chronic redness, “I am unable to 
describe to you how much my mind is set against the match : I 
seem to foresee, by some subtle instinct, that no good would 
ever come of it ; nothing but misery for Charlotte. And she 
has had so peaceful a home all her life. ” 

“Tell Charlotte she can’t have him — if you think so strongly 
about it.” 

“She won’t listen — at least to any purpose,” groaned Mrs. 
Tinkle. “ When I talk to her she says, ‘ Yes, dear mother ; no, 
dear mother,’ in her dutiful way: and the same evening she’ll 
be listening to Nash Caromel’s courting words. Her uncle, 
Ralph Tinkle, rode over from Inkberrow to talk to her, for I 
wrote to him : but it seems to have made no permanent im- 
pression on her. What I am afraid of is that Nash Caromel 
will marry her in spite of us. ” 

‘ ‘ I 'should hke to see my children marry in spite of me \ ” 
cried the Squire, givmg way to one of his hot fits. “ I’d ‘ marry ’ 
them ! Nash can’t take her against her will, my dear friend ; it 
takes two people, you know, to complete a bargain of that sort. 
Promise Charlotte to shake her unless she listens to reason. 
Why should she not listen ! She is meek and tractable.” 

‘ ‘ She always has been. But, once let a girl be enthralled by 
a sweetheart, there’s no answering for her. Duty to parents is 
often forgotten then.” 

‘ If Why, mercy upon us, there is Charlotte ! ” broke 

jhe Squire, happening to lift his eyes to the stile. “And 
Nash too.” 

Yes, there they Wi?re : standing on the other side the stile in 
the cross- way path. Halloa ! ” called out Mr. Todhetley. 

“I can’t stay a moment,” answered Nash Caromel, turnmg 
his good-looking face to speak : and it cannot be denied it 
was a good-looking face, or that he was an attractive man. 
“Miles has sent me to that cattle sale up yonder, and I am 
full late. ’* » 

With a siuile and a nod, he stepped lightly onwards, his 
slender supple figure, of middle height, upright as a dart ; his 
Johnny Ludlow.— Til. 15 
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tair hair waving in the breeze. Charlotte Tinkle glanced shyly 
alrer him, her cheeks blushing like a peony 

“What’s this I hear, young lady'^ — that you and Mr. Nash 
yonder want to make a match of it, in spite of pastors and ^ 
masters ? ” began the Squire. “ Is it true ” 

Oharlote stood like a goose, making marks on the dusty patli 
with the end of her large grass-green parasol. Paiasols were 
made for use then, not show. 

“Nash has nothing, you know,” went on the Squire. “No 
money, no house, no anything. There wouldn’t be common 
sense in it, Charlotte. ” 

“ I tell him so, sir, ’’answered Charlotte, lifting her shy brown 
eyes for a moment. 

“To be sure ; that’s right. Here’s your mother fretting her- 
self into fiddlestrmgs for fear of— of — I hardly know what.” 

“Lest you should be tempted to forget your duty to me, 
Lottie,” struck in the mother. “Ah, my dear! you young 
people little think what trouble and anxiety you bring upon us. 

Charlotte Tinkle suddenly burst into tears, to the surprise of 
her beholders. Drying them up as soon as she could, she spoke 
with a sigh. 

“ I hope I shall never bring trouble upon you, mother, never ; 

I wouldn’t do it willingly for the world. But ” 

“But what, child?” cried the mother, for Charlotte had come 
to a standstill. 

“I — I am afraid that parents and children see with difierem 
eyes— just as though things wore for each a totally opposite 
aspect,” she went on timidly. “The difficulty is how to 
reconcile that view and this.” 

*“ And do you know what my f-^cher used to say to me in 
young days?” put in the Squire. “‘Young folks think'' qiU 
folks fools, but old folks know the young ones to be so.’ There 
was never a truer saying than that, Miss Charlotte.” 

Miss Charlotte only sighed in answer. The wind, high that 
day, was taking her muslin petticoats, and she had some trouble 
to keep them down. Mrs. Tinkle got over the stile, and the 
{Squire turned back towards home. 

A fortnight or so had passed by after this, when Church 
Dykely woke one morning to an electric shock ; Nash Caromel 
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and Charlotte had gone and got married. They did it without 
the consent of (as the Squire had put it) pastors and masters. 
Nash had none to consult, for he could not be expected to yield 
obedience to his brother ; and Charlotte had asked Mrs. Tinkle, 
and Mrs. Tinkle had refused to countenance the ceremony, 
though she did not actually walk into the church to forbid it. 

Taking a three weeks* trip by way of honeymoon, the bride 
and bridegroom came back to Church Dykely. Caromel’s Farm 
refused to take them in ; and Miles Caromel, indignant to a 
degree, told his brother that “as he had made his bed, so must 
he lie upon it,” which is a very convenient reproach, and often 
used. 

“Nash is worse than a child,” grumbled Miles to the Squire, 
his tones harder than usual, and his manner colder “He has 
gone and married this young woman — who is not his ecjual — and 
now he has no home to give her Did he supiiose that we should 
receive him back here ? — and take her in as w^ell ? He has acted 
like an idiot.” 

‘ ‘ Mrs. Tinkle will not have anything to do with them, 1 
hear,” returned the Squire, “and Tinkle, of Inkberrow, is 
furious.” 

“Tinkle of Inkberrow ’s no fool Being a man of substance, 
he thinks they may be falling back upon him.” 

Which was the precise fear that lay upon Miles himself. Meaii- 
while Nash engaged sumptuous lodgings (if such a word could bo 
justly applied to any rooms at Church Dykely), and drove his 
wife out daily in the pony-gig that was always looked upon as 
his^t Caromel’s Farm. 

Nash was flush of money now, for he had saved some ; but ho 
tould not go on living upon it for ever. After sundry interviews 
with his brother, Miles agreed to hand him over a thousand 
pounds : not at all too large a sum, considering that Nash had 
given him his services, such as they w'^ere, for a number of years 
for just his keep as a gentleman and a bonus for pocket-money. 
A thousand pounds would not go far with such a farm as Nash 
had been used to and would like to take, and he resolved to 
emigrate to America. * 

Mrs Tinkle (the Squire calletl her simple at times) was nearly 
wild when she heard of it. It brought her out of her temper 
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with a leap. Condoning the rebellious marriage, she went off to 
remonstrate with Nash. 

‘‘But now, why need you put yourself into this unhappy 
state ? ” asked Nash, when he had heard what she had to say. 

“ Dear Mrs. Tinkle, do admit some common sense into your mind. 

I am not taking Charlotte to the ‘other end of the world,’ as 
you put it, but to America. It is only a few days’ passage. 
Outlandish foreigners ! Not a bit of it. The people are, so to 
speak, our own countrymen. Their language is ours ; their laws 
are, I believe, much as ours are.” 

“You may as well be millions of miles away, practically 
speaking,” bewailed Mrs Tinkle. “Charlotte will be as much 
lost to me there as she would be at the North Pole. She is my 
only daughter, Nash Caromel, she has never been away from 
me : to part v/ith her will be like parting with life.” 

“I am very sorry,” said poor Nash, who was just a woman 
when any appeal was made to his feelings. “Live with you ^ 
No, that would not do : but, thank you all the same for offering ^ 
it Nothing would induce me to spunge upon you in that way . . 
and, were I capable of it, your son Henry would speedily turn 
us out when he returned. I must get a home of my own, for 
Charlotte’s sake as well as for mine : and I know I can do that 
in America. Land, there, may be had for an old song ; fortunes 
are made in no time. The probability is that before half-a-dozen 
years have gone over our heads, I shall bring you Charlotte home 
a rich woman, and we shall settle down here for life.” 

There isn’t space to pursue the arguments — which lasted for a 
week or two. But they brought forth no result. Nash migh^t 
have turned a post sooner than the opinions of Mrs. Tinkle, a J* 
she might as well have tried to turn the sun as to stop ifij^ 
emigrating. The parish looked upon it as not at all a bad 
scheme. Nash might get on well over there if he would put off 
his besetting sin, indolence, and not allow the Yankees to take 
him in. 

So Nash Caromel and Charlotte his wife set sail for New York ; 
Mrs, Tinkle bitterly resenting the step, and wholly refusing to 
be reconciled. 
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II. 

About five years went by. Henry Tinkle’s wife had died, 
leaving him a little girl, and he was back with the child at his 
mother’s : but that has nothing to do with us. A letter came 
from the travellers now and then, but not often, during the first 
three years. Nash wrote to Caromel’s Farm ; Charlotte to the 
parson’s wife, Mrs. Holland, with whom she had been very 
friendly. But none of the letters gave much information as to 
personal matters ; they were chiefly filled with descriptions of 
the new country, its manners and customs, and especially its 
mosquitoes, which at first nearly drove Mrs. Nash Caromel mad. 
It was gathered that Nash did not prosjier. They seemed to 
move about from place to place, making New York a sort of 
standing point to return to occasionally. For the past two years 
no letters at all had come, and it was questioned whether poor 
Nash and his wife had not dropped out of the world. 

In the midst of this uncertainty, Miles Caromel, who had been 
seriously ailing for some months, died. And to Nash, if he were 
still in existence, lapsed the Caromel property. 

Old Mr. Carom el’s will had been a curious one. He be- 
queathed Caromel Farm, with all its belongings, the live stock, 
the standing ricks, the crops, the furniture, and all else that 
might be in or upon it, to his son Miles, and to Miles’s eldest 
sou after him. If Miles left no son, then it was to go to Nash 
(with all that might then be upon it, just as before), and so on 
itSoT^ash’s son. But if neither of them had a son, and Nash died 
f^during Miles’s lifetime — in short, if there was no male inheritor 
iiving, then Milos could dispose of the property as he pleased. 
As could Nash also under similar circumstances. 

The result of this odd will was, that Nash, if living, came into 
the farm and all that was upon it. If Nash had, or should have, 
a son, it must descend to that son ; if he had not, the property 
was his absolutely. But it was not known whether Nash was 
living ; and, in the uncertainty, Miles made a will conditionally, 
bequeathing it to his wife a^id daughters. It was said that 
possessing *no son had long been a thorn in the shoes of Miles 
Caromel ; that he had prayed for one, summer and winter. 
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Eut now, who was to find Nash ? How could the executors 
let him know of his good luck ? The Squire, who was one of 
them, talked of nothing else. A letter was despatched to 
Nash’s agents in New York, Abraham B. Whitter and Co., and 
no more could be done. 

In a shorter time than you would have supposed possible, 
Nash arrived at Church Dykely. He chanced to be at these 
same agents’ house in New York, when the letter got there, and 
he came off at full speed. So the will made by Miles went for 
nothing 

Nash Caromel was a good bit altered — looked thinner and 
older : but he was evidently just as easy and persuadable as he 
used to be . people often wondered whether Nash had ever said 
No in his whole life He did not tell us much about himself, 
only that he had roamed over the world, hither and thither, 
from country to country, and had been lately for some time in 
California. Charlotte was at San Francisco. When Nash took- 
ship from thence for New York, she was not well enough to 
undertake the voyage, and had to stay behind. Mrs. Tinkle, 
who had had time, and to spare, to get over her anger, went into 
a way at this last item of news , and caught up the notion that 
Charlotte was dead For which she had no grounds ■whatever. 

Charlotte had no children ; had not had any ; consequently 
there was eveiy probability that Caromel’s Farm would be 
Nash’s absolutely, to will away as he should please. He found 
Mrs. Caromel (his brother’s widow) and her daughters in it ; 
they had not bestirred themselves to look out for another 
residence Being very well off, Mrs Caromel having had\ 
several substantial windfalls in the shape of legacies from riclj/ 
uncles and aunts, they professed to be glad that Nash should^ 
have the property — whatever they might have privately felt. 
Nash, out of a good-natured wish not to disturb them too soon, 
bade them choose their own time for moving, and took up his 
abode at Nave, the lawyer’s 

There are lawyers and lawyers. I am a great deal older now 
than I was when these eve;uts were enacted, and have gained my 
share of worldly wisdom ; and I, Johnny Ludlow, say^that there 
are good and honest lawyers as well as bad and dishonest. My 
uxperience has lain more amidst the former class than the latter. 
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Though I have, to my cost, been brought into contact with one 
or two bad ones in my time ; fearful rogues. 

One of these was Andrew Nave : who had recently, so to say, 
come, a stranger, to settle at Church Dykely. His name might 
have had a “ K ” prefixed, and been all the better for it. Of 
fair outward show, indeed rather a good-looking man, he was 
not fair wathin. He managed to hold his own in the parish 
estimation, as a rule : it was only when some crafty deed or 
other struggled to the surface that people would say, ‘ ‘ What a 
sharper that man is ! ” 

The family lawyer of the Caromels, Crow, of Evesham, 
chanced to be ill- at this time, and gone away for change of air, 
and Nave rushed up to greet Nash on his return, and to offer Ins 
services. And the fellow was so warm and hearty, so fair- 
speakmg, so much the gentleman, that easy Nash, to whom the 
man was an entire stranger, and who knew nothing of him, bad 
or good, clasped the hand held out to him, and promised Knave 
his patronage forthwith. If IVe made a mistake in spelling the 
name, it can go. 

To begin with, Nave took him home. He lived a door or two 
past Duffham’s * a nice house, well kept up in paint. Some five 
years bef<'>re, the sleepy old lawyer, Wilkinson, died in that 
house, and Nave came down from London and took to the 
c(mcern. Nave thought that he was doing a first-rate stroke of 
business now by securing Nash Caromel as an inmate, the 
solicitorship to the Caromel property being worth trying for ; 
^though he might not have been so eager to admit Nash had he 
^foreseen all that was to come of it. 

Not caring to trouble Mrs Caromel with his company, Nash 
accepted Nave’s hospitality ; but, liking to be independent, he 
insisted upon paying for it, and mentioned a handsome weekly 
sum. Nave made a show of resistance — which was all put on, 
for he was as fond of shillings as he was of pounds — and then 
gave in. So Nash, feeling free, stayed on at his ease. 

When Nave had first come to settle at Church Dykely with his 
daughter Charlotte, he was taken for a widower. It turned out, 
however, that there was a Mr<. Nave living somewhere with the 
rest of the children, she and her husband having agreed to what 
was called an amicable separation, for their tempers did not 
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agree. This eldest daughter, Charlotte, a gay, dashing girl of 
two-and-twenty then, was the only creature in the world, it was 
said, for whom Nave cared. 

Mrs. Caromel did not appear readily to find a jfiace to her 
liking. People are particular when about to purchase a resi- 
dence. She made repeated apologies to Nash for keeping him 
out of his home, but he assured her that he was m no hurry to 
leave his present quarters. 

And that was true. For Charlotte Nave was casting her 
glamour over him. She liked to cast that over men ; and tales 
had gone about respecting her. Nothing very tangible : and 
perhaps they would not have held water. She was a little, fair, 
dashing woman, swaying about her flounces as she walked, with 
a great heap of beautiful hair, bright as gold. Her blue eyes 
had a way of looking into yours rather too freely, and her voice 
was soft as a summer wind. A dangerous companion was Miss 
Nave. 

Well, they fell in love with one another, as was said ; she 
and Nash. Nash forgot his wife, and she her old lovers. Being 
now on the road to her twenty-eighth year, she had had her 
share of them. Once she had been mysteriously absent from 
home for two weeks, and Church Dykely somehow took up the 
idea that she and one of her lovers (a young gentleman who was 
reading law with Nave) were taking a fraternal tour together as 
far as London to see the lions. But it turned out to be a mistake, 
and no one laughed at the notion more than Charlotte when she 
returned. She wished she had been on a tour — and seeing 
lions, she said, instead of moping away the whole two weeks at,, 
her aunt’s, who had a perpetual asthma, and lived in a damp old " 
house at Chelsea. 

But that is of the past, and Nash is back again. The weeks' 
went on. Autumn weather came in. Mrs. Caromel found a 
place to suit her at Kempsey~one of the prettiest of the villages 
that lie under the wing of Worcester. She bought it; and 
removed to it with her private goods and chattels. Nash, even 
now, made no haste to quit the lawyer’s house for his own. 
Some said it was he whor could not 4ear himself away from 
Charlotte ; others said Miss Charlotte would not lef him go ; 
that she held him fast by a silken cord. Anyhow, they were 
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always together, out-of-chjors and in ; she seemed to like to 
parade their friendship l*etore the world, as some girls like to 
lead about a pet monkey. Pei’haps Nash first took to her from 
her name being the same as his wife’s. 

One day in September, Nash walked over to the Manor and 
had a long talk in private with the Squire. He wanted to 
burrow twelve hundred pounds. No ready money had come to 
him from his brother, and it was not a favourable time for 
selling produce. The Squire cheerfully agreed to lend it Mm : 
there was no risk. 

“But I’d counsel you to remember one thing, Nash Caromei 
— that you have a wife,” said he, as they came out of the room 
when Nash was going away. “It’s time you left off dallying 
with that other young woman ” 

Nash laughed a laugh that had an uneasy sound in it. “ It is 
nothing, Todhetley.” 

“Glad to hear you say so,” said the pater. “She has the 
reputation of being a dangerous flirt. Yon are not the first man 
she has entangled, if all tales be true. Get out of Nave’s house 
and into your own.” 

“I will,” acquiesced Nash. 

Perhaps that was easier said than done. It happened that 
the same evening I overheard a few words between the lawyer 
and Nash. They were not obliged to apply to, Miss Nave : but, 
the chances were that they did. 

The Squire sent me to Nave’s when dinner was over, to take 
a note to Nash. Nave’s smart waitmg-maid, in a muslin apron 
f^nd cherry cap-strings, was standing at the door talking and 
Jaughing with some young man, under cover of the twilight. 
3 was as fond of finery as her mistress ; perhaps as fond of 
sweethearts. 

“Mr. Caromel? Yes, sir, he is at home. Please to walk in.” 

Showing me to a sitting-room on the left of the passage — the 
lawyer’s ofiices were on the right — she shut me in, and went, a^i 
I supposed, to tell Caromel. At the back of this room was the 
dining-room. I heard the rattle of glasses on the table through 
the unlatched folding-doors, ai^d, nexf, the buzz of voices. The 
lawyer ancf Nash were sitting over their wine. 

“You must marry her,” said Nave, concisely. 
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‘‘I wish I could,” returned Nash ; and his waverin'^, irresolute 
tone was just a contrast to the other’s keen one. “I want to. 
But how can I ? I’m heartily sorry.” 

“And as soon as may be. You must. Attentio^is paid to 
young ladies cannot be allowed to end in smoke. And you will 
find her thousand pounds useful.” 

“But how can I, I say?” cried Nash ruefully. “You know 
how impracticable it is — the impediment that exists. ” 

“ Stuff and nonsense, Caromel ! Where there’s a will there’s 
a way. Impediments only exist to be got over. ” 

“It would take a cunning man to get over the one that lies 
between me and her. I assure you, and you may know I say it 
in all good faith, that I should ask nothing better than to be a 
free man to-morrow — for this one sole cause.” 

“Leave things to me. Bor all you know, you are free 
now.” 

The opening of their door by the maid, who had taken her 
own time to do it, and the announcement that I waited to see 
Mr. Caromel, stopped the rest. Nash came m. and I gave him 
the note. 

“ Wants to see me before twelve to-morrow, does he ^ — some- 
thing he forgot to say,” cried he, running his eyes over it. 
“ Tell the Squire I will be there, Johnny." 

Caromel was very busy after that, getting into his house — for 
he took the Squire’s advice, and did not linger much longer at 
Nave’s. And I think two or three weeks only had passed, after 
he was in it, when news reached him of his wife’s death. 

It came from his agent in New York, Abraham B. Whitb 
who had received the information from San Francisco. 
Whitter enclosed the San Francisco letters. They were wnitten 
by a Mr. Munn ; one letter to himself, the other (which was not 
as yet unsealed) to Nash Caromel. 

We read them both : Nash brought them to the Squire before 
sending them to Mrs. Tinkle — considerate as ever, he would not 
let her see them until she had been prepared. The letters did 
not say much. Mrs. Nash Caromel had grown weaker and 
weaker after Nash departed from^San Francisco for New York, 
and she finally sank under low fever. A diary, which she had 
kept the last few weeks of her life, meant only for her husband’s 
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own eye, together with a few letters and sundiy other perisonal 
tniles, would be forwarded the first opportunity to Abraham B, 
Whitter and Co., who would hold the box at Mr. Caromel’s 
disposal. 

“ Who is he, this Francis Munn, who writes to you asked 
the Squire. “A friend of your wife’s ? — she appears to have died 
at his house.” 

“A true friend of hers and of mine,” answered Nash. “It 
was with Mr. and Mrs. Munn that I left Charlotte, when 1 was 
obliged to go to New York. She was not well enough to travel 
with me.” 

“Well — look here, Caromel — don’t go and marry that other 
Charlotte,” advised the Squire. “She is as different from your 
wife as chalk is from cheese. Poor thing ^ it was a hard fate- 
dying over there away from everybody ! ” 

But now^ — would any one believe it ? — instead of taking the 
Squire’s advice and not marrying her at all, instead even of 
allowing a decent time to elapse, in less than a week Nash went 
to church with Charlotte the Second. Shame, said Parson 
Holland under his breath ; shame, said the parish aloud ; but 
Nash Caromel heeded them not. 

We only knew it on the day before the wedding was to be. 
On Wednesday morning, a fine, crisp, October day, a shooting 
party was to meet at old Appleton’s, who lived over beyond 
Church Dykely. The Squire and Tod started for it after an 
early breakfast, and they let me go part of the way with them, 
dust after passing Caromel’s Farm, we met Pettipher the post- 
^ man. 

“Anything for the Manor ” asked the pater. 

“Yes, sir,” answered the man; and, diving into his bundle, 
he handed a letter. 

“This is not mine,” said the Squire, looking at the address t 
“ this is for Mr. Caromel ” 

“ Oh ! I beg your pardon, sir ; I took out the wrong letter. 
This IS yours. ” 

“What a thin letter! — come from foreign parts,” remarked 
the pater, j^eading the address,* “ Nash Caromel, Esq.” “ I seem 
to know the handwriting : fancy I’ve seen it before. Here, talie, 
it, Pettipher.” 
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In passing the letter to Pettipher, which was a ship’s letter, I 
looked at the said writing. Yery small poor writing indeed, 
with long angular tails to the letters up and down, especially the 
capitals. The Squire handed me his gun and w'as turning to 
walk on, opening his letter as he did so ; when Pettipher spoke 
and arrested him. 

Have you heard what’s coming off yonder, to-morrow, sir ? ” 
asked he, pointing with his thumb to Caromel’s Farm. 

“ Why no,” said the Squire, wondering what Pettipher meant 
to he at. What should he coming off * ” 

‘^Mr. Caromel’s going to bring a wife home. Leastways, 
going to get married.” 

“I don’t beheve it,” burst forth the pater, after staring 
angrily at the man. ‘‘You’d better take care what you say, 
Pettipher. ” 

“But it’s true, sir,” reasoned Pettipher, “though it’s not 
generally known. My niece is apprentice to Mrs. King the 
dressmaker, as perhaps you know, sir, and they are making 
Miss Nave’s wedding-dress and bonnet. They are to be mariied 
quite early, sir, nine o’clock, before folks are about. Well yes, 
sir, it is not seemly, seeing he has but now heard of his wife’s 
death, poor Miss Charlotte Tinkle, that grew up among us — but 
you’ll find it’s true.” 

Whether the Squire gave more hot words to Nash Caromel, 
or to Charlotte the Second, or to Pettipher for telling it, I can’t 
say now. Pettipher touched his hat, said good-morning, and 
turned up the avenue to Caromel’s Farm to leave the letter for 
Nash. 

And, married they were on the following morning, amidst , i 
score or two of spectators. What was agate had slipped out 
others as well as ourselves. Old Clerk Bumford looked more 
fierce than a raven when he saw us flocking into the church, 
after Nash had fee’d him to keep it quiet. 

As the clock struck nine, the party came up. The bride and 
one of her sisters, both in white silk ; Nave and some strange 
gentleman, who might be a friend of his ; and Caromel, pale as 
a ghost. Charlotte the Second \^as pale too, but uncommonly 
pretty, her mass of beautiful hair shining like threads ^of gold. 

The ceremony over, they filed out into the porch ; Nash lead- 
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ing his bride, and Nave bringing up the rear alone ; when an 
anxious-looking little woman with a chronic redness of face was 
seen coming across the churchyard. It was Mrs. Tinkle, wearing 
the deep mourning she had put on for Charlotte. Some one 
had carried her the tidings, and she had come running forth to 
see whether they could be true. 

And, to watch her, poor thing, with her scared face raised to 
Nash, and her poor hands clasped in pain, as he and liis bride 
passed her on the pathway, was something sad. Nash Caromers 
face had grown white again ; bub he never looked at her ; never 
turned his eyes, fixed straight out before him, a hair’s point to 
the right or left. 

“May Heaven have mercy upon them—for surely they’ll need 
it!” cried the poor woman. “No luck can come of such a 
wedding as this.” 


HI. 

The months went on. Mrs. Nash was ruling the roast at 
Oaromel’s Farm, being unquestionably both mistress and master, 
Nash Caromol’s old easy indolence had grown now to apathy. 
It almost seemed as though the farm might go as it liked for 
him ; but his wife was energetic, and she kept servants of all 
kinds to their work. 

Nash excused himself for his hasty wedding when people 
reproached him — and a few had done that on his return from 
■£hc honeymoon. His first wife had been dead for some months, 
he said, and the farm wanted a mistress. She had only been 
dead to him a week, was the answer he received to this : and, as 
to the farm, he was quite as competent to manage that himself 
without a mistress as with one. After all, where was the use of 
bothering about it when the thing was done ? — and the oftence 
concerned himself, not his neighbours. So the matter was con- 
doned at length ; Nash was taken into favour again, and the 
past was dropped. 

But Nash, as I have told ^ou, gi’bw apathetic. His spirits 
were low ;* the Squire remarked one day that he was like a man 
who had some inward care upon him. Mrs. Nash, on the con- 
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trary, was cheerful as a summer’s day ; she filled the farm with 
visitors, and made the money fly. 

All too soon, a baby arrived. It was in May, and ho must 
have travelled at railroad speed. Nurse Picker, called in hastily 
on the occasion, could not find anything the matter with him. 
A beautiful boy, she said, as like his father, Master Nash (she 
had known Nash as a boy), as one pea was like another. Mrs. 
Nash told a tale of having been run after by a cow ; Duff ham, 
when attacked by the parish on the point, shut his lips, and 
would say never a word, good or bad. Anyway, here he was ; a 
fine little boy and the son and heir : and if he had mistaken the 
proper time to appear, why, clearly it must be his own fault or 
the cow’s : other people were not to be blamed for it. Mrs. 
Nash Oaromel, frantic with delight at its being a boy, sent an 
order to old Bumford to set the bells a-ringing. 

But now, it was a singular thing that the Squire should chance 
to be present at the delivery of another of those letters that bore 
the handwriting with the angular tails. Not but that very 
singular coincidences do take plac^ in this life, and I often think 
it would not hurt us if we paid more heed to them. Caromel’s 
Farm was getting rather behind-hand with its payments 
Whether through its master’s apathy or its mistress’s extrava- 
gance, ready money grew inconveniently short, and the Stiuire 
could not get his interest paid on the twelve hundred pounds. 

“I’ll go over and jog his memory,” said he one morning, as 
we got up from breakfast. “ Put on your cap, Johnny. ” 

There was a pathway to Caromel’s across the fields, and that 
was the way we took. It ivas a hot, lovely day, early in July: 
Some wheat on the Oaromel land was already down. 

“Splendid weather it has been for the corn,” cried the SquirCj^ 
turning himself about, “and we shall have a splendid harvest. 
Somehow I always fancy the crops ripen on this land sooner 
than on any other about here, Johnny.” 

“So they do, sir.” 

“Fine rich land it is; shouldn’t grumble if it were mine. 
We’ll go in at this gate, lad.” 

“This gate ” was the side-gate. It opened on a path that led 
direct to the sitting-room with gL'fss-doors. Nash was* standing 
just inside the room, and of all the uncomfortable expressions 
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that can sit on a man’s face, the worst sat on Ins. The Squir^ 
noticed it, and spoke in a whisper. 

^‘Johnny, lad, he looks just as though he had seen a gln^st.” 

It’s just what he did look like — a ghost that frightened him. 
We were close up before he noticed us. Giving a groat start, 
he smoothed his face, smiled, and held out his hand. 

“You don’t look well,” said the Squire, as he sat down. 
“ What’s amiss ? ” 

“Nothing at all,” answered Nash. “The heat pothers me, 
as usual : can’t sleep at night for it. Why, here’s the postman ! 
What makes him so late, I wonder ? ” 

Pettipher was coming straight down to the window, letters in 
hand. Something in his free, onward step seemed to say that 
lie must be in the habit of delivering the letters to Nash at that 
same window. 

“ Two, sir, this morning,” said Pettipher, handing them in. 

As Nash was taking the letters, one of them fell, either by his 
own awkwardness or by Pettiplier’s. I picked it up and gave it 
to him, address upwards The Squire saw it. 

“ Wliy, that’s the same handwriting that puzzled me,” cried 
he, sj)eak]ng on the impulse of the moment. “It seemed 
familiar to me, but I could not remember where I had seen it. 
It’s a ship letter, as was the other.” 

Nash laughed — a lame kind of laugh — and put both letters 
into his pocket. “It comes from a chum of mine that I picked 
up over yonder,” said he to the Squire, nodding his head towards 
wdi^ the sea might be supposed to he. “I don’t think you 
Jjll^Sld ever have been familiar with it.” 

^ They went away to talk of business, leaving me alone. Mrs. 
'^ash Caromel came m tvith her baby. She wore a wlute dress 
and light green ribbon^ a l:.ce cap half shading her bright hair. 
Uncommonly pretty slit looked — but I did not like her. 

“ Is it you, J^''hnny Ludlow ” said she, pausing a moment 
at the door, and then holding out her hand. “I thought my 
husl*^iid w'as here alone.” 

“ is gone into the library with the Squire.” 

“ Sit down. Have you seen my baby before Is he not a 
beauty ’ ” • * 

It was a nice little fellow, with fat arms and blue knitted 
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shoes, a good deal like Nash. They had named him Duncan, 
after some relative of hers, and the result was that he was never 
called anything but ^‘Dun.” Mrs. Caromel was telling me that 
she had short-coated ” him early, as it was hot weather, when 
the others appeared, and the Squire marched me off. 

“Johnny,” said he, thoughtfully, as we went along, “li(3W 
curiously Nash Caromel is altered ’ ” 

“He seems rather — dowti^ sir,” I answered, hesitating for a 
word. 

“Down!” echoed the Squire, slightingly; “it's more than 
that. He seems lost.” 

“Lost, sir? ” 

“ His mind does. When I told him what I had come about : 
tliat it was time, and long ago, too, that my interest was paid, 
he stared at me more like a lunatic than a farmer—as if he had 
forgotten all about it, interest, and money, and all. When his 
wits came to^him, he said it ought to have been paid, and he’d 
see Nave about it. Nave’s his father dn-law, Johnny, and I 
suppose will take care of his interests , but I know I’d as soon 
entrust my affairs to Old Scratch as to him.” 

The Squire had his interest paid. The next news we heard 
was that Caromel’s Farm was about to give an entertainment on 
a grand scale ; an afternoon fete out-of-doors, with a sumjituous 
cold collation that you might call by what name you liked — dinner, 
tea, or supper^in the evening. An invitation printed on a 
square card came to us, which we all crowded round Mrs. Tod- 
hetley to look at. Cards had not come much into fashion thcr^ 
except for public ceremonies, such as the Mayoi^’s Feast at ^ 
Worcester. In our part of the world we were still content t(j||^ 
write our invitations on note-paper 

The mother would not go. She did not care for fetes, she 
said to us. In point of fact she did not like Mrs. Nash Caromel 
any better than she had liked Charlotte Nave, and she had never 
believed in the cow. So she sent a civil note of excuse for 
herself. The Squire accepted, after some hesitation He and 
the Caromels had been friends for so many years that he did not 
care to put the slight of a refusal ^pon Nash ; besides, he* liked 
parties, if they were jolly. 

But now, would any rational being believe that Mrs. Nash had 
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the cheek to send an invitation to Mrs, Tinkle and her son 
Henry ^ It was what Harry Tinkle called it — cheek. When 
poor Mrs. Tinkle broke the red seal of the huge envelope, and 
read the card of invitation, from Mr. and Mrs. Caromel, her 
eyes were dim. 

‘‘ I think they must have sent it as a cruel joke,” remarked 
Mrs. Tinkle, meeting the Squire a day or two before the fete. 

“ She has never spoken to me in her life. When we pass each 
other she jiicks up her skirts as if they were too good to touch 
mine. Once she laughed at me, rudely.” 

“Don’t believe she knows any better,” cried the Sc^uiie in his 
hot partisanship. ‘ ‘ Her skirts were not fit to touch your owii 
Chailotte’s.” 

“ Oh, Charlotte 1 poor Charlotte ! ” cried Mrs. Tinkle, losing 
her equanimity. “I wish I could hear the particulars of her 
last moments, ” she went on, brushing away the tears. ‘ ‘ If Mr. 
...Oiironicl has had details — and that letter, telling of her death, 
promised them, you know — he does not disclose them to me.” 

^ ‘ Why don’t you write a note and ask him, Mrs. Tinkle ^ ” 

“I hardly know why,” she answered. “I think he cannot 
have heard, or he would surely tell me ; he is not bad-hearted.” 

“No, only too easy ; swayed by anybody that may be at his 
elbow for the time being,” concluded the Squire. “ Nash 
Caromel is one of those people who need to be kept in leading- 
strings all their lives. Good-morning.” 

It was a fete worth going to The afternoon as sunny a one 
asj^er August turned out, and the company gay, if not 
yimcrous. Only a sprinkling of ladies could be seen ; but 
"Amongst them was Miles Caromel’s widow, with her four 
daughters. Being women of consideration, deserving the respect 
of the world, their presence went for much, and Mrs. Nash had 
reason to thank them. They scorned and despised her m their 
hearts, but they countenanced her for the sake of the honour of 
the Caromels. 

Archery, dancing, promenading, and talking took up the after- 
noon, and then came the banquet. Altogether it must have cost 
Caroinel’s Farm a tidy sum. ^ 

“ It is well for you to be able to afford this, ” cried the Squire 
confidentially to Nash, as they stood together in one of the shady 
Johnny Lndlowu— -liL 16 



242 


,tOHNNY MBLOW. 


paths beyond tlie light of the coloured lanterns, when the evening 
was drawing to an end. “Miles would never have done it.” 

“ Oh, I don’t know— it’s no harm once in a way,” anstyered 
Nash, who had exerted himself wonderfully, and finished up by 
drinking his share of wine. “Miles had his ways, and I have 
mine.” 

“All right : it is your own affair. But I wouldn’t have done 
one thing, my good friend — sent an invitation to your mother- 
in-law.” 

“ What mother-in-law ? ” asked Nash, staring. 

“ Your ex-mother-in-law, I ought to have said — Mrs. Tinkle, 
I wouldn’t have done it, Caromel, under the circumstances. It 
pained her.” 

“ But who did send her an invitation ^ Is it likely ? I don’t 
know what you are talking about, Squire.” 

“Oh, that’s it, is it?” returned the Squire, perceiving that 
the act was madam’s and not his “ Have you ever had those 
particulars of Charlotte’s death ^ ” i 

Nash Caromel’s face changed from red to a deadly pallor : the 
question unnerved him — took his wits out of him, 

“ The particulars of Charlotte’s death,” he stammered, looking 
all abroad. “ What particulars ? ” 

“ Why, those promised you by the man who wrote from San 
Francisco — Munn, was his name Charlotte’s diary, and letters, 
and things, that he was sending off to ISew York.” 

“ Oh — ay — I remember,” answered Nash, pulling his senses 
together. “ No, they have not come.” 

“ Been lost on the way, do you suppose What a pity ! ” 

“ They may have been. I have not had them. ” 

Nash Caromel walked straight away with the last wor#. 
Either to get rid of the subject, or to join some people wtomad 
just then crossed the top of the path. 

“Caromel does not like talking of her: I can see that, 
Johnny,” remarked the Squire tome later. “I don’t believe 
he’d have done as he did, but for this second Charlotte throwing 
her wiles across his path. He fell into the snare and his 
conscience pricks him.” ^ 

“I dare say, sir, it will come right with time. She is very 
pretty.” 
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^‘Yes, most crooked things come straight with time,” assented 
the Squire. Perhaps this one will.” 

Would it, though ! 

The weeks and the months went on. Caromel’s Farm seemed 
to prosper, its mistress being a most active manager, ruling with 
an apparently soft will, but one firm as iron ; and little Dun 
grew to be about fifteen months old. The cow might have 
behaved ungenteelly to him, as Miss Bailey’s ghost saj^s to 
Captain Smith, but it had not hurt the little fellow, or his stout 
legs either, which began now to be running him into all kinds of 
mischief. And so the time came round again to August— just a 
year after the fete, and nearly twenty-two months after Nash’s 
second marriage. 

One evening. Tod being out and Mrs. Todhetley in the 
nursery, I was alone with the Squire in the twilight. The great 
narvest moon was rising behind the trees ; and the Squire, 
talking of some parish grievance that he had heard of from old 
Jones the constable, let it rise : while I was wishing he would 
call for lights that I might get on with “ The Old English 
Baron,” which I was reading for about the seventeenth time. 

‘‘And you see, Johnny, if Jones had been firm, as I told him 
this afternoon, and taken the fellow up, instead of letting him 

slope off and be lost, the poachers Who’s this coining in, 

Lid?” 

The Squire had caught sight of some one turning to the door 
from the covered path. I saw the fag-end of a petticoat. 

“T think it must be Mrs. Scott, sir. The mother said she had 

•romised to come over one of these first evenings.” 

“Ay,” said the Squire. ‘ ‘ Open the door for her, J ohnny. ” 

I had the front- door open in a twinkling, and saw a lady with 
a travelling-cloak on her arm. But she bore no resemblance to 
Mrs. Scott. 

“ Is Mr. Todhetley at home ?” 

The soft voice gave me a thrill and a shock, though years had 
elapsed since I heard it. A confused doubt came rushing over 
me ; a perplexing question well-nigh passed my lips : “ Is it a 
living woman or a dead onej” For there, before me, stood 
Nash Cardmel’s dead wife, Charlotte the First. 
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People are apt to say, when telling of a surprise, that a feather 
would have knocked them down. 1 nearly fell without the 
feather and without the touch. To see a dead woman standing 
straight up before me, and to hear her say “How are you, 
and is the Squire at home ? ” might have upset the balance of 
a giant. 

But I could not be mistaken. There, waiting at the front- 
door to come in, her face within an inch of mine, was Nash 
CaromeTs first wife, Charlotte Tinkle ; who for some two years 
now had been looked upon as dead and buried over in California. 

“Is Mr. Todhetley at home!” she repeated. “And can I 
see him ? ” 

“Yes,” I answered, coming partially out of my bewilderment. 

“ Bo you mind staying here just a minute, while I tell him ? ” 

For, to hand in a dead woman, might take him aback, as it 
had taken me. The pater stood bolt upright, waiting for Mrs. 
Scott (as he had supposed it to be) to enter. 

“It is not Mrs. Scott,” I whispered, shutting the door ai Y< 
going close up to him. “ It— it is some one else. I hardly likw^' - 
to tell you, sir ; she may give you a fright.” 

^Why, what does the lad mean?— what are you making a 
mystery of now, Johnny ? ” cried he, staring at me. “ Give me 
a fright ! I should like to see any woman give me that. Is it 
Mrs. Scott, or is it not ? ” 

“It is some one we thought dead, sir.” 

“Now, Johnny, don’t be a muft”. Somebody you thought 
dead 1 What on earth’s come to jgu, lad ^ Speak out ! ” 

“It is Nash Caromel's first wife, sir : Charlotte Tinkle.” 

The pater gazed at me as a man bereft ot reason. 1 don’t 
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believe lie knew whether he stood on his head or his heels. 

Charlotte Tinkle ! ” he exclaimed, backing against the curtain. 

What, come to life, Johnny ? ” 

Yes, sir, and she wants to see you. Perhaps she has never 
been dead.” 

Bless my heart and mind ! Bring her in.” 

The- first thing Charlotte the First did when she came in and 
the Squire clasped her by her two hands, was to burst into a fit 
of sobbing. Some wine stood on the sideboard; the Squire 
poured her out a glass, and she untied the strings of her bonnet 
as she sat down. 

‘‘If I might take it off for a minute?” she said. “I have 
had it on all the way from Liverpool.” 

“Do so, my dear. Goodness me 1 I think I must be in a 
dream. And so you are not dead ! ” 

“Yes, I knew it was what you must have all been thinking,” 
she answered, stifling her sobs. “ Poor Nash I— What a dreadful 
thing it is ! I cannot imagine how the misconception can have 
arisen.” 

“What misconception?” asked the pater, whose wits, once 
gone a wool-gathering, rarely came back in a hurry. 

“ That I had died.” 

“Why, that friend of yours with whom you were staying — 
Bunn — Munn — which was it, Johnny? — wrote to tell your 
husband so.” 

Mrs. Nash Caromel, sitting there in the twilight, her brown 
hair as smooth as ever and her eyes as meek, looked at the 
Squire in surprise. 

“ Oh no, that could not have been ; Mr. Munn would not be 
likely to write anything of the sort. Impossible. ” 

“ But, my dear lady, I read the letter. Your husband brought 
it to me as soon as it reached him. You remained at San 
Francisco, veiy ill after Nash’s departure, and you got no better, 
and died at last of low fever. ” 

She shook her head. “ I was very poorly indeed when Nash 
left, but I grew better shortly. I had no low fever, and I 
certainly did not die.” ^ 

“ Then why did Munn write it ? 

“ He did not write it. He could not have written it. I auo 
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quite certain of that. He and liis wife are my very good and 
dear friends, and most estimable people. 

“The letter certainly came to your husband,” persisted the 
Squire. “I read it with my own eyes. It was dated San 
Francisco, and signed Francis Mimn.” 

“Then it was a forgery. But why any one should have 
written it, or troubled themselves about me and my husband at 
all, I cannot imagine.” 

“And then, Nash — Nash Good gracious, what a c<mi- 

plication 1 ” cried the Squire, breaking off what he meant to say, 
as the thought of Charlotte Nave crossed his mind. 

“ I know,” she quietly put in : “ Nash has married again.” 

It was a complication, and no mistake, all things considered. 
The Squire rubbed up his hair and deliberated, and then 
bethought himseK that it might be as well to keei> servants 
out of the room. So I went to tell old Thomas that the master 
was particularly engaged with a friend, and no one was to come 
in unless rung for. Then I ran upstairs to whisper the news to 
the mother — and it pretty nearly sent her into a fit of hysterics. 

Charlotte Caromel was entering on her history to the Squire 
when I got back. “Yes,” she said, “ I and my husband went 
to California, havmg found little luck in America. Nash made 
one or two ventures there also, but nothing seemed to succeed ; 
not as well even as it did in America, and he resolved to go back 
there, and try at something or other again. He sailed for New 
York, leaving me in San Francisco with Francis Munn and his 
wife ; for I had been ill, and was not strong enough for the 
tedious voyage. The Munns kept a dry-goods store at San Fran- ^ 
cisco, and ” 

“A dry-goods store ! ” interrupted the Squire. 

“Yes, You cannot afford to be fastidious over there ; and to 
be in trade is looked upon as an honour, rather than the contrary. 
Francis Munn was the youngest son of a country gentleman in 
England ; he went to California to make his fortune at anything 
that might turn up ; and it ended in his marrying and keeping 
a store. They made plentj of money, and were very kind to 
me and Nash. Well, Nash started for New York, leaving me 
with them, and he wrote to me soon after his arrival there. 
Things were looking gloomy in the States, he said, and he felt 
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inclined to take a run over to England, and ask his brother 
Miles to help him with some money. I wrote back a letter in 
duplicate, addressing one to the agents' in New York, the other 
CO Caromel’s Farm — not knowing, you perceive, in which place 
he imght be. No answer reached me — but people think little 
of the safety of letters out there, so many seem to miscarry. 
We fancied Nash might be coming back to San Francisco and 
did not trouble himself to write * like me, he is not much of a 
scribe. But the months went on, and he did not come ; ho 
neither came nor wrote. ” 

What did you think hindered him? ” 

‘‘We did not know what to think — except, as I say, that the 
letters had miscarried. One day Mr. Munn brought in a file of 
English newspapers for me and his wife to read : and in one of 
them I saw an announcement that puzzled me greatly — the 
marriage of one Nash Oaromel, of Caromel’s Farm, to Charlotte 
Nave. Just at first it startled me , I own that ; but I felt so 
sure it could not be my Nash, my husband, that I remained only 
puzzled to know what Nash Caromel it could be." 

'‘There is only one Nash Caromel," growled the Squire, half 
inclined to tell her she was a simpleton — taking things in this 
equable way. 

“I only knew of him; but I thought he must have some 
relative, a cousin perhaps, of the same name, of whom I had 
not heard. However," continued Charlotte, “I wrote then to 
Caromel’s Farm, telling Nash what we had read, and asking 
him what it meant, and whore he was. But that letter shared 
rthe fate of the former one, and obtained no reply. In the 
Imourse of time we saw another announcement — The wife of Nash 
'^Daromel of a son. Still I did not believe it could be my Nash, 
but I could see that Mr. Munn did believe it was. At least he 
thought there was something strange about it all, especially our 
not hearing from Nash : and at length I determmed to come 
home and see about it,” 

“You must have been a long time coming, ' remarked the 
Squire. “ The child is fifteen months old." 

^^But you must remembejj that often we did n'ft get news 
until six months after its date. And I chose a most unfortunate 
rente— overland from California to Now York." 
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‘‘Wiiat on earfcli Why, people are sometimes twelve* 

month or so doing that ! ’’ cried the Squire. “ There «are rocky 
mountains to scale, as I’ve heard and read, and Red Indians to 
encounter, and all sorts of horrors. Those who undertake it travel 
in bands, do they not? and are called pilgrims, and some of them 
don’t get to the end ot the journey alive.” 

“True,” she sighed “I would never have attempted it had 
I known what it would be : but I did so dread the sea. Several 
of us were laid up midway, and had to be left behind at a small 
settlement : one or two died. It W'as a long, long time, and 
only aUer surmounting great discomforts and difficulties, we 
reached New York.” 

“ Well? ” said the Squire. It must be remembered that they 
wore speaking of days now gone by, when the journey was just 
what she described it. 

“I could hear nothing of my husband in New York,” she 
resumed, “ except that Abraham Whitter believed him to be at 
home here. I took the steamer for Liverpool, landed at dawn 
this morning, and came on by rail. And I find it ib my husband 
who is married. And what am I to do ^ ” 

She melted away into tears again. The Squire told her that 
she must present herself at the farm ; she was its legal mistress, 
and Nash Caromel’s true wife. But she shook her head at this : 
she wouldn’t bring any such trouble upon Nash for the world, 
as to show him suddenly that she was living. What he had 
done he must have done unwittingly, she said, believing her to 
be dead, and he* ought not to suffer for it more than could be 
hel[)ed. Which was a lenient way of reasoning that put th(<"^ 
Squire’s temper up. 

“ He deserves no quarter, ma’am, and J will not give it him m 
you do Within a week of the time he heard of your deaBlTlie 
went ?ind took that Charlotte Nave Though I expect it was she 
who took him — brazen hussy ! And I am glad you have come to 
put her out ! ” 

But, nothing would induce Charlotte the First to assume this 
view, or to admit that blame could attach to Nash. Once he 
had lost her by death, hS had a right to marry again, she 
contended. As to the haste — well, she had been dead (as he 
supposed) a great many months when he heard of it, and tlr^ 
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should be considered. The Squire exploded, and walked about 
the room, and rubbed his hair the WTong way, and thought her 
no better than an imbecile. 

Mrs. Todhetley came in, and there was a little scene. Charlotte 
declined our offer of a bed and refreshment, saying she would 
like to go to her mother’s for the night : she felt that she should 
be received gladly, though they had parted in anger and had 
held no communication with one another since. 

Gladly? ay, joyfully. Little doubt of that. So the Squire 
put on h^'s hat, and she her bonnet, and away they started, and 
I with them. 

We took the lonely path across the fields : her appearance 
might have raised a stir in the highway. Charlotte was but little 
altered, and would have been recognized at once. And I have 
no space to tell of the scene at Mrs. Tinkle’s, which was as good 
as a play, or of the way they rushed into one another’s arms. 

“Johnny, there’s something on my mind,” said the Squire in 
a low tone as we were going back towards home : and he was 
looking grave and silent as a judge. “Do you remember those 
two foreign letters we chanced to see of Nash Caromel’s, with 
the odd handwriting, all quavers and tails ” 

“Yes, I do, sir. They were shij) letters.” 

“Well, lad, a very ugly suspicion has come into my head, and 
I can’t drive it away. I believe those two letteis were from 
Charlotte— the two she speaks of — I believe the handwriting 
which puzzled me was hers. Now, if so, Nash went to the altar 
withrthat other Charlotte, knowing this one was alive : for the 
letter came the day before the marriage ” 

- 1 did not answer. But I remembered what I had overheard 
Nave the lawyer say to Nash Caromel : “You must marry her : 
where there’s a will there’s a way” — or words to that effect. 
Had Nave concocted the letters which pretended to tell of Mrs. 
Nash Caromel’s death, and got them posted to Nash from New 
York ^ 

With the morning, the Squire was at Caromel’s Farm. The 
old-fashioned low house, the sun shining on its quaint windows, 
looked still and quiet as he miked up to the front-door across 
the grass-plat, in tlie middle of which grew a fine mulberry-tree. 
The news of Charlotte’s return, as he was soon to find, had 
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travelled to it already , had spread to the village. For she had 
been recognized the night before on her arrival ; and her boxes, 
left in charge of a porter, bore her full name, Mrs. Nash 
Caromel. 

Nash stood m that little library of his in a state of agitation 
not to be described ; he as good as confessed, when the Squire 
tackled him, that he had known his wife might have been alive, 
and that it was all Nave's doings. At least he suspected that 
the letter, telling of her death, might be a forgery. 

“Anyway, you had a letter from her the day before you 
married, so you must have known it by that,” cried the Squire ; 
who had so much to do always with the Caromel family that he 
deemed it his duty to interfere. “What on earth could have 
possessed you ? ” 

“I —was driven into a corner,” gasped Nash. 

“I’d be driven into fifty corners before I’d marry two 
wives,” retorted the Squire. “And now, sir, what do you 
mean to do ? ” 

“ I can’t tell,” answered Nash. 

“ A pretty kettle of fish this is ! What do you suppose your 
father would have said to it ? ” 

“I’m sure I can’t tell,” repeated Nash helplessly, biting his 
lips to get some life into them. 

“And what’s the matter with your hands that they are so hot 
and white ? ” 

Nash glanced at his hands, and hid them away in his pockets. 
He looked like a man consumed by inward fever. 

“ I have not been over well for some time past,” said he. ^ 

“No wonder — with the consciousness of this discovery hai%i 
over your head I It might have sent some men into th 
graves.” 

Nash drummed upon the window-pane. What in the world 
to do, what to say, evidently he knew not. 

“You must put away this Jez — this lady,” went on the 
Squire. “It was she who bewitched you ; ay, and set herself 
out to do it, as all the parish saw. Let her go back to her 
father ; you might make some^ provision for her : and instal 
your wife here in her proper place. Poor thing ’ she is so meek 
and patient 1 She won’t hear a word said against you ; thinks 
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you are a saint. 1 think you a scoundrel^ Nash : and I tell you 
so to your face.” 

The door had slowly opened ; somebody, who had been out- 
side, listening, put in her head. A very pretty head, and that’s 
the truth, surmounting a fashionable morning costume of rose- 
coloured muslin, all flounces and furbelows. It was ClmrlottG 
the Second. The Squire had called her a brazen hussy behind 
her back , he had much ado this morning not to call her so to 
her face. 

“What’s that I hear you saying to my husband, Mr. Tod- 
hetley? — that he should discard me and admit that creature 
here ! How dare you bring your pernicious counsels into this 
house ” 

“ Why, bless my heart, he is her husband, madam ; he is not 
yours. You’d not stay here yourself, surely ! ” 

^‘This is my home, and he is my husband, and my child is his 
"heir ; and that woman may go back over the seas whence she 
came. Is it not so, Nash ? Tell him.” 

She put her hand on Nash’s shoulder, and he tried to get out 
something or other in obedience to her. He was as much under 
her finger and thumb as Punch in the street is under the show- 
man’s. The Squire went into a purple heat. 

“You married him by craft, madam — as I believe from my 
very soul : you married him, knowing, you and your father also, 
that his wife was alive. He know’- it, too. The motive must 
have been one of urgency, I should say, but I’ve nothing to do 
wji^^hat ” 

any other business of ours,” she answered with a 

^isczen face. 

This business is mine, and all Church Dykely’s,” flashed the 
Squire. “It is public property. And now, I ask you both, 
what you mean to do in this dilemma you have brought upon 
yourselves? His wife is waiting to come in, and you cannot 
keep her out.” 

“ She shall never come in ; I tell you that,” flashed Charlotte 
the Second. “She sent word to him that she was dead, and she 
must abide by it ; from that tim^e she was dead to him, dead for 
ever. Mr. Caromel married me equally in the eyes of the 
world : and here I shall stay with him, his true and lawful wife.” 
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The Srixiire rubbed his face ; the torrent of words and the heat 
made it glisten 

Stay here, would you, madam ! What luck do you suppose 
would come of that ? ” 

Luck ! I have quite as much luck as I require. Nash, why 
do you not request this — this gentleman to leave us ? ” 

‘‘Why, he dare not keep you here,” cried the Svquire, passing 
over the last compliment. “He would be prosecuted for — ^you 
know what.” 

“Let him be prosecuted! Let the wicked woman do her 
worst. T^ot her bring an action, and we’ll defend it. I have 
more right to him than she has. Mr. Caromel, do you wish to 
keep un this interview until night ? ” 

“Perhaps you had better go now, Squire,” put in the man 
pleadingly. “ I — I will consult Nave, and see what’s to be done. 
She may like to go back to California, to the Munns ; the 
climate suited her : and — and an income might be arranged.” 

This put the finishing stroke to the Squire’s temper. Ho 
flung out of the room with a few unorthodox words, and camto 
home in a tantrum. 

We had had times of commotion at Church Dykcly before, but 
this affair capped all. The one Mrs. Nash Caromel waiting to 
go into her house, and the other Mrs. Nash Caromel refusing to 
go out of it to make room for her. The Squire was right when 
saying it was public property : the public made it theirs. 
Tongues pitched into Nash Caromel in the fields and in the 
road : but some few of us pitied him, thinking what on earth 
we could do ourselves in a like position. While old Jones 
constable stalked briskly about, expecting to get a warrant 
taking up the master of Oaromel’s Farm. I 

But the great drawback to instituting legal proceedings ^liy 
with Mrs. Nash Caromel the First. She declined to prosecute. 
Her husband might refuse to receive her ; might hold himself 
aloof from her ; might keep his second wife by his side ; but 
she would never hurt a hair of his head. Heaven might bring 
things round in its own good time, she said ; meanwhile she 
would submit — and bear.' 

And she held to this, driving indignant men distracted. They 
argued, they persuaded, they remonstrated ; it was said that 
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or two strong-minded ones swore. All the same. She stayed on 
at her mother’s, and would neither injure her husband herself, 
nor let her family injure him. Henry Tinkle, her brother, 
chanced to be from home (as he was when she had run away to 
be married), or he might have acted in spite of her. And, when 
this state of things had continued for t-\ o or three weeks, the 
world began to call it a “ crying scandal.” As to i^'ash Caromel, 
he did not show his face abroad. 

“ Not a day longer shall the fellow retain my money,” said 
the pater, spealang of the twelve hundred pounds he had lent to 
Nash . and in fact the term it had been lent for was already up. 
But it is easier tc make such a threat than to enforce it ; and it 
is not everybody who can extract twelve hundred pounds at 
will from uncertain coders. Any way the Squire found he 
could not. He wrote to Nash, demanding its return ; and he 
wrote to Nave. 

^ Nash did not answer him at all. --Nave’s clerk sent a semi- 
insolent letter, saying Mr. Caromel should be communicated 
with when occasion offered. The Squire wrote in a rage to his 
lawyer at Worcester, bidding him enforce the repayment. 

You two lads can take the letter to the post,” said he. 

But we had not got many yards from home when we heard the 
Squire coming after us. We all walked into Church Dykely 
together ; and close to the post-office, which was at Dame Chad’s 
shop, we mot Duff ham. Of course the Squire, who could not 
keep anything in had he been bribed to do it, told DufFham whar. 
ste^ he was about to take. 

^*^Goin^ to enforce payment,” nodded Duff ham. The man 

■^serves quarter. But he is ill,” 

Serv^ him right. What’s the matter with him ? ” 

^‘Nervous fever. Has fretted or frightened himself into it. 
Beport says that he is very ill indeed.” 

“ Don’t you attend him ? ” 

Not I. I did not please madam at the time the boy was 
born — would not give in to some of her whims and fancies. 
They have called m that new doctor who has settled in the next 
parish, young Bluck.” ^ 

Why, he is no better than an apothecary’s boy, that young 
Bluck ! Caromel can’t be very ill, if they have him.” 
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So illj that, as I have just heard, he is in great clanger-*- 
likely to die,” replied DufFham, tapping his cane against the 
ledge of Dame Chad’s window. “Bluck’s young, but he is 
clever.” 

Bless my heart t Likely to die ! What, Nash Caromel ! 
Here, you lads, if that’s it, I won’t annoy him just now about 
the money, so don’t post the letter. ” 

“ It IS posted,” said Tod. “ I have just put it in.” 

Go in and explain to Dame Chad, and get it out again. 
Or, stay ; the letter can go, and I’ll write and say it’s not to be 
acted on until he is well again. Nervous fever ! I’m afraid his 
conscience has been pricking him.” t 

i hope it has,” said Duffham. 


ll. 

A FEW days went on. Nash Caromel lay in the greatest danger. 
Nave was at the farm day and night, A physician was called in ^ 
from a distance to aid young Bluck ; but it was understood that 
there remained very little, hope of recovery. We began to feel 
sorry for Nash and to excuse his offences, the Squire especially. 
It was all that strong-minded young woman’s doings, said he ; 
she had drawn him into her toils, and he had not had the pluck, 
first or last, escape from them. 

But a change for the better took place ; Nash passed the crisis, 
and would probably, with care, recover. I think every one felt 
glad ; one does nob wish a fellow quite to die, thougli he hj|^ 
misinterpreted the laws on the ticklish subject of matrimon;^ 
And the Squire felt vexed later when he learned that his lalv^r ^ 
had disregarded his countermanding letter and sent a perefiiptory 
threat to Nash of enforcing instant proceedings, unless the 
money was repaid forthwith. That wa,s not the only threat 
conveyed to Caromel’s Farm. Harry Tinkle returned; and, 
despite his sister’s protestations, took the matter into his own 
hands, and applied for the warrant that had been so much talked 
about. As soon as Nash Carome^ could leave his bed, he would 
be taken before the magistrates. 

Soon a morning came that we did not forget iii a hurry. 
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While dressing with the window open to the white flowers of 
the trailing jessamine and the sweet perfume of the roses^ 
blooming in the warm Sejitember air, Tod came in, fastening his 
braces. 

“ I say, Johnny, here’s the joUiest lark ! The pater ” 

And what the lark was, I don’t know to this day. At that 
moment the passing-bell tolled out — three times three ; its 
succession of quick strokes following it. The wind blew in our 
direction from the church, and it sounded almost as though it 
were in the room. 

“Who can be dead*^” cried Tod, stretching his neck out at 
the window to listen. “Was any one ill, Jenkins ?” he called 
to the head-gardener, then coming up the path with a barrow ; 

“ do you know who that bell’s tolling for ? ” 

“It’s for Mr. Caromel,” answered Jenkins. 

“What?” shouted Tod. 

“ It’s tolling for Mr. Caromel, sir. He died in the night.” 

It was a shock to us all. The Squire, pocketing his indigna- 
tion against madam and the Nave family in general, went over 
to the farm after breakfast, and saw Miss Gwendolen Nave, who 
was staying with her sister. They called her Gwinny. 

“We heard that he was better — going on so well,” gasped the 
S(iuire. 

“So he was until a day or two ago,” said Miss Gwinny, hold- 
ing her handkerchief to her eyes. “Yery well indeed until 
then — when it turned to typhus.” 

/'•^ Goodness bless me ! ” cried the Squire, an unpleasant feeling 
jHnning through him. “ Typhus ! ” 

^ “ Yes, I am sorry to say.” 

“ Is it safe to be here ? Safe for you all ? ” 

“Of course it is a risk. We try not to be afraid, and havo 
sent as many out of the house as we could. I and the old 
servant Grizzel alone remain with Mrs. Caromel, The baby has 
gone’ to papa’s.” 

“Bear me, dear me ! I was intending to ask to look at poor 
Nash ; we have known each other always, you see. But, perhaps 
it would .not be prudent.” ^ ^ 

“ It would be very imprudent, Mr. Todhetley. The sickness 
was of the w "'rst type ; it might involve not only your own death, 
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but that of others to whom you might in turn carry it. You 
have a wife and children, sir. ” 

“Yes, yes, quite right,” rejoined the Squire. “Poor Nash ! 
How is~your sister?” He would not, oven at that trying 
moment for them, call her Mrs. Caromel. 

“Oh, she is very ill ; shocked and grieved almost to death. 
For all we know, she has taken the fever and may follow her 
husband ; she attended upon him to the last. I hope that 
woman, who came here to disturb the peace of a happy family, 
that Charlotte Tinkle, will reap the fruit of what she has sown, 
for it IS all owing to her. ” 

“People do mostly reap the fruit of their own actions, whether 
they are good or bad,” observed the Squire to this, as he got up 
to leave. But he would not add what ho thought—that it was 
another Charlotte who ought to reap what she had sown. And 
who appeared to be doing it. 

“ Did the poor fellow suffer much ? ” 

“Not at the last,” said Miss Gwinny. “His strength wa^ 
gone, and he lay for many hours insensible. Up to yesterdaj^ 
evening we thought ho might recover. Oh, it is a dreadfuJ 
calamity ! ” 

Indeed it was. The Squire came away echoing the words in 
his heart. 

Three days later the funeral took place ; it would not do to 
delay it longer. The Squire went to it • when a man was dead, 
he thought animosity should cease. Harry Tinkle would not oo. 
Caromel, he said, had escaped him and the law, to which ho 
rendered himself amenable, and nobody might grumble at it, ^ 
it was the good pleasure of Heaven, but he would not sln.'^ 
Caromel respect, dead or living. 

All the parish seemed to have been bidden to the funeral. 
Some w^ent, some did not go. It looked a regular crowd, wind- 
ing down the lawn and down the avenue. Fev'; "'^^otnred 
indoors ; they preferred to assemble outside • for an exaggerated 
fear of Caromel’s Farm and what might be caught in it, ran 
through the community. So, when the men came out of the 
house, staggering under tlfe black^velvet pall with its deop white 
border, followed by Lawyer Nave, the company fell up into line 
behind. 
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Little Dun would have been the legal heir to the property had 
there been no Charlotte the First. That complication stood in 
his way^ and he could no more inherit it than I could. Under 
the peculiar circumstances there was no male heir living, and Nash 
Caromel, the last of his name, had the power to make a will. 
Whether he had done so, or not, was not known ; but the 
question was set at rest after the return from the funeral. Nave 
had gone strutting next the coffin as chief mourner, and he now 
produced the will. Half-a-dozen gentlemen had entered, the 
Squire one of them. 

It was executed, the will, all in due form, having been drawn 
up by a lawyer from a distance ; not by Nave, who may have 
thought it as well to keep his fingers out of the pie. A few days 
after the return of Charlotte the First, when Nash first became 
ill, the strange lawyer was called in, and the will was made. 

Caromers Farm and every stick and stone upon it, and all 
other properties possessed by Nash, were bequeathed to the 
little boy, Duncan Nave (as it was worded), otherwise Duncan 
Nave Caromel. Not to him unconditionally, but to be placed in 
the hands of trustees for his ultimate benefit. The child’s 
mother (called in the will Charlotte Nave, otherwise Charlotte 
Caromel) was to remain at the farm if she pleased, and to receive 
the yearly income derived from it for the mutual maintenance of 
herself and child When the child should be twenty-one, he 
was to assume full possession, but his mother was at hberty to 
coiiLjiue to have her home with him. In short, they took all'j 
C^haiiotte Tinkle, nothing. 

4 ^^ It is a wicked will,” cried one of the hearers when they 
pie out from listening to it. 

‘‘And it won’t prosper them ; you see if it does,” added the 
Squire. ‘^Slie stands in the place of Charlotte Tinkle. The 
least Caromel could have done, was to divide the property 
between them.” 

So that was the apparent ending of the Caromel business, 
which had caused the scandal in our quiet place, and a very 
unjust ending it was. Charlotte Tinkle, who had not a sixpence 
of her own in the world, remained oh wdth her mother. She 
would come to church in her widow’s mourning, a grievous look 
of sorrow upon her meek face ; people said she would never get 
Johnny Ludlow - III 17 
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over fclie cruelty of not having been sent for to say farewell to 
her husband when he was dying. 

As for Charlotte Nave, she stayed on at the farm without let 
or hindrance, calling herself, as before, Mrs. Nash Caromel 
She appeared at church once m a way ; not often. Her widow’s 
veil was deeper than the other widow’s, and her goffered cap 
larger. Nobody took the fever : and Nave the lawyer sent back 
the Squire’s twelve hundred pounds within a month of Nasli’s 
death. And that, I say, was the ending, as we all supposed, of 
the affair at Caromel’s Farm. 

But curious complications were destined to crop up yet. 


Ill 

Nash Caeomel died in September. And in how short, or long, 
a time it was afterwards that a very startling report grew to be 
whispered, I cannot remember ; but I think it must have been 
at the turn of winter. The two widows were deep in weeds as 
ever, but over Charlotte Nave a change had come. And I really 
think 1 had better call them in future Charlotte Tinkle and 
Charlotte Nave, or we may get in a fog between the two. 

Charlotte Nave grew pale and thin. She ruled the farm, as 
before, with the deft hand of a capable woman, but her nature 
appeared to be changing, her high spirits to have flown for ever. 
Instead of filling the house with company, she secluded herself 
in it like a hermit, being scarcely ever seen abroad. Ill-natured 
people, quoting Shakespeare, said the thorns, which in 
bosom lay, did prick and sting her. * 

It was reported that the fear of the fever had taken a haunti%. 
hold upon her. She could not get rid of it. Which was on- 
reasonable, as Nurse Picker phrased it"; for if she’d ha’ been to 
catoh it, she’d ha’ caught it at the time. It was not for herself 
alo ic slie feared it, but for others, though she did fear it for 
herself still, very much indeed. An impression lay on her mind 
that the fever was not yet out of the house, and never would be 
out of it, and that any fresh person, coming in to reside, would 
be liable to take it. More thaix^ once she was heard to say she 
would give a great deal not to be tied to the place— but the farm 
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Could not get on without a head. Before Nash died, when it 
was known the disorder had turned to tyjdiuSj she had sent all 
the servants (except Grizzel) and little Dun out of the house. 
She would not let them come back to it. Dun stayed at the 
lawyer’s ; the servants in time got other situations. The gar- 
dener’s wife went in by day to help old Grizzel with the work, 
and some of the out-door men lived ui the bailiffs house. Nave 
let out one day that he had remonstrated with his daughter in 
vain. Some w^omen are cowards in these matters ; they can’t 
help being so ; and the inward fear, perpetually tormenting 
them, makes a havoc of their daily lives. But in this case the 
fear had grown to an exaggerated height. In short, not to 
mince the matter, it was suspected her brain, on that one point, 
was unhinged. 

Miss Gwmny could not leave her. Another sister, Harriet 
Nave, had come to her father’s house, to keep it and take care 
of little Dun. Dun was allowed to go into the grounds of the 
farm and to play under the mulberry-tree on the lawn ; and 
once or twice on a wet day, it was said, his mother had taken 
him into the parlour that opened with glass-doors, but she never 
let him run the risk of going in farther. At last old Nave, as 
was reported, consulted a mad doctor about her, going all the 
w^ay to Droitwich to do it. 

But all this had nothing to do wdth the startling rumour I 
spoke of. Things were in this condition when it first arose. It 
was said that Nash Caromel came again ” 

.^At first the whisper was not listened to, was ridiculed, laughed 
j^t ; but when one or tw^o credible witnesses protested they had 
een him, people began to talk, and tlien to say there must be 
;^mething in it. * 

A little matter that had occurred soon after the funeral, was 
remembered then. Nash Caromel had used to wear on his 
watch-chain a small gold locket with his own and his wife’s hair 
in it. I mean his real wife. Mrs Tinkle wrote a civil note to the 
mistress of Caromel’s Farm asking that the locket might be 
restored to her daughter— whose property it in fact was. She 
did not receive any answer, and wrote again. The second letter 
was returned to Mrs. Tinkle ^in a blank envelope with a wmo 
black border. 
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Upon this, Harry Tinkle took up the matter. Stretching a 
point for his sister, who was pining for the locket and Nash’s bit 
of hair in it, for she possessed no memento at all of her husband, 
he called ^t the farm and saw the lady. Some hard Words passed 
between them : she was contemptuously haughty ; and he was 
full of inward indignation, not only at the general treatment 
accorded to his sister, but also at the unjust will. At last, stuilg 
by some sneering contumely she openly cast upon Ins sister, he 
retorted in her own coin — answering certain words of hers — 

‘‘I hope his ghost will haunt you, you false woman 1 ” Mean- 
ing, you know, the ghost of the dead man. 

People recalled these words of Harry Tinkle’s now, and began 
to look upon them (spoken by one of the injured Tinkles) m the 
light of prophecy. What with this, and what with their private 
belief that Nash Caromel’s conscience wmuld hardly allow him to 
rest quietly in his grave, they thought it very likely that his 
ghost was haunting her, and only hoped it would not haunt the 
parish. 

Was this the cause of the change apparent in her ? Could it 
be that Nash Caromel’s spirit returned to the house in which he 
died, and that she could not rest for it ^ Was this the true 
reason, and not the fever, why she kept the child and the ser- 
vants out of the house — lest they should be scared by the 
sight? Gossips shivered as they whispered to one another of 
these unearthly doubts, which soon grew into a belief. But you 
must understand that never a syllable had been heard from her- 
self, or a hint given, that Caromel’s Farm was troubled by any 
thing of the kind ; neither did she know, or was likely to heai ' 
that it was talked of abroad. Meanwhile, as the time slipp^"'^ 
on, every now and then something would occur to renew 
report— that Nash Caromel had been seen. 

One afternoon, during a ride, the Squire’s horse fell lame. 
On his return he sent for Dobbs, the blacksmith and farrier. 
Dobbs promised to be over about six o’clock’; he was obliged 
to go elsewhere first. Wlien six o’clock struck, the Squire, 
naturally impatient, began to look out for Dobbs. And if he 
sent Thomas out of the room once^ during dinner, to see whether 
the man had arrived, he sent him half-a-dozen times. 

' Seven o’clock, and no Dobbs. The pater was in a fume ; he 
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did nothing but walk to and fro between the house and the 
stables, and call Dobbs names as he looked out for him. At last, 
there came a rush across the fold-yard, and Dobbs appeared, his 
face looking very peculiar, and his hair standing up in affright, 
like a porcupine’s quills. 

‘ ‘ Why, what on earth has taken you ? ” began the Squire, 
surprised out of the reproach that had been upon his tongue. 

“1 don’t know what has taken me,” gasped Dobbs. “Except 
that I’ve seen Mr. Nash Caromel.” 

“ What^” roared the Squire, his surprise changing to anger. 

“As true as I’m a living man, I’ve seen him, sir,” persisted 
Dobbs, wiping his face with a blue cotton handkerchief. “I’ve 
seen his shadow.” 

“ Seen the Dickens ! ” retorted the Squire, slightingly. “ One 
would think /le was after you, by the way you flew up here. I 
wonder you are not ashamed of yourself, Dobbs.” 

Being later than I thought to be, sir, I took the fleld way ; 
it’s a bit shorter,” went on Dobbs, attempting to explain. “ In 
jxissing through that little copse at the back of Oaromers Farm, 
I met a curious-looking shadow of a figure that somehow startled 
me May I never stir from this spot, sir, if it was not Caromel 
himself. ” 

“You have been drinking, Dobbs.” 

“A strapping pace I was going at, knowing I was being 
waited for here,” continued Dobbs, too much absorbed in his 
stoiy to heed the sarcasm. “I never saw Mr. Nash Caromel 
iflainer in his lifetime than I saw him then, sir. Drinking^ 
that I had not been, Squire ; the place where I went to is 
^:)total. It was up at^ihe Glebe, and they don’t have nothing 
stronger in their house than tea. They gave me two good cups 
of that.” 

“ Tea plays some people worse tricks than drink, especially if 
it is green,” observed the Squire • and I am bound to confess 
that Dobbs, apart from his state of fright, seemed as sober 
as we were. “I wouldn’t confess myself a fool, Dobbs, if I 
were you.” 

Dobbs p^it out his brawny ^ight arm. “Master,” said he, 
with quite a solemn emphasis, “ as true as that there moon’? 
fi-slunmg do\Yn upon us^ I this night sOiW Nash Caroiuel, | 
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should hnow him among a thousand. And I thought my heart 
would just ha’ leaped out of me.” 

To hear this strong, matter-of-fact man assert this, with his 
sturdy frame and his practical common sense, sounded remark- 
able. Any one accustomed to seeing him in his forge, working 
away at his anvil, would never have believed it of him. Tod 
laughed. The Squire marched off to the stables with an im- 
patient word. I followed with Dobbs. 

“ The idea of your believing m ghosts and shadows, Dobbs ! ” 

“Me believe in ’em. Master Johnny ! No more I did ; I’d 
have scorned it. Why, do you remember that there stir, sir, 
about the ghost that was said to haunt Oxlip Dell? Lots of 
people went into fits over that, a’most lost their heads ; but I 
laughed at it. Now, I never put credit in nothing of the kind ; 
but 1 have seen Mr. Caromel’s ghost to-night.” 

‘ ‘ Was it in white ? ” 

‘ ‘ Bless your heart, sir, no. He was in a sort o’ long-skirted 
dark cloak that seemed to wrap him well round ; and his head 
was in something black. It might ha’ been a cap ; I don’t know. 
And here we are at the stable, so I’ll say no more : but I can’t 
ever speak anything truer m my life than I’ve spoke this, sir.” 

All this passed. In spite of the blacksmith’s superstitious 
assertion, made in the impulse of terror, there* lay on his mind 
a feeling of shame that he should have betrayed fear to us (or 
what bordered upon it) in an unguarded moment ; and this 
caused him to be silent to others. So the matter passed off 
without spreading further. 

Several weeks later, it cropped up again. Francis Radclifi?^ 
(if the reader has not forgotten him, md who had not lonfg, 
before been delivered out of his brother’s hands at Sandstone 
Torr) was passing along at the back of Caromel’s Farm, when he 
saw a figure that bore an extraordinary resemblance to Nash 
Carom el The Squire laughed well when told of it, and Rad- 
cliffe laughed too. “But,” said he, “had Nash Caromel not 
been dead, I could have sworn it was he, or his shadcjw, before 
any justice of the peace ” ^ 

His shadow ! The same word^diat Dobbs had usei^. Francis 
Radcliffe told this story everywhere, and it caused no little 
excitement. 
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“ What does this silly rumour iiiean—ahout Nash Caromel 
being seen ? ” demanded the Squire one day when he met Nave, 
and condescended to stop to speak to him. 

And Nave, hearing the question, turned quite blue : the pater 
told us so when he came home. Just as though Nave saw the 
apparition before him then, and was frightened at it. 

“The rumour is infamous,” he answered, biting his cold 
lips to keep down his passion. “Infamous and ridiculous both. 
Emanating from idle fools. I think, sir, as a magistrate, you 
might order these people before you and punish them.” 

“Punish people for thinking they see CaromeFs ghost!” 
retorted the Squire. ‘ ‘ Bless my heart 1 What an ignorant 
man (for a lawyer) you must be ! No act has been passed agamst 
seeing ghosts. But I’d iilee to know what gives rise to the fancy 
about Caromel.” 

The rumour did not die away. How could it, when from 
, time to time the thing continued to be seen ^ It frightened 
Mary Standish into a fit. Gomg to CaromeFs Farm one night 
to beg grace for something or other that her ill-doing husband, 
Jim, then working on the farm, had done or left undone, she 
came upon a wonderfully thin man standing in the nook by the 
dairy window, and took him to be the bailiff, who was himself 
no better than a walking lamp-post. “If you please, sir,” she 
was beginning, thinking to have it out with him instead of Mrs, 
Caromel, “if you please, sir ” 

When, upon looking into his pale, stony face, she saw the 
late master. He vanished into air or into the wall, and down 
J^l Mary Standish in a fainting-fit. The parish grew uneasy at 
this — and wondered what had been done to Nash, or what 
lie had done, that he cdlild not rest. 

One night I was coming, with Tod, across from Mrs. Scott’s, 
who lived beyond Hyde Stockhausem’s. We took the field way 
from Church Dykely, as being the shortest route, and that led 
us through the copse at the back of CaromeFs Farm. It was a 
very light night, though not moonlight ; and we walked on at a 
good rate, talking of a frightful scrape Sam Scott had got into, 
and which he w^as afraid to tell his mother of. All in a moment, 
just in the middle of the copse, we came upon a man standing 
amongst the trees, his face towards u^. Tod turned and X 
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turned ; and wo botli saw Nash Caromcl. Now, of course, you 
will laugh. As the Squire did when we gob home (in a white 
heat) and told him . and he called us a couple of poltroons 
But, if ever I saw the face of Nash Caromel, I saw it then ; and 
if ever I saw a figure that might be called a shadow, it was his. 

“ Fine gentlemen, both of you ! ” scoffed the Squire. ‘‘Clear 
and sensible ! Seen a ghost, have you, and confess to it ! Ho, 
ho ! Running through the back copse, you come upon some- 
body that you must take for an apparition ! Ha, ha ! Nice young 
cowards ! I^d write an account of it to the Worcester papers 
if I were you. A ghost, with glaring eyes and a white face ! 
Death’s head upon a mopstick, lads ! I shouldn’t have wondered 
at Johnny ; but I do wonder at you, Joe,” concluded the Squire, 
smootliing down. 

“lam no more afraid of ghosts than you are, father,” quietly 
answered Joe. “I was not afraid when we saw — what we did 
see ; I can’t answer for Johnny. But I do declare, with all my 
senses (which you are pleased to disparage) about me, that it 
was the form and face of Nash Caromel, and that ‘ it ’ (whatever 
it might be) seemed to vanish from our sight as we looked.” 

“Johnny calls it a shadow,” mocked the Squire, amiably. 

“It looked shado'wy,” said Tod. 

“ A tree-trunk, I dare be bound, lads, nothing else,” nodded 
the Squire. And you might as well have tried to make an 
impression on a post. 


in. 

Septembitr came in : which made it a ^car since Nash 
And on one of its bright days, when the sun was high, and the 
blue sky cloudless. Church Dykely had a stir given it in the 
sight of the mistress of Caromel’s Farm. She and her father 
were in a gig together, driving off on the Worcester road : and 
it was so very rare a thing to see her abroad now, that folks ran 
to their windows and doors to stare. Her golden hair, what 
could be seen of it for her gmart blue parasol, shone in the sun- 
light ; but her face looked whiter and thin through «ihe black 
crape veil. 
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Just like a woman wlio gets disturbed o’ nights,” pronounced 
Sam Kimmer, thinking of the ghostly presence that was believed 
to haunt the house. 

Before that day’s beautiful sun had gone down to light the 
inhabitants of the other hemisphere, ill-omened news reached 
Church Dykely, An accident had happened to the horse and 
gig. It was said that both Nave and his daughter were dread- 
fully injured ; one of them nearly killed. Miss Gwinny, left at 
home to take care of Caromel’s Farm, posted off to the scene of 
damage. 

Holding Caromel’s Farm in small respect now, the Squire yet 
chose to show himseH neighbourly ; and he rose up from his 
dinner to go there and inquire particulars. ‘‘You may come 
with me, lads, if you like,” said he. Tod laughed. 

“ He’s afraid of seeing Caromel,” whispered he in my ear, as 
we took down our hats. 

And, whether the Squire was afraid of it or not, he did see 
him. It was a lovely moonlight night, bright and clear as the 
day had been. Old Gnzzel could not tell us much more of the 
accident than we had heard before ; except that it was quite 
true there had been one, and that Miss Gwmny had gone. 
And, by the way Gnzzel inwardly shook and shivered while she 
spoke, and turned her eyes to all corners in some desperate fear, 
one might have thought she had been pitched out of a gig herself. 

We had left the door— it was the side-entrance — when the 
Squire turned back to put some last query to her. Tod and I 
T^seTit on. The path was narrow, the overhanging trees on either 
^de obscured the moonlight, making it dark. Chancmg to 
i^dance round, I noticed the Stjjfiire, at the other end of the path, 
borne soberly after usf Suddenly he seemed to halt, to look 
sideways at the trees, and then he came on with a bomid. 

“Boys! Boys'” cried he, m a half-whisper, “come on. 
There's Caromel yonder ” 

And to see the pater’s face in its steaming consternation, and 
to watch him rush on to the gate, was better than a play. Seen 
Caromel I It was not so long since he had mocked at us for 
saying it. • 

Through the gate went he, •licit into the arms of some unex- 
pected figure, stemUng there. \Ye peered at it in the uncertain 
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lights cast by the trees, and made it out to be Dobbs, the black- 
smith. 

Dobbs, with a big coat on, hiding his shirt-sleeves and his 
leather apron : Dobbs standing as silent as the grave : arms 
folded, head bent : Dobbs in stockinged feet, without his shoes. 

“Dobbs, my good fellow, what on earth do you put yourself 
in people’s way for, standing stock-still like a Chinese image ? ” 
gasped the Squire. “Dobbs — why, you have no boots on ” 

“ Hush 1 ” breathed Dobbs, hardly above his breath. “ I ask 
your pardon. Squire. Hush, please ! There’s something un- 
canny in this place ; some ugly mystery. I mean to find it out 
if I can, sirs, and this is the third night I’ve come here on the 
watch. Hark ! ” 

Sounds, as of a woman’s voice weeping and wailing, reached 
us faintly from somewhere — down beyond the garden trees. 
The pater looked regularly flustered. 

“ Listen ! ” repeated Dobbs, raising his big hand to entreat for 
silence. “Yes, Squire; I don’t know what the mystery is; 
but there is something wrong about the place, and I can’t sleep 
o’ nights for it. Please hearken, sirs.” 

The blacksmith was right. Wrong and mystery, such as the 
world does not often hear of, lay within Caromel’s Farm. Curious 
mystery ; wicked wrong. Leaning our arms on the gate, watch- 
ing the moonlight flickering on the trees, we listened to Dobbs’s 
whispered revelation. It made the Squire’s hair stand on end 
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When a house is popularly allowed to be haunted, and its inmates 
grow thin and white and restless, it is not the best place in the 
world for children : and this was supposed by Church Dykely to 
be the reason why Mrs. Nash Caroinel the Second had never 
allowed her child to come home since the death of its father. 
At first it was said that she would not risk having him lest he 
should catch the fever Nash had died of ; but, when the weeks 
went on, and the months went on, and years (so far as could be 
seen) were likely to go on, and still the child was kept away, 
people put it down to the other disagreeable fact. 

Any way, Mrs. Nash Caromel — or Charlotte Nave, as you 
please — did not have the boy home Little Dun was kept at his 
grandfather’s, Lawyer Nave ; and Miss Harriet Nave took care 
of him . the other sister, Gwinny, remaining at Caromel’s Farm. 
Tow-ards the close of spring, the spring which followed the death 
of/ Nash, when Djin was about two years old, he caught wdioop- 
i^g-cough and had it badly. In August he was sent for change 
^f air to a farm called the Rill, on the other side of Pershore, 
'l^iss Harriet Nave taking the opportunity to go jaunting off 
elsewhere. The change of air did the child good, and he was 
growing strong quickly, when one night early in September 
croup attacked him, and he lay in great danger. News of it was 
sent to his mother in the morning. It drove her nearly wild 
with fear, and she set off for the Rill m a gig, her father driving 
it . as already spoken of. So rare was the sight of her now, for 
she kefit indoors at Caromel’s Farm as a snail keeps to its shell, 
that no wqnder Church Dyke^^ thought it an event, and talked 
of it all the day. 

Mr, Nav<? and his daughter reached the Rill— which lay across 
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country, somewhere between Pershore and Wyre — in the course 
of the morning, and found little Dun gasping with croup, and 
inhaling steam from a kettle. Moore told us there was nothmg 
half so sweet in life as love’s young dream ; but to Charlotte 
Nave, otherwise Caromel, there was nothing sweet at all except 
this little Dun. He was the light of her existence ; the apple of 
her eye, to put it poetically. She sat down by the bed-side, her 
pale face (so pale and thin to what it used to be) bent lovingly 
upon him, and wiping away the tears by stealth that came into 
her eyes. In the afternoon Dun was better ; but the doctor 
would not say he was out of danger. 

If I could but stay here for the night ! I can’t bear to leave 
him,” Charlotte snatched an opportunity to say to her father, 
when their friends, the farmer and his wife, were momentarily 
occupied. 

‘‘But you can’t, you know,” returned Lawyer Nave. “You 
must be home by sunset. ” 

“ By sunset ^ Nay, an hour after that would do.” 

“ No, it will not do. Better be on the safe side.” 

“It seems cruel that 1 should have to leave him,” she ex* 
claimed, with a sob. 

“Nonsense, Charlotte! The child will do as well without you 
as with you. You may see for yourself how much better he is. 
The farm cannot be left to itself at night . remember that. We 
must start in half-an-hour. ” 

No more was said. Nave went to see about getting ready the 
gig ; Charlotte, all down in the dumps, stayed with the little lad, 
and let him pull about as he would her golden hair, and drank^ 
her tea by his side. Mr. and Mrs. Smith (good hospitabl.P 
people, who had stood by Charlotte Na^^c through good rept»'^ 
and ill report, believing no ill of her) pressed her to stay all 
night, promising, however, that every care should bo taken of 
Duncan, if she did not. 

‘ ‘ My little darling must be a good child and keep warm in 
bed, and when mamma comes in the morning he will be nearly 
well,” breathed Charlotte, showering tears and kisses upon him 
when the last moment had come. And, with that, she tore 
herself away. * 

“Such a })ity that you should have to go 1 ” said hfrs. Smithy 
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ttepping to the door with her. “I tlunk Gwendolen and old 
Grizzel might hare been left for one night : they’d not have 
run away, nor the house neither. Come over as soon as you can 
in the morning, my dear ; and see if you can’t make arrange* 
merits to stay a day or two.” 

They were starting from the back-door, as being the nearest 
and handiest ; Nave, already in the gig, seemed in a rare hurry 
to he off. Mr Smith helped Charlotte up : and away the lawyer 
drove, across the fold-yard, one of the farm-boys holding the outer 
gate open for them. The sun, getting down in the west, shone 
right in their eyes 

“ Oh dear, I have left my parasol ’ ” cried Charlotte, just as 
they reached the gate. “ I must have it ; my blue parasol ! ” 
And Nave, giving an angry growl to parasols in general, pulled 
the horse up. 

“ You need not get out, hindering time ! ” growled he. “Call 
out for it. Here, Smith ! Mrs. Caromel has forgotten her blue 
parasol.” But the farmer, then nearing the house, did not hear. 

“ I’ll run for it, ma’am,” said the lad. And he set off to do 
so, leaving the gate to itself. Charlotte, wdio had been rising to 
get out, looked back to watch him , the lawyer looked back to 
shout again, in his impatience, to Mr Smith. Their faces were 
both turned from the side where the gate was, and they did not 
see what was about to happen 

The gate, swinging slowly and noislessly forward, touched the 
liOTse, which had been standing sideways, his head turned to see 
TOat the stoppage might be about. 

^Touched him, and startled him. Bounding upwards, he tore 
^forward down the narrow lane on which the gate opened ; tried 

scale a bank, and j^tched the lawyer and Charlotte out of 
the gig. 

The farmer, and, as many of his people as could be gathered 
at the moment, came running down, some of them armed with 
pitchforks. Nave was groanmg as he lay ; Charlotte was 
insensible. Just at first they thought her dead. Both were 
carried back to the Bill on hurdles, and the doctor was sent for. 
After which, Mr. Smith started off a*man on horseback to tell 
the ill-news of tlje accident attJaromel’s Farm. 

Ill-news. No doubt a bad and distressing accident. But 
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now, see how curiously the “power that shapes our ends ” brings 
things about. But for that accident, the mystery and the wrong 
being played out at Caromel’s Farm might never have had day- 
light thrown upon it. The accident, like a great many other 
accidents, must have been sent to this wise and good end. At 
least, so far as we, poor blind mortals that we all are, down 
here, might presume to judge. 

The horseman, clattering in at a hard pace to Caromel’s Farm, 
delivered to Miss Gwendolen Nave, and to Grizzel, the old 
family servant, the tidings he was charged with — improving upon 
them as a thing of course. 

Lawyer Nave, he were groaning awful, all a-bleeding, and 
unable to move a limb. The young lady, she were dead ; 
leastways, looked like it. 

With a scream and a cry, Gwendolen gave orders for her own 
departure. Seeking the bailiff, she bade him drive her over in 
the tax-cart, there being no second gig. 

“Now mind, Grizzel,” she said, laying hold of the old 
woman’s arm after flinging on her bonnet and shawl anyhow, 

“ you will lock all the doors as soon as I am gone, and take out 
the keys. Do you hear ? ” 

“I hear, Miss Gwinny. My will’s good to do it : you know 
that. ” 

“Take care that you do do it.” 

Fine tidings to go flying about Church Dykely in the twilight ! 
Lawyer Nave half killed, his daughter quite. The news reached 
us at Dyke Manor ; and Squire Todhetley, though holding 
Caromel’s Farm in little estimation, thought it only neighbourly 
to walk over there and inquire how much was true, how mucl^ , 
not. You remember what happened. Chat m leaving the fa nite . 
after interviewing Grizzel, we found ourselves in contactr'^rah 
Dobbs the blacksmith. Dobbs standing stock-still, like a marble 
pillar, outside the gate under the dark, overhanging trees ; 
Dobbs standing on the watch, in a stealthy, mysterious manner, 
without his boots. 

“ But what on earth are you here for, Dobbs ? ” reiterated the 
Squire. “Where are your boots ? ” 

And all Dobbs did for answer, ^as to lay his handf^espectfully 
on the Squire’s coat-sleeve to begin with, so as to prevent his 
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running away. Then he entered upon his whispered tale. 
Leaning our arms ui)on the low gate, we listened to it, and to 
the curious sound of weeping and w^ailing that stole faintly on 
our ears from amongst the garden trees. The scene altogether 
looked weird enough in the moonlight, flickering through tlie 
rustling leaves. 

Dobbs, naturally an unbeliever in ghosts, had grown to think 
that this ghost, so long talked of, was no ghost at all, but some 
one got up to resemble one by CaromeTs Farm, for some 
mysterious purpose of its own. Remembering his attack of 
fright, and resenting it excessively, Dobbs determined if possible 
to unearth the secret : and this was the third mght he had come 
upon the watch. 

“But why stand without your boots?” whispered the Squire, 
who could not get over the shoeless feet 

‘ ‘ That I may make no noise in running to pounce upon him, 
sir,” Dobbs whispered back. “I take ’em off and hide ’em in 
the copse behind here. They be just at your back, Master 
Johnny.” 

“Pounce upon whom?” demanded the Squire. “Can’t you 
speak plainly ? ” 

“That’s what I’d like to know,” breathed Dobbs. “I feel 
nearly sure, Squire, that the — the thing looking like Nash 
Caromel is not Nash Caromel. Nor his ghost, either.” 

“I never ’saw two faces more alike, and I have just seen it 
now,” put in the Squire. “At least, as much as a shadow can 
look like a face.” 

Ay,” assented Dobbs. “I’m as sure, sir, as I am of my own 
^rge, th^ it is a likeness got up by Nave to scare us. And I’ll 
the forge,” added* Dobbs with emphasis, “if there’s not 
something worse than ghosts at Caromel’s Farm — though I can’t 
guess what it is.” 

“What a villain he must be: and Nave, too!” cried the 
Squire, rubbing his red nose, while Tod simply stared at the 
man. “ But, look here, Dobbs — how could any man put on the 
face of Nash Caromel ? ” 

“I don’t know how he does it, Squire, or what he does, but 
I’m good io find out,” returiuyd the blacksmith, “And if— just 
hark there again, sirs ! ” 
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The same faint sounds of wailing, of entteaty in a woman^S 
voice, rose again upon the air. Dobbs, with a gesture to ash for 
silence, went noiselessly clown the dark path in his brown 
woollen stockings, that looked tliick enough for boots. Tod, 
eager for any adventure, st(jle after him, and I brought up the ^ 
rear. The Squire remained where he was, and held the gate 
open, expecting perhaps that we might want to make a rush 
through it as he had just done 

Two minutes more, and the mystery was solved. Near the 
house, under the shade of the closely mtersecting trees, stood 
old Grizzel and the figure people had taken to be the ghost of 
Nash Caromel. It was Gnzzel’s voice we heard, full of piteous 
entreaty to him not to do something. 

“Just for this night, master, for the love of Heaven ! Don’t 
do it, just this night that I’m left in charge ! They’ve trusted 
me, you see ! ” 

The words seemed to make no impression Pushing her 
hands back, the figure was turning impatiently away, when 
Dobbs seized upon it. 

But, in sheer astonishment, or perhaps in terror, Dobbs let go 
again to step backwards ; and the prize might have escaped but 
for the strong arms of Tod. It was indeed Nasli Caromel, Not 
his ghost, but himself. 

Nash Caromel worn to the veriest shadow mortal eyes ever 
gazed upon. The Squire came up ; we all went into the house 
together, and explanation ensued. 

Nash had not died. When the fever, of which it was feare^d 
he would die, reached its crisis, he awoke to life, not to deat]'-' 
But, terrified at his position — the warrant, applied for by Hen 
Tinkle, being out against him— overwhelmed with a sens^„ 
shame, he had feigned death as the only chance of escaping 
disgrace and punishment. The first thought peril aps was 
Nave’s ; indeed there was no doubt of it — or Ins and his 
daughter’s combined. They wanted to keep the income, you 
see. Any way, they carried the thought out, and had success- 
fully contrived to deceive doctors, undertakers, and the w|)rld. 
Nash, weak as a rat, had gc^t out of bed to watch his own funeral 
Iirocession wind down the avenue.^ * 

And there, in the upper rooms of the house, he had since lived 



THE LAST OF THE CAROMELS. 


273 


until now, old Grizzel sharing the secret. But a grievous com- 
plaint, partly brought on by uneasiness of mind, partly inherited 
from his father, who had died of it, had speedily attacked 
jSTash, one for which there was no cure. It had worn hun to a 
shadow. 

He had walked in the garden sometimes. He had come out 
in the twilight of the evening or at night ; he had now and then 
passed through the gate and crossed over to the copse ; simply 
because to live entirely without fresh air, to remain inactive 
indoors, was intolerable to him. His wife and her sister did 
their best to prevent it. Nave came in the daytime and would 
blow him up by the hour together ; but they could not always 
keep him in. At last they grew alarmed. For, when they 
attempted to use force, by locking the doors, he told them that 
unless he was allowed his way in this, he would declare himself 
to the world. Life could not have been a bed of roses foi any 
of them. 

To look at him, as he sat there to-night by the kitchen fire, 
his cheeks white and hollow, his sunken eyes encased in dark 
rims, and Ins thin lips on the shiver, you’d hardly have given 
him a week of life A great pity sat in the blacksmith’s face. 

“Don’t reproach yourself, Dobbs: it’s the best thing that 
could have happened to me,” spoke Nash Caromel, kindly. “I 
am not sure but I should have gone out this very night and 
declared myself. Grizzel thought it, and put herself into a 
paroxysm of fear. Nobody but myself knows the yearning to 
do it that has been u])on mo. You won’t go and tell it out in 
market-])laco, will you, Dobbs ? ” 

.“I’ll not tell on’t to a single soul, sir,” said Dobbs, earnestly, 
s'tanding straight in hislbrown stockings. “ Nobody shall know 
on’t from me. And I’m as glad as glad can be that you be alive 
and did not die in that fever.” 

“We are all safe and sure, Caromel ; not a hint shall escape 
us,” sjioke the Squire from the midst of his astonishment. 
“ The first thing must bo to get Duff ham here.” 

“ Dutfham can’t do any good ; things have gone too far with 
me,” said poor Nash. “Once this disorder lays regular hold of 
a man, thefe’s no hope fur him*: you know that, Todhetley.” 

“Stuff*!” said the pater. “I don’t believe it has gone too 
Johnny Ludlow.— ill. IB 
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far, only yoiiVe got moped here and think so. Well have 
Duff ham here at once. Y ou boys can go for him.” 

“No,” dissented Caromel. “Duflliam may tell the tale 
abroad. I’d rather die in peace, if I can.” 

“Not he. Duff ham ' Why, you ought to know him bettor. 
Duffham will be as secret as ourselves Do you suppose that 
he, a family doctor, has not many a weighty secret to keep 
Come, be off, lads • and, mind, we trust i/o?/.” 

Nash Caromel sighed, and said no more. He had been 
wanting badly enough to see a friend or two, but not to Ijo 
shown up to the parish. We went out with Dobbs, who rushed 
into the copse to find his shoes. 

This discovery might never have ensued, I take it, had 
Charlotte Nave and the lawyer not been upset in the gig. 
They would have stood persistently in his light — perhaps have 
succeeded in locking him in by force ! As it was, we had it all 
our own way. 

“ How could you lend yourself to so infamous a deception ? ” 
cried the Squire to old Grizzel, following her into the pantry t(> ^ 
ask it, when she returned from bolting the door after us. “I’m 
not at all sure that you could not be punished for it. It’s— it’s 
a conspiracy. And you, of all people, old Grizzel, to forget the 
honour of the Caromels ! Why, you lived with his father 
and with his brother. All these years ’ ” 

“ And how could I tell again him when I was asked not to ‘i ” 
contended Grizzel, the tears dropping on to a tin saucepan she 
was rubbing out. “Master Nash was as dear to me as tie 
others were. Could it be me to speak up and say he was not ni\ 
the coffin, but only old things to make qp weight ! Could it 
me to tell he was alive and hiding up aloft here, and so gefeTfff 
put in prison ? No, sir ; the good name of the Caromels was 
much to me, but Master Nash was more. ” 

“Now, come, old woman, where’s the use of crying like that ? 
Well, yes ; you have been faithful, and it’s a great virtue. And 
— and there’s a shilling or two for you.” 

“ Have you been blowing her up V” asked Nash, as the Squire 
went back to him, and sat do\^n on the other sid^ the wide 
kitelum hearth, the fire throwing its glow upon the bricks, square 
and red and shming, and upon Nash Caromel’s wan face, in 
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which it was not very difficult to read death. He had put his 
out-of-door coat off, a long brown garment, and sat m a grey 
suit. The Squire^s belief was that he wouldn’t hS-ve minded 
getting into the fire itself; he sat there shivering and shaking, 
and seeming to have no warmth left in him. The room was 
well guarded from outer observation. The shutters were up, 
and there was not a chink in them. 

I have,” said the Squire, in answer. ‘ ‘ Told her she did not 
show much regard for the honour of the family — lending herself 
to such a deception 1 ” 

“Poor old Grizzel ' ” sighed Hash, with a half-smile. “ She 
has lived upon thorns, fearing I should be discovered. As to the 
family honour, Todhetley, the less said about that the better.” 

“ How could you do it, Caromel ? ” 

“I don’t know,” answered Fash, with apathy, bringing his 
face closer to the blaze. “I let it be done, more than did it. 
All I did, or could do, was just to lie still m my bed. The fever 
had left me weaker than a child ” 

“ Did it really turn to typhus ? ” interrupted the Squire. 

“Ho, it didn’t. They said so to scare people away. I was 
weaker than a child,” continued Hash, “both in mind and body. 
And when I grew stronger — what was done could not be undone. 
Hot that I seek to defend or excuse myself. Don’t think that.” 

‘ ' And, in the name of all that’s marvellous, what could have 
put so monstrous an idea into their heads demanded the 
Squire, getting up to face the kitchen. 

“ Well, I have always fancied that business at Sandstone Torr 
flid,” replied Hash, who had no idea of reticence now, but spoke 
Sub as freely as you please. “ It had come to light, you know, 
nut long before. Ste^ien Radcliffe had hidden his brother in 
the old tower, passing him off to the w'orld as dead ; and so, I 
suppose, it was thought that I could be hidden and passed off as 
dead.” 

“But Stephen Radcliffe never got up a mock funeral. His 
tale was that Frank had died in London. You were bold people. 
What will Parson Holland say, when he comes to learn that he 
read the burial-service over a box of rubbish ” 

“ I don’t know,” was the helpless reiteration of poor Hash. 
“The trouble and worry of it altogether, the discomforts of my 
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position, the constant, never-ceasing dread of discovery liave-^ 
have been to me what you cannot realize. But for going out 
of the house at night and striding about in the fresh, free air, I 
should have become mad. It was a taste of freedom. Neither 
could I always confine myself to the walks in the garden ; 
whether I would nor not, my feet would carry me beyond it and 
into the shaded copse.” 

“Frightening people who met you ! ” 

“When 1 heard footsteps approach I hid myself — though not 
always quite in time. I was more put out at meeting people 
than they were at meeting me.” 

“ T wonder your keepers here ever let you get out ! ” cried the 
Squire, musingly. 

“They tried hard to keep me in : and generally succeeded. 
It was only by fits and starts I gamed my way. They "were 
afraid, you see, that I should carry out my threat of disclosing 
myself but for being yielded to now and then.” 

But the Squii’e did not get over the discovery. He strode 
about the large kitchen, rubbing his face, giving out sundry 
Bless my hearts I at intervals. The return to life of Charlotte 
Tinkle had been marvellous enough, but it was nothing to this. 

Meanwhile we were on our road to Duffhain’s. Leaving 
Dobbs at his own forge, we rushed on, and found the doctor in 
his little parlour at supper ; pickled eels and bread-and-chcese : 
the eels in the wide stone jar they were baked in— which was 
Noray’s way of serving pickled fish. 

“ Will you sit down and take some ^ ” asked Duff ham, pointing 
to the jar : out of which he took the pieces with a fork 
wanted them. 

“I should like to, hut there’s no tiim? for it,” answerei 
eyeing the jar wistfully. 

Pickled eels are a favourite dish in our parts : and you don’t 
often eat anything as good. 

“Look here. Duff ham,” he went on : ‘Sve w'ant you to go 
with us and see— see somebody : and to undertake not to tell 
tales out of school. The Squire has answered for it that you 
will not.” 

“ See who ? ” asked Duffham, gWg on with his supper, 

“ A ghost,” said Tod, gniul>% A dead man.” 
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What good can I do them f ” 

^WVell, the man has come to life again. Not for long, 
though, I should say, judging by his looks. You are not to go 
and tell about it, mind.’* 

‘^Tell what?” 

“That he is alive, instead of being, as is supposed, under a 
gravestone in yonder churchyard. I am not sure but that you 
went to Ins funeral.” 

Tod’s significant tone, half serious, half mocking, attracted 
DufFliam’s curiosity more even than the words. But he still 
went on with his eels. 

“Who IS It?” 

“ Nash Caromel. There. Don’t fall off in a faint. Caromel 
has come to life ” 

Down went Duff ham’s fork. “Why — what on earth do you 
mean ? ” 

“It is not a joke,” said Tod. “Nash Caromel has been 
alive all this time, concealed m his house — ^just as Francis 
Kadcliffe was concealed in the tower. The Squire is with him 
now — and he is very ill.” 

Duff ham appealed to me “ Is this true, Johmiy Ludlow 1 ” 

“ Yes, sir, it is. We found him out to-night. He looks as if 
he were dying. Dobbs is sure he is. You never saw anything 
so like a ghost. ” 

Leaving his eels now, calling out to old Nomy that she might 
take away the supper, Duffham came off with us at once. Dobbs 
ran up as we passed his forge, and went with us to the turning, 
piking eagerly. 

“If you can cure him, Mr. Duffham, sir, I should take it as a 
great favour, like, shdVed to myself,” spoke the blacksmith. 
“I’d not have pounced upon him for all the world, to give him 
pain, in the state he’s in. He looks as if he were dying.” 

They were in the kitchen still, when Grizzel opened the door 
to us, the fire bigger and hotter than ever. The first thing 
Duffham did was to order Caromel to bed, and to have a good 
fire lighted in his room. 

But there was no hope for Nash Garomel. The Squire told 
us so going home that night. •Duffham thought about ten days 
more would see the end of him. 
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“ And how have things gone during my short absence, Orizzel ? 
demanded Miss Gwinny Nave, alighting from the tax-cart the 
following morning, upon her return to Caromers Farm. 

“ Oh, pretty well,” answered Grizzel, who in her heart detested 
Miss Gwinny and all the Naves. The master seems weaker. 
He have took to his bed, and got a fire in his room.” 

“ When did he do that '? ” 

^‘He came down last night after you went, Miss Gwinny, and 
sat over this here kitchen fire for ever so long. Then he went 
up to bed, and I lighted him a fire and took him up some hot 
arrowroot with a wine glass o’ brandy in it. Shivering with 
cold, he was. ” 

‘‘And he has not got up this morning ? ” 

“No ; and he says he does not mean to get up. ‘I’ve taken 
to my bed for good, Grizzel, ’ he says to me this morning when T 
went in to light the fire again and see what he’d eat for breakfast. 
And 1 think he has, Miss Gwinny. ” 

Which information considerably lightened the doubt which 
was tormenting Miss Nave’s mind. She wanted, oh how badly, 
and ivas wanted, to remain at the RiU, being sorely needed 
there ; but she had not seen her way clear to do it. If Nash 
was indeed confined to his bed, she might perhaps venture to 
leave him for a day or two to Grizzel. 

But, please don’t think old Grizzel mean for keeping in what 
had taken place : she was only obeying orders. Duff ham and 
the Squire had laid their heads together and then talked t. 
Caromel ; and it was agreed that for the present nothing should^ 
be disclosed. They gave their orders to Grizzel, and her m^fe 
confirmed them, 

“And wliat news have you brought from the Rill, ma’am 
questioned Grizzel, who was making a custard pudding at the 
kitchen table. ‘ ‘ I hope you found things better than you feared. ” 

“ They could not well be worse,” sighed Miss Gwinny, untying 
her bonnet. She had not the beauty of Charlotte. Her light 
complexion was like brick-dust, and her hair was straw-coloured. 
Not but that she was proud of her hair, wearing it in twists, 
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with one ringlet trailing over the left shoulder. “ Your mistress 
lies unconscious still ; it is feared the hrain is injured ; and 
papa’s leg is broken in two places.” 

“Alack a-day ?” cried Grizzel, lifting her hands in consterna- 
tion. “ Oh, but I am sorry to hear it, Miss Gwendolen ! And 
the pretty little boy ? ” 

Miss Gwendolen shook her head. “The croup came on again 
last night worse than ever,” she said, with a rising sob. “ They 
don’t know whether they will save him.” 

Grizzel brushed away some tears as she began to beat up her 
eggs. She was a tender-hearted old thing, and loved little Dun. 
Miss Nave put aside her bonnet and shawl, and turned to the 
staircase to pay a visit to Nash. But she looked back to ask a 
question. 

“Then, I am to understand that you had no trouble with the 
master last night, Grizzel? He did not want to force himseK 
out ” 

“The time for that has gone by, ma’am, I think,” answered 
Grizzel, evasively ; not daring and not wishing to confess that 
he had forced himself out, and what the consequences were. 

‘ ‘ He seems a deal weaker to-day. Miss Gwiniiy, than I’ve ever 
seen him.” 

And when Miss Gwinny got into Nash’s room she found the 
words true. Weak, inert, fading, there lay poor Nash. "With 
the discovery, all struggle had ceased ; and it is well known 
that to resign one’s self to weakness quietly, makes weakness 
ten times more apparent. One thing struck her greatly . the 
follow sound in the voice. Had it come on suddenly ? If not, 
ijhow was it she had never noticed it before ^ It struck her with 
a sort of unpleasant cl^ll : for she believed that x^eculiar hollow- 
ness is generally the precursor of death. 

“You are feeling worse, Nash, Grizzel says,” she cbserved ; 
and she thought she had never seen him looking half so ill. 

“Oh, I am all right, Gwendolen,” answered he. “What of 
Charlotte and the child 1 ” 

Sitting down on the edge of the large bed, Gwendolen told 
him all there was to tell. Her papa would get well in time, 
though he could not be mqyed yet awhile ; but Charlotte and 
the child were lying in extreme danger. 
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“Dear me ! dear me !” lie riaicl, and lier^an to 017, as Driziel 
had begun. When a man is reduced, as Kash i\aG, faint in 
mnul and in body, the tears arp apt to be near tlio eyes. 

“And there’s nobody to attend upon them but Mrs. Smith 
and her maids — two of the stupidest country wenches you mun* 
saw,” said Gwendolen. “I did not know how to come away 
this morning. The child is more than one person’s work.” 

“ Why did you come ^ ” 

“Because I could not trust you ; you know that, Nash. Y(ni 
want to be up to your tricks too often.” 

“My tricks ' ” 

“Yes. Going out of doors at night. I’m sure it is a dreadful 
responsibility that’s thrown upon me. And all for your own 
sake ! ” 

“You need no longer fear that— if you call my going out the 
responsibility. I shall never get out of this bed again, Gwinny.” 

“ What makes you think so ” 

“Look at me, ” answered Nash. “ Sec if you think it likely. 
I do not.” 

She shook her head doubtingly. He certainly did look too ill 
to stir — but she remembered the trouble there had been with 
him ; the fierce, wild yearning for exit, that could not be con- 
trolled. 

“ Are you not satisfied ? Listen, then : I give you iny solemn 
word of honour not to go out of doors ; not to attempt to do so. 
You must go back to Charlotte and the boy.” 

“I’ll see later,” decided Gwinny. “ I shall stay here till the 
afternoon, at any rate.” 

And when the afternoon came she took her departure for the 
Bill. Convinced by Nash’s state that he’^*ould not quit his bed^ 
and satisfied at length by his own solemn and repeated assurances 
that he would not, Gwinny Nave consigned him to the care of 
Grizzel, and quitted Caromel’s Farm. 

Which left the field open again, you perceive. And the 
Squire and Duffham were there that evening as they had been 
the previous one. 

It was a curious time— the few days that ensued. Gwendolen 
Nave came over for an hour or twO every other day, l?iit otliei*- 
wise Caromel’s Farm was a fx'ee house. Her doubts and fears 
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gone, for Nash grew woise verj rapidly ; and, though he 
sat up in his room sometmies, he could hardly have got down- 
stairs though the house were burning — as Gnzzel put it. And 
ho seeniod so calm, so tranquil, so entirely passive under his 
affliction, so resigned to his enfeebled state, so averse to making 
exertion of any kind, that Miss Gvunny could not have felt 
much easier had he been in the burial-ground where Chnrch 
Dykely supposed him to be. 

Whfit with Ins past incarceration, which had endured twelve 
months, and what with the ap})roach of death, which he had 
seen looming for pretty nearly half that time, Nash Caromel’s 
conscience had come back to him. It was pricking him m more 
corners than one. As his love for Charlotte Nave weakened — 
and it had been going down a long time, for he saw what the 
Naves were now, and what they had done for him — his love for 
Charlotte Tinkle came back, and he began to wish he could set 
wrongs to rights. That never could be done ; he had put it out 
of Ins power , but he meant to make some little reparation, 
opportunity being allowed him. 

‘‘ I want to make a will, Todhetley,’’ he said one evening to 
the Squire, as he sat by the fare, dressed, a huge carriage-riig 
thrown on his knees fur warmth. ‘‘I wonder if my lawyer 
could be induced to come to me ” 

“Do you mean Nave retorted the Squire, who could not 
for the life of him help having a fling at Caromel once in a way. 
“He has been your lawyer of late years.” 

“ You know I don’t mean Nave ; and if I did mean him lie 
0 ^d not come,” said poor Nash. “ I mean our family lawyer, 
r^C‘> Since T discarded him for Nave he has turned the cold 
shoulder upon me. When Fve met him in the street at 
Evesham, he has either passed me with a curt nod or looked 
another way. I would rather have Crow than anybody, for he’d 
be true, I know, if he could be induced to come.” 

“ I’ll see about it,” said the Squire. 

“And you’ll be executor, won’t you, Todhetley*? you and 
Duffham.” 

“No,” said the Squire. “And what sort of a will are you 
going to mfee ? ” * 

“ I should like to be just,” sighed Nash. “ As just as I know 
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how. x\s just as I can he under the unfortunate circuni&taiices 
1 am placed in. 

“That you have placed yourself in, Oaromel.” 

“True. I think of it night and day. But she ought to he 
provided for. And there’s the hoy ! ” 

“ Who ought to be ” 

“My second wife ” 

“I don’t say to the contrary. But there is somebody else, 
who has a greater and prior claim upon you.” 

“I know. My heart would he good to leave her all. But 
that would hardly he just. Poor Charlotte, how patient she has 
been 1 ” 

“Ah, you threw off a good woman when you threw her off. 
And when you made that other infamous will, leaving her name 
out of it ” 

“It was Nave made it,” interrupted Nash, as hotly as his 
wasted condition allowed him to speak. “He got another 
lawyer to draw it up, for look’s sake — hut he virtually made it. 
And, Todhetley, I must — I mmt get another one made,” he 
added, getting more and more excited ; “and there’s no time to 
he lost. If 1 die to-night that will would have to stand.” 

With the morning light the Squire went off to Evesham, 
driving Boh and Blister, and saw the lawyer. Crow— an old 
gentleman with a bald head. The two shut themselves up in a 
private room, and it seemed as if they never meant to come out 
again. 

First of all, old Crow had to recover his astonishment at hear- 
ing Nash Caromel was living, and that took him some tmi- ■ 
next, he had to get over his disinclination and refusal — to a! 
again for Nash, and that took him longt?!*. 

“Mind,” said he at last, “if I do consent to act — to seethe 
man and make his will — it will be done out of the respect I bore 
his father and his brother, and because I don’t like to stand in 
the way of an act of justice. Mrs. Nash Caromel was here 
yesterday ” 

“Mrs. Nash Caromel!” interrupted the Squire, in a puzzle, 
for his thoughts had run over to Charlotte Nave. Which must 
Irnve been very foolish, seeing slt^ was in bed with damaged 
head. 
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“I speak of his wife,” said the old gentleman, loftily. ‘'I 
have never called any other woman Mrs. Nash Caromel. Her 
uncle, Tinkle, of InkbeiTow, called about the transfer of some 
of his funded property, and she was with him. I respect tliat 
young woman, Squire Todhetley.” 

‘‘Ay, to be sure. So do 1. Well, now, you will let me drive 
you back this afternoon, and you’ll take dinner with me, and 
we’ll go to Caromel’s Farm afterwards. We never venture there 
before night ; that Miss Gwinny Nave makes her axipearance 
sometimes in the daytime.” 

“It must be late in the afternoon then,” said the lawyer, 
rather crossly — for he did not enter into the business with a 
good grace yet. 

“All the same to me,” acquiesced the pater, pleased at having 
got his consent on any terms. 

And when the Squire drove in that evening just at the dinner- 
hour and brought Lawyer Crow with him, we wondered what 
was agate. Old Jacobson, who had called in, and been invited 
to stay by the mater, was as curious as anything over it, and 
asked the Squire aside, what he was up to, that he must employ 
Crow instead of his own man. 

The will Nash Caromel wished to make was accomxdished, 
signed and sealed, himself and this said Evesham la'WT’er bemg 
alone juivy to its contents. Dobbs the blacksmith was fetched 
in, and he and Grizzel witnessed it. 

And, as if Nash Caromel had only lived to make the will, he 
went galloping on to death at railroad speed directly it was 
A change took place in him the same night. His bell 
^$ 0 ^ Grizzel, and the old woman thought him dying. 

^ut he rallied a bit Mie next day : and when the Squire got 
there in the evening, he was sitting up by the fire dressed. And 
terribly uneasy. 

“ I want to see her,” he began, before the Squire had time to 
say, How are you, or How are you not. “ I can’t die in })eace 
unless I see her. And it will not be long first now. I am a bit 
better, but I thought 1 was dying in the night : has Grizzel told 
you ? ” 

The SqujRfe nodded in silonca He was struck with the change 
in Nash. 



284 


-TOTTXXV litolow. 


Who is ifc you want to see 'I Chailotte Tinkle f 
Ay, youVe guessed it. ’Twasn't hard to guess, was it ? I 
want to see her, Todhetley. I know she’d come. ” 

Little doulit of that. Had ISTash wanted her to visit him in 
the midst of a fiery furnace, she’d have rushed into it headlong, j 
But there were difficulties in the way. Charlotte Tinkle was 
not one of your strong-minded women who arc bom without 
nerves ; ami to tell her that Nash Oaromel was living, and not 
dead, might send her into hysterics for a week. Besides that, 
Harry Tinkle was Nash Caromel’s bitter enemy • if he learnt the 
truth he might be for handing him over, dying or living, to old 
Jones the constable. 

“I don’t see how she is to be got here, and that’s the truth, 
Caromel,” s^ioke the Squire, awaking from his reverie. ‘‘It’s 
not a thing I should like to undertake. Here comes Duft'ham.” 

“I know what you are thinking of — Harry Tinkle,” returned 
Nash, as Duffham felt his pulse. “When I was supposed to havo 
died, balking him of his revenge, he grew mad with rage. For 
a month afterwards he abused me to everybody in the most/ 

atrocious terms : in public rooms, in ” 

“Who told you that ^ ” interrupted the S(iuire. “ Nave ^ ” 
“Nave. I saw no one else to tell me.” Dufi’ham laughed 
“Then it was just as false as Nave is. You might have 
known Harry Tinkle better.” 

Nash looked up. “False ^ — was it ? ” 

“Why, of course it was,” repeated the Squire. “I say you 
might have known Harry Tinkle better.” 

Nash sighed. “Well, I suppose you think he might give mh 
trouble now. But he would hardly care to apprehend a dyin^ 
man.” 

“WeTl see about it,” they said. Duffham undertook this 
expedition— if you can call it one. He found it easier than he 
anticipated. That same evening, upon quitting Caromel’s Farm, 
DuftTiam went mooning along, deep in thought, as to how he 
should make the disclosure to Charlotte, when he overtook her 
near his home. Her crape veil was thrown back ; her face 
looked pale and quiet in tihe starlight. 

“You are abroad late,” said Duffham, 

“I went to see old Miss Pinner this afternoon, and stayed tea 
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with her,” answered Charlotte. “And now I am going to run 
home. ” 

“Would you mind coming in for a few minutes, Mrs. 
Caromel? ” he asked, as they I'eached his door. “1 have some- 
thing to say to you. ” 

“Can you say it another tune? It is nine o’clock, and my 
mother will be wondering. ” 

“ IHo ; another time may not do,” said Duffham. “ Come in. 

I won’t detain you long.” 

And being just one of those yielding people that never assert 
a will of their own, in she went. 

Shut up in Duffham’s surgery, which was more remote from 
ISfomy’s ears than the parlour, Duffham disclosed to her by 
degrees the truth. Whether he had to get out his sal-volatile 
over it, or to recover her from fits, we did not hear. One thing 
was certain ; that when Mrs. Nash Caromel recommenced her 
walk homewards, she was too bewildered to know whether she 
went on her feet or her head. By that time on the following 
evening she would have seen her husband. 

At least, such was the programme Dufiham carved out. But 
to that bargain, as he found the next day, there might be two 
words. 

Eleven was striking in the morning by the kitchen clock -at 
Caromel’s Farm, when Grizzel saw Miss Gwiimy driving in. 
The damaged gig had been mended, and she now drove back- 
wards and forwards herself. 

/‘How’s the master^” asked she, when she entered the 

y^ien. 

NlKj^Very ill,” answered Grizzel. “He won’t be with us long, 
now, ma’am.” 

And when Miss Gwiimy saw Nash, and saw how greatly he 
was altered in the last two days, she thought as Grizzel did — that 
death was close at hand. Under these circumstances, she sat 
down to reflect on what she ought to do : whether to remain 
herself in the house, or whether to go back to the Rill and 
report to her father and sister. For the latter had i*ome out of 
her insensibility ; the doctors said there was no permanent 
injury, and* she could soon be removed home if she wished to be. 

“ Wiat do you think, Grizzel?” she in(j[uu‘ed, condescending 
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to ask counsel. “It does not seem right to leave him~and you 
won’t like to be left alone, either, at the last. And I don’t 
see that any end will be gained by my hastening back to tell 
them. They’ll know it soon enough : and they cannot come to 
him.” 

“As you please, Miss Gwinny,” replied Grizzel, trembling 
lest she should remain and complicate matters, but not daring tu 
urge her departure ; Gwmny Nave being given, as a great many 
more ladies are, to act by the rules of contraiy in the matter of 
advice, “ It seems hardly right, though, not to let the mistress 
know he is dying. And I am glad the child’s well : dear little 
thing 1 ” 

Gwinny Nave sat pulling at her one straw ringlet, her brow 
knitted in abstraction- Various reflections, suggesting certain 
unpleasant facts, passed rapidly through her mind. That Na.sh 
would not be here many days longer, perhaps not many hours, 
was a grave fact : and then, what of the after-necessities that 
would arise ^ A sham funeral had gone out of that house not^ 
very long ago : but how was the real funeral to go out, and who 
was to make the arrangements for it? The truth of Nash 
Caromel’s being alive, and of the trick which had been played, 
would have to be disclosed then. And Mr. Nave was in- 
capacitated ; he could do nothing, and her sister could do as 
little ; and it seemed to be all falling upon herself, Gwmny ; 
and who was to know but she might be punished for letting 
Nash he and die without calling in a doctor to him ? 

With every fresh moment of thought, some darker com plica- 
tion presented itself Miss Gwinny began to sec that she Ipftl 
better get away, and leave old Grizzel to it. The case must 
laid before her father. He might invent some scheme tojiiiJfa 
exposure : for though Lawyer Nave was depri\'cd for the present 
of action, his mind was not less keen and fertile than usual. 

“I think, Grizzel, that the mistress ought to be told how ill 
he is,” said she, at length. “ I shall go back to the Bill. Do all 
you can for the master : I dare say he will rally.” 

“That he never will,” spoke Grizzel, on impulse. 

“Now don’t you be obstinate,” returned Miss Gwipny. 

Gwendolen Nave drove back to the Bill. Leaving, as she 
thought, all responsibility upon old Grizzel. And, that evening, 
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the coast being clear again, Charlotte Tinkle, piloted by Duff- 
ham, came to CaromeVs Farm and had an interview with her 
once recreant husband. It lasted longer than Duffham had 
bargained for ; every five minutes he felt inclined to go and 
knock at the door. Her sobs and his dying voice, winch seemed 
to be sobbing too, might be heard by all who chose to listen. 
At last Duffham went in and said that it must end : the emotion 
was bad for Hash. She was kneeling before the sofa on which 
he lay, her tears dropping. 

‘‘Good-bye, good-bye, Charlotte,” he whispered. “I have 
never cared for any one as I cared for you. Believe that. God 
bless you, my dear— and forgive me * ” 

And the next to go in was Harry Tinkle — to clasp Carom el’s 
hand, and to say how little he had needed to fear him. And the 
next 'Was the Beverend Mr. Holland ; Hash had asked for the 
parson to be sent for. 

Grizzel had a surprise the next day. She had just taken some 
beef-tea up to the master, which Duffham had called out for — 
for the end was now so near that the doctor had not chosen to 
defer his visit till dark — when a closed fiy drove up, out of 
which stepped Miss Gwimiy and her sister. Old Grizzel dropped 
the waiter, thinking it must be her mistress’s ghost. 

But it was Charlotte herself Upon hearing Gwinny’s report 
she had insisted upon coming home — and Have supported her 
views. That stupid old Grizzel, left to her own devices, might be 
for getting frightened and call in half the parish. The doctor in 
attendance at the Bill had said Mrs. Caromel might go home if 
ll^had any urgent reason for wishing it — and here she was. 
^i.e^t^-^eally she seemed tolerably well again , quite herself. 

x^J^sing Grizzel with a nod, she went straight upstairs, opened 
Hash’s door, and then— drew back 'wuth a scream. For there 
she saw t'V'o strangers. Mr. Duffham was leaning over the bed, 
trying to feed Hash with spoonfuls of beef -tea ; Parson Holland 
(who had stayed with Hash all night) sat by the fire. Poor 
Hash himself lay without motion : the hours were very limited 
now. 

Well, there ensued a commotion. Charlotte Have went down 
to blow up Grizzel ; and she did it well, m spite of her recent 
illness. Grizzel answered that she was not to blame ; it was not 
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she who had betrayed him : Dobbs the blacksmith and S(|uire 
Todhetley had found him out, and the Squire had called in 
Duffham. Charlotte the Second had to make the best of a bad 
case ; but she did not suspect half the treachery that had been 
at work. 

There is no space to enlarge upon the day, Nash died that 
night ; without having been able to speak a word to Charlotte 
the Second ; he was past that when she came ; though he shook 
hands with her. 

And the other funeral, which Miss Nave had foreseen a 
difficulty over, took place without any difficulty. Unless it 
might be said that the crowd made one. Nash Caroinel dead a 
second time ! Church Dykely had never been astounded like 
this. 

But the one dire act of treachery had to come out yet. Nash 
Caromel had made a fresh will. Crow the lawyer brought it in 
his pocket when he came from Evesham to attend the funend, 
,ind he read it aloud afterwards. Mis. Nash the 8econd sat 
biting her lips as she listened. 

Caromel’s Farm and everything iqion it, every stick and stone 
possessed by Nash, was directed to be sold without delay. Of 
the money this should realize, the one half was devised to “ my 
dear wife Charlotte, formerly Charlotte Tinkle ; ” the other half 
was to be invested by trustees and settled upon “my child, 
Duncan Nave.'’ His mother, Charlotte Nave, was to receive a 
stated portion of the interest for life, or until she should m<irry 
again ; and that was all the will said about Chai lotto Via 




Second. 

Tliere’s not much more to tell. As soon as minhl bis \ 
changes were carried out Before La\r^^er Nave’s hig was fit 
go again, Carouiei’s Farm had been purchased liy the Squiie, 
and Harry Tinkle had taken it from him on a long lease. Just 
after Harry got into it with his little girl, Mrs. Tinkle died ; and 
Charlotte, well off now, came to live m it with him. The other 
Charlotte proclaimed herself to be in bad health, and went off lo 
stay at the sea-side. And Nave, when he came out again to 
rejoice the eyes of Chiyx'h Dykely (walking lame), was fit, 
to swallow us up with rage. Hf^ considered ladies’»[)ar;isols an 
infamous institution, and wished they were all sunlc lu the sea ; 
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especially that particular blue one of Charlotte’s which had led 
to the accident that unlucky afternoon. 

It seemed strange that, after all the chances and changes, it 
should be a Mrs. Nash Caromel (she was always given her true 
name now) to inhabit Caromel’s Farm. She, forgiving and 
loving, made friends with little Dun for poor Nash’s sake, 
inviting him often to spend the day with her, and picking him 
choice fruit off the trees, 
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A DAT IN BRIAE WOOD. 


That day, and its events, can never go out of my memory. 
There are epochs in life that lie upon the heart for ever, marking 
the past like stones placed for retrospect. They may be of 
pleasure, or they may be of pain ; but there they are, in that 
great store-field locked up within us, to bo recalled at will as 
long as bfe shall last. 

It was in August, and one of the hottest days of that hot 
month. A brilliant day : the sun shining with never a cloud to 
soften it, the sky intensely blue. Just the day for a picnic, 
provided you had shade. 

Shade we had. Briar Wood abounds in it. For the towering 
trees are dark, and their foliage thick. Here and there the 
wood opens, and you come upon the sw^eetest little bits of 
meadow-land scenery that a painter’s eye could desire. Patches 
of green glade, smooth enough for fairy revels ; undulating 
banks, draped with ferns and fragrant with sweet wild-flowers ; 
dells dark, and dim, to roam in and fancy yourself out of the 
world. 

Briar Wood belonged to Sir John Whitney. It was of a go(|^ 
length but narrow, terminating at one end in the tangled coppi’^ 
which we had dashed through that long^past day wdien we plajjM 
at hare and hounds, and poor Charles Yan Rheyn hadtfieCui 
that same coppice, of the running. The other and best end, up 
where these lonely glades lie sheltered, extends itself nearly to 
the lands belonging to Vale Farm— if you have not forgotten 
that place. The wood was a rare resort for poachers and gipsies, 
as well as picnic parties, and every now and again Sir John 
would declare that it should be rooted up. 

We were staying at Whitney Hall. Miss Deeven* was there 
on a visit (Oattledon included, of course)* and Sir John wrote 
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over to invite ns for a few days to meet her : the Squire and 
Mrs. Todhetley, I and Tod. And, there we were, enjoying our^ 
selves like anything. 

It was Sir John hunself who proposed the picnic. He called 
it a gipsy-party : indeed, the word ‘‘ picnic ” had hardly come in 
then, for this happened many a year ago. The weather was so 
hot indoors that Sir John thought it might be an agreeable 
change to live a day in the open air ; and lie in the shade and 
look up at the blue sky through the flickering trees. So the 
cook was told to provide fowls and ham and pigeon pies, with 
apple puffs, salads, and creams. 

“The large carriage and the four-wheeled chaise shall take 
the ladies,” observed Sir John, “ and I dare say they can make 
room for me and the Squire amongst them ; it’s a short distance, 
and we shan’t mind a little crowding. You young men can walk. ” 

So it was ordained. The carriages started, and we after them, 
William and Henry Whitney disputing as to which was the best 
route to take : Bill holding out for that by Goose Brook, Harry 
for that by the river. It ended in our dividing : I went with 
Bill his way ; the rest of the young Whitneys and Tod the 
other, with Featherston’s nephew ; an overgrown young giant 
of seventeen, about six feet high, who had been told he might 
come. 

Barring the heat, it was a glorious walk , just as it was a 
glorious day. Passing Goose Brook (a little stream meandering 
through the trees, with a rustic bridge across it : though why it 
should bear that name I never knew), we soon came to the 
^pice end of the wood. 

“ Now,” said Bill to me, “ shall we plunge into the wood at 
once, and so onwards 'iSght through it ; or skirt round by the 
Granary ^ ” 

“The wood will be the shadiest,” I answered. 

‘ ‘ And pleasantest. I’m not at all sure, though, J ohnny, that 
I' shan’t lose my way in it. It has all kinds of bewildering tricks 
and turnings.” 

“ Never mind if you do. We can find it again.” 

“We should have been safe to meet some of those Leonards 
had we gone by the Granary, ”*observed Bill, as we turned into 
the wood, where just at present the trees were thin, “and they 
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might liave been wanting to join us, pushing fellows tliat they 
are ! I don^t like them.” 

“ Who are those Leonards, I wonder ? Who were they before 
they came here 1 ” 

“Old Leonard made a mint of money in India, and his sons 
are spending it for him as fast as they can. One day when he 
was talking to my father, he hinted that he had taken this 
remote place, the Granary, and brought them down here, to get 
them out of the fast lives they were leading in London. He g<jt 
afraid, he said.” 

' “Haven’t the sons any professions, Bill? ” 

“Don’t seem to have. Or anything else that’s good— money 
excepted ? ” 

“ What do they do with their time ^ ” 

“Anything. Idle it away. Keep dogs ; and slioot, and fisli, 

and lounge, and smoke, and Halloa ! look yonder, 

Johnny ! ” 

Briar Wood had no straight and direct road through it ; but 
plenty of small paths and byways and turnings and windings, 
that might bring you, by good luck, to L'lnding at last ; or might 
take you unconsciously back whence you came. Emerging from 
a part, where the trees grew dark and dense and thick, upon one 
of those delightful glades I spoke of before, wo saw what I took 
to be a small gipsy encampment. A fire of sticks, with a kettle 
upon it, smoked upon the ground ; beside it sat a young woman 
and child ; a few tin wares, tied together, lay m a corner, and 
some rabbits’ skins were stretched out to dry on the branches of 
trees. 

Up started the woman, and came swiftly towards us. 
regular gipsy, with the purple-black haj^, the yellow skin, aiiM 
the large soft gleaming eyes. It was a beautiful young faco^J^ut 
worn and thin and anxious. 

“ Do you want your fortunes told, my good young gentlemen ? 

I can ” 

“Not a bit of it,” interrupted Bill. “Go back to your fire. 
We are only passing through.” 

“I can read the lines of your hands unerringly, my preity 
sirs. 1 can forewarn you of evil, ^nd prepare you for#.fnod ” 

“Now, look you hero,” cried Bill, turning upon hur good- 
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liuniouredly^ as she folluwefi up with a lufc of the like stuff, "‘I 
can foi'ewarn you of it, unless you are content to leave us alone. 
This wood belongs to Rir John Whitney, as I dare say all your 
fraternity know, and his keepers wage war against you when 
they find you are encamped here, and that I am sure you know. 
Mind your own affairs, and you may stay hero in peace, for me : 
keep on bothevnig us, and J go straiglit to “Rednal and give him 
a Iimi*. 1 am Sir John’s sou.” 

He threw her a sixpence, and the woman’s face changed as she 
caught it. The persuasive smile vanished as if by magic, giving 
place to a look of anxious pain. 

‘‘What’s the matter'^ ” said ho. 

“Do you know my husband, sir she asked. “It’s more 
than likely that you do.” 

‘ ‘ And what if 1 do ? ” cried Whitney. 

The woman took the words as an ailirmativc answer. 8ho 
drew near, and laid her small brown linger on his cimt-slecve. 

“ Then, if you chance to meet him, sir, persuade him to come 
liack to me, for the love of Heaven. J ro/t road the future : and 
for some days past, since we lirst halted here, J have foreseen 
that evil is in store for him He won’t ])elieve me ; he is not 
one of ifs ; but I scent it in the air, and it comes nearer and 
nearer; it is drawing very close now. He may listen to you, 
sir, for we respect Sir dolm, who is never li.ird on us as soum 
great owners of the land are ; and oli, send liim b<ick here to me 
and the child I Better that it should fall on him when by our 
si lo than when away from us. ” 

Why— what do yon mean ” cried Whitney, surprised out of 
fhe question, and hardly understanding her words or their 
purport. And ho might have laughed outright, as ho to^ me 
later, but for the dreadful trouble that shone forth from her sad, 
wild eyes. 

“I douT know what I mean: it’s hidden from mo,” she 
answered, taking the words in a somewhat different liglit frtmi 
what he meant to imply. “I think it may be sudden sickness ; 
or it may be trouble : whatever it is, it will end badly.” 

Whitney^nodded to her, and we puiisued our way, 1 had been 
looking at the little girl, who had drawn shyly up tf> ga'/e at ua. 
She was fair as a lily, with a sweet face and eyes blue as the .sky. 
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‘‘What humbugs they arc ’ ” cxclaiiued Whitney, alliuliug tn 
gipsies and tramps in general. “As to this young ^\(»inau, 1 
should say she's going off her head ! ” 

“Do you know her husband ? ” 

“ Don’t know him from Adam. Johnny, I hope that’s not a 
stolen child ! Fair as she is, she can’t be the woman’s : there’s 
nothing of the gipsy in her composition.” 

“ How well the gipsy appears to speak ! "With ({uite a refined 
accent.” 

“ Gipsies often do, I’ve heard. Let us get on. ” 

What with this adventure, and dawdling, and taking a wrong 
turn or two, it was past one o’clock when we got in, and they 
were laying the cloth for dinner. The green, mossy glade, with 
the sheltering trees around, the banks and the dells, the ferns 
and wild-flowers, made a picture of a retreat on a broiling day 
The table (some boards, brought from the Hall, and laid on 
trestles) stood in the middle of the grass ; and Helen and Anna 
Whitney, in their green-and- white muslins, were just as busy as 
bees placing the dishes upon it. Lady Whitney (with a face 
redder than beetroot) helped them : she liked to be always 
doing something. Miss Cattledon and the mater wore pacing 
the dell below, and Miss Deveen sat talking with tlio 8(iuire and 
Sir John. 

“Have they not got here ^ ” exclaimed William. 

“ Have who not got here ? ” retorted Helen 
“Todhetley and the boys.” 

“Ages ago. They surmised that you two must be lost, stoh'n, 
or strayed.” * 

“ Then where are they ’ 

“Making themselves useful. Joining Ludlow, I wish yoi|pi 
go after them, and tell them of all things to bring a corkscrew. 
No one can find ours, and we think it is left behind ” 

“Why, here’s the corkscrew, in my pocket,” called out Sir 

John. “Whatever brings it there? And What’s tint 

great thing, moving down to us ? ” 

It w'as Tod with a wooden stool upon his head, legs upwards. 
Rednal the gamekeeper lived close by, and it wuis arranged that 
we should borrow chairs, and thirfgs, from his cottage? 

We sat down to dinner at last—and a downright jolly dinner 
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it wns. I^lenty of ^<><^><1 things to oat ; eidoi', lemonade, and 
champagne to drink : and every one talking together, and hursts 
of laugliter. 

“Look at Oattledon ! ” cried Bill in my ear. “She is as 
merry as the rest of us.” 

So she was A whole sea of smiles on her thin face. She 
wore a grey gown as genteel as herself, hands of hlack velvet 
round her pinched-iii? waist and long throat. Oattledon looked 
like vinegar in general, it’s true ; hut I don’t say she was bad at 
heart. Even she could be genial to-day, and the rest of us were 
off our head with jollity, the Squire’s face and Sir John’s beam- 
ing back at one another. 

If we had only ftjreseen how pitifully the day was to end 1 It 
makes me think of some verses I once learnt out of a journal — 
Chambers’s, I believe. They were written by Mrs. Iffarr. 

“There are twin Genii, who, strong and iiughty, 

Under their guidance mankind retain ; 

And tlic name of the lovely one is Pleasure, 

And the name of the loathly one is Pain. 

Never divided, where one can enter 
Mver the other comes close boliind , 

And he who in Pleasure his thoughts would centre 
Surely l*am in the search shall lind ! 

“Alike they are, though m much they differ — 

Strong resemidance is Twixt tlie twain ; 

So that .sometimes you may question wliether 
It can be Pleasure you feel, or Paiu. 

Thus ’tis, that whatever of deep emotion 
Stirretli the heart — he it grave or gay 
Tears are the Symbol — from fctding’.s ocean 
These arc the fountains that rise to-day. 

“ Should not thiil teach us calmly to welcome 
Pleasure when .smiling our hearths beside V 
If she be the sub.ntance, how dark the shadow , 

Clo^e doth it follow, the near allied. 

Or if Pain long o’er our threshold hover, 
lad, US not que.Hiion but Plea.sure nigh 
Bideth her time her face to discover, 
liainbow of Hope in a clouded sky.” 

Yes, it^^as a good time. look at us round that dinner- 
table, you’d have Baid there waa nothing but pleasure in the 
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world. Kot but that ever and anon the poor young gipsy 
woman’s troubled face and her sad %vild eyes, and the warning 
some subtle instinct seemed to be whispering to her about her 
husband, would rise between me and the light. 

The afternoon was wearing on when I got hack to the glade 
with AYilliam Whitney (for we had all gone strolling about after 
dinner) and found some of the ladies there. ]\Irs. Todhebley had 
gone into EednaPs cottage to talk to Ins wife, Jessy ; Anna was 
below in the dell ; all the rest nere in tlie glade. A clean-look 
ing, stout old lady, in a light cotton gown and white a})ron, a 
mob cap with a big border and bow of ribbon in front of it, 
turned round from talking to them, smiled, and made me a curtsy. 

The face seemed familiar to me : but whore had I seen it 
before ? Helen Whitney, seeing my puzzled look, spoke up in 
her free manner. 

Have you no memory, Johnny Ludlow ? Don’t you remem- 
ber Mrs. Hess ! — and the fortune she told us on the cards ? ” 

It came upon me with a rush. That drizzling Good Friday 
afteimoon at Miss Deveen’s, long ago, and Helen smuggling up 
the old lady from downstairs to tell her fortune. But what 
brought her here ? There seemed bo bo no connection between 
Miss Deveen’s house in town and Briar Wood in Worcestershire. 
I could not have been more at sea had I seen a Chinese lady 
from Pekin. Miss Deveen laughed. 

“And yet it is so easy of explanation, Johnny, so simple and 
straightforward,” she said. “Mrs. Hess chances to be aunt to 
Rednal’s wife, and she is staying down here wdth thorn.” 

Simple it was — as are most other puzzles when you have the 
clue. The old woman was a great protegee of Miss Deveen’s, 
who had known her through her life of ^misfortune : but Mi^ 
Deveen did not before know of her relationship to Pednal’s Wife 
or that she was staying at their cottage. They had been talking 
of that past afternoon and the fortune-telling in it, when I ang^ 
Bill came up. 

“And what I told you, miss, came true — now didn’t if''” 
cried Mrs. Hess to Helen. 

“True! Why, you told me nothing!” retorted Helen. 
“ There was nothing in the fortnnor, You said there wa£ nothing 
in the cards. ” 
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“I remeniLer it/’ said Motlier Nf'Bs ; “ retaeinber it ivelL 
The cards showed no hushand for you then, young lady ; they 
might tell difthrent now. But iliey showed some twmhhi about 
it, I recollect.” 

Helen’s face fell. There bad indeed be,en trouble, ^i’ronbhi 
again and again. Richard Foliott, the false, had brought iruiibh' 
to lier , and so liad CharloH Lcafehild, now lying in his grave at 
Woreestcr ; not to speak of pot>r Wlingsby Temple, ibdeu ha<l 
got overall those crosses now, and was looking up again. She 
was of a nature to look up again fr<nu any evil that luighi hefall 
her, short of losing her head off her shoiihlers. All dinner-time 
she had been flirting with Fi*ath(irston’s nephew. 

This suggestion of Mrs. Ness, '‘tlie cards might- tell diflerent 
now,” caught hold of her mind. Her colour slightly di*epened, 
lier eyes .sparkled. 

Have you the cards with you now, Airs. Ness I ” 

Ay, to he sure, young lady. I never come away from home 
without my cards. They lie in the eottuige yonder.” 

^•Then I should like my fortune told again.” 

Oh, Helen, how can you be so silly I ” cried La<ly Yliitney. 

Silly 1 Ydiy, mamma, it is good fun. Ymi go and fetch 
the cards, Airs. Ness ” 

“I and Jolinny nearly bad our fortuiuj told fo-da},” })ut. lu 
Bill, ^^biIe Mrs. Ness stood \\here she \\as, hardly knowing 
what to be at. We came upon a young gii>Hy woman in tlio 
wood, and she wanted to promise us a wife apiece. A little girl 
was with her that may have been stolen ; she was too fair to be 

f at brown woman’s child.” 

‘‘It must have been the N(»rths,” exclaimed Mrs. Ness, 
there some tinwwe hy ’em, sir ; and some rabbit skins / ” 
Yes. Both. The ralibit skins were hanging ()nt to dry ” 
“Ay, it’s the Norths,” repeated Mrs, Ness. “ Rednal sahl 
be saw North yesterday ; he guessed they’d lighted tiuur camp- 
fire not far off.” 

“ Who are the Norths ? Gipsies i ” 

“ The wife i.s a gipsy, sir ; born and bred. He is a native of 
these parts, and superior ; but be took to an idle, wandering life, 
and married the gipsy girl for her beauty. She was Beitha Loe 
then.” 
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“Why, it is ([uito a romance, ’ said Miss Dcvccii, amused. 

“ And so it is, ma’am. Hediial told me all on’t. They tramp 
the country, selling their tins, and collecting rabbit skins. 

“ And is the child theirs “it ” asked Bill. 

“Ay, sir, it be. But she don’t take after her mother ; she’s 
like him, her skin 'fair as alabaster. You’d not think, Bednal 
says, that she’d a drop o’ gipsy blood in her veins. North might 
ha’ done well had he only turned out steady ; been just the 
odds o’ what he is — a poor tramp.” 

“ Oh, come, never mind the gipsies,” cried Helen, impatiently. 
“You go and bring the cards, Mrs. Ness. 

One can’t go in for stilts at a p.cnic, or for wisdom either ; 
and when Mrs. Ness brought hei cards (which might have been 
cleaner) none of them made any objection. Even Oattledon 
looked on, grimly tolerant. 

“But you can’t think there’s anything in it — that the cards 
tell true,” cried Lady Whitney to the old woman. 

‘ ‘ Ma’am, be sure they do. I believe in ’em from my very 
heart. And so, I make bold to say, would everybody hero 
believe, if they had read the things upon ’em that I’ve read, and 
seen how surely they’ve come to pass ” 

They would not contradict her openly ; only smiled a little 
among themselves. Mother Ness was busy with the cards, lay- 
ing them out for Helen’s fortune 1 drew near to listen 

“ You look just as though you put faith in it,” whispered Bill 
to me. 

“I don’t put faith in it. I should not like to be so foolish. 
But, William, what she told Helen before did come true.” 

Well, Helen’s “fortune ” was told again It sounded just n\\ 
uneventful as the one told that lainy aftc^’noon long ago— for _wtj » 
were now some years older than we were then. Helen Whitney’s 
future, according to the cards, or to Dame Ness’s reading of 
them, would he all plain sailing ; smooth and easy, and un- 
marked alike by events and by care. A most desirable career, 
some people would think, but Helen looked the picture of 
desolation 

“And you say 1 am not ^o be married ! ” she exclaimed. 

Dame Ness had her head bent #ver the cards. Sliti shook it 
without looking up. 
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‘‘1 S(‘o ;i viiig nowlioiv, HiafN tin* 

blessed briiMi. Tliere (Nn'f one, that’s nnu'e. Tliere ain’t .a 
sign o’ one. Neither was tljere 1lu^ otliin' time, I remnuher; 
that time in London. And so—J take it that there -won’t 
never be.” 

‘‘Then 1 think you are a very di.sagreeable stiory ithiiig old 
woman ! ” flashed Ileltm, all candour in Inn* morlilIeatii>n. “ Not 
bo married, indeed ! ” 

“Why, my dear, I’d be only too glad to promise- you a 
husband if the cards foretelled it,” said Dame Ness, pityingly. 
“ Yours IS the best fortune of all, though, if you could but luing 
your mmd to see it. Husbands is more plague nor profit. I’m 
sure I liad cause to say so l)y the one that fell to my shart*, as 
that there dear good Lidy knows,” jxunting to Miss Dt‘veeu. 

In high dudgeon, Helen piislied the cards together. Mrs. 
Ness, getting some kind words from tlie rest of us, curtsied as 
she Aveiit off to the cottage to see about the kidtles for our ti‘a. 

“You are a nice young lady!” exclainu*d Lill. “Showing 
your tem]>or })ec<uise the ear<ls <Ion’t give you a sw'eetheaii ’ ” 

Helen tlirew her fan at him “Mind }our own husiness,” 
returned she. And lie went away laughing. 

“And, my de.ir, I say t lie same as W’illiam,” a<hled Lady 
M’hitney. “One really might tlimk that you were -were 
to he mariied ” 

“All eock-a-hoop fm* it,” struck in Oatih'dou * “as Uu* homt*- 
maids are.” 

“And no such great crime, either,” returned Helen, dt‘liantly. 
jji»^iney that absurd old thing telling me I nevcw shall be ! ” 

I *.^^lelen, my dear, I think the chances are tliat you will not 
f'c maf^ried,” (juietly speice Miss Deveen. 

“ Oh, do you ' ” 

“Don’t lie cross, Helen,” said her mother. “Our destinies 
are not in our own hands.” 

Helen hit her li]>, Liughed, and recovered her tempm*. She 
W'as like her father ; apt to flash out a hot wa)rd, but never 
angry long. 

“Now — please, Miss Deveen, irhy^do you think I shall not 
be ? ” she asked playfully. ^ 

“Because, my dear, you have had three chances, ho to say, of 
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marriage, and each time it has been frustrated. In tito of th^i 
instances by— if we may dare to say it— tlie interposition of 
Heaven. The young men died beforehand in an unexpected 

and unforeseen manlier : Charles Loaf child and Mr. Temple " 

was never engaged to Mr. Temple,” interrupted Helen. 

“No ; but, by all I hear, you shortly would have been.” 

Helen gave no answer. She knew perfectly well that she had 
expected an oficr from Shugsby Temple ; that his deaih, as she 
believed, alone prevented its being made. She would have said 
Yes to it, too. Miss Deveen w^ont on, 

“We will not give more than an allusion to Captain Foliott ; 
he does not deserve it ; but your marriage wdth him came 
nearest of all. It may be said, Helen, without exaggeration, 
that you have been on the point of maiTiage twice, and very 
nearly so a third time. Now, what does this prove ? ” 

“That luck was against me,” said Helen, lightly. 

“ Ay, child ; luck, as w^e call it in this w^orld. I would rather 
say, Destiny. God hioios best. Do you wonder that I have 
never married'?” continued Miss Deveen in a less serious tone. ^ 
“I never thought about it,” answered Helen. 

‘ ‘ I know that some people have w ondered at it ; for I w^as a 
girl likely to marry — or it may be better to say, likely to be 
sought in marriage, I had good looks, good temper, good bixth, 
and a good fortune : and 1 dare say I was just as willing to be 
chosen as all young girls are. Yes, I say that all girls possess 
an innate wish to marry ; it is implanted in their nature, comes 
with their mother’s milk. Let their station be high or loiv, .a 
royal princess, if you will, or the housemaid Jemima Cattledoii' 
suggested just now, the same natural instinct lies within each — 
a wish to be a wife. And no reason, fither, why they shojti3«4^ 
not wish it ; it’s nothing to be ashamed of ; and Helen, my 
dear, I would rather hear a girl avow it openly, as you do, than 
pretend to be shocked at its very mention.” 

{Some gleams of sunlight flickered on Miss Deveen’s white hair 
and tine features as she sat under the trees, her bronze-coloured 
silk gown falling around her in rich folds, and a big amethyst 
brooch fastening her collar. , I began to think how good-looking 
she must have been when young,^and where the eyes of the 
young men of those days could have been. Lady Whitney, 
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looking like a bundle in hei' light dross that ill l>(!r*aine her, sat 
near, fanning herself. 

‘‘Yes, I do wonder, now I think of it, that you never married,’* 
said Helen. 

“To tell you the truth, T wonder myself sometimes,” replied 
Miss Deveen, smiling. “I think— 1 believe— that, |niUing 
other advantages aside, I was well calculated to be a and 
should have made a good one. Not that that has anything lo 
do with it ; for you see the most incapable W'omen marry, and 
remain incapable to their dying day. 1 could mention wives at 
this moment, witliin the circle of my acipiaintanee, who are no 
more fitted to be wives than is tlut three-legged stool Johnny is 
balancing himself upon ; and who in conse(|uence unwittingly 
keep their husbands and their homos in a state of perpetual 
turmoil. I was not one of these, I am sure ; but here I am, 
unmarried still.” 

“Would you marry now'-'” .isked Helen briskly: and we all 
i: burst into a laugh at the (|uestioii, Miss Deveen’s the meriiest. 

“Marry at sixty ! Not if I know it. J have at htast twenty 
years too many for that , some might say thirty. But I don’t, 
believe many women give up the idea of maiTiag(i before they 
are forty; and I do not see vhy they sliould. No, nor then, 
either.” 

“But — wliy did you not marry, Miss l>eveen ? ” 

“Ah, my dear, if you wish for an answer to tliat (piestiun, 
you must ask it t>f Heaven. 1 cannot give one. All I can tell 
you is, that 1 did hope to he married, and expected to lx* 
nm£ped, ino'trd to be married ; but here you see me in my old 
Miss Deeveii.” 

' “Did you— never lia?re a chance of it- -an oppoi-t unity / ” 
(piestioned Helen with hesitation. 

“I had more than one chance: I had two or three chances, 
just as you have had. During the time that each ‘ chance * was 
passing, if we may give it the term, 1 thought assuredly I stmuhl 
soon be a wife. But each chance meltt‘d away from tliis cause 
or that cause, ending in nothing. And the conclusion 1 have 
come to, Helen, for many a year past, is, that God, for sonid 
wise purpo'Iie of His own, dof*reed that 1 should nut marry* 
\\ hat we know not here, we shall know liercafter,” 
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Her tone had changed to one of deep reverence. She did not 
say more for a little time. 

“When I look around the world,” she at length went on, 
“and note how many admirable women see their chances of 
marriage dwindle down one after another, from unexpected and 
apparently trifling causes, it is impossible not to feel that the 
finger of God is at work. That ” 

“But now, Miss Bevecn, we could marry if wo would— all of 
us, ” interrupted Helen. “ If wo did not have to regard suitability 
and propriety, and all that, there’s not a girl but could go off to 
church and marry somebody 

“If it’s only a broomstick,” acquiesced Miss Deeven, “or a 
man no better than one. Yes, Helen, you are right : and it has 
occasionally been done. But when we fly wilfully in the teeth 
of circumstances, bent on following our own resolute path, we 
take ourselves out of God’s hands — and must reap the con- 
sequences. ” 

“I — do not — quite understand,” slowly spoke Helen. 

“Suppose I give you an instance of what I mean, my dear.^ 
Some years ago I knew a young lady ” 

“ Is it true ? What was her name ? ” 

“ Certainly it is true, every detail of it. As to her name — 
well, I do not see any reason why I should not tell it . her name 
was Eliza Lake. I knew her famity very well indeed, was 
intimate with her mother. Eliza was the third daughter, and 
desperately eager to be married. Her chances came. Tlio first 
offer was eligible ; but the two families could not agree abont 
money matters, and it dropped through. The next offer Eh/5.>. 
W'ould not accept — it was from a -vvidower with children, and she < 
sent him to the right-about. Tlie third f/ent on smoothly neajJ^ 
to the wedding-day, and a good and suitable match it would 
have been, but something occurred then very unpleasant 
though I never knew the precise particulars. The bridegroom - 
elect fell into some trouble or difficulty, he had to quit his 
country hastily, and the marriage was broken off— -was at an 
end. That was the last offer she had, so far as I knew' ; and the 
years went on, Eliza gadding out to parties, and flirtiir; and 
coquetting, all in the hope to goto, husband. When slie was m 
her thirtieth year, her mother came to mo one day m much dis. 
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tress and pei’i)lexity. Eliza, she said, was taking t.lio rintm 
her own hands, purposing to he inaiTied in spifco of her father, 
mother, and friends. Mrs, Lake wanted me to talk to Eliza ; 
she thought I might influence her, though th(*y eoultl not ; and 
I took an opportunity of doing so— freely. It is of no urn? to 
mince matters when y(ni want to save a girl from ruin. 1 
recalled the past to her memory, saying that J helieved, judging 
by that past, that Heaven did not intemd luu* to marry. I iohl 
her all the ill I had hear<l of the man she was now choosing ; also 
that she had absolutely thrown herself at him, and he had 
I’csponded for the sake of the little money she poHsessed ; ami 
that if she persisted in marrying him she would assuredly rue it. 
In language as earnest as I know how to choose, I laid all this 
before her.” 

‘‘And what was her answer to you ? ” irdon spoke as if her 
breath was short. 

“Just like the reckless answer that a hlindcd, foolish girl 
would make. ‘Though Heaven and earth were against nui, I 
should many him, Miss Deveen. 1 am beyond the control of 
parents, brothers, sisters, friends; and I will not die an old 
maid to please any of you.’ Those were the wilful words she 
used ; I have never forgotten them ; ami the next week she 
betook herself to church.” 

“ Pid the marriage turn out badly ? ” 

“Ay, it did. Could you expect anything else? Poor Eliza 
supped the cup of sorrow to its dregs : and she lirought bitter 
sorrow and trouble also on her family. That, Helen, is what I 
taking one’s self out of God’s hands, and flying determinedly 
in the face of what is right and seemly, and a 2 >po luff'd, 

“ You say yourself it'\s hard not to he maiTicd,” (pioth Helen, 

“No, I do not,” laughed Miss Deveen. “ 1 say that it appears 
hard to us when our days of youth are passing, and wlieii we see 
our companiems chosen and ourselves left : hut, rely upon it, 
Helen, as we advance in years, wo acquiesce in the decree ; 
many of us learning to he thankful for it. ” 

“And you young people little think what groat cause you 
have to he thankful for it,” cried pady Whitney, all in a heat. 
“ Marriage brings a bushel <>f cares : and no one knows what 
anxiety boys and girls entail until they come,” 
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Miss Deveen nodded emplxatically. is very true. I 

would not exchange my present lot with that of the best wife in 
England,; believe that, or not, as you will, Helen. Of all the 
difterent states this busy earth can produce, a lot such as mine 
is assuredly the most exempt from trouble. And, my dear, if 
you are destmed never to marry, you have a great deal more 
cause to be thankful than rebellious.” 

“The other day, when you were preaching to us, you told us 
that trouble came for our benefit,” grumbled Helen, passing 
into rebellion forthwith. 

“I remember it,” assented Miss Deveen, “and very true it 
is. My heart has sickened before now at witnessing the trou])lcs, 
apparently unmerited, that some people, whether married or 
single, have to undergo ; and I might have been almost tempted 
to question the loving-kindness of Heaven, but for remembering 
that we must through much tribulation enter into the Kingdom.” 

Anna interrupted the silence that ensued. She came running 
up with a handful of wild roses and sweetbriar, gathered in the 
hedge below. Miss Deveen took them when offered to her, 
saying she thought of all flowers the wild rose was the sweetest. 

“How solemn you all look ! ” cried Anna. 

“ Don’t we I ” said Helen. “ I have been having a lecture read 
to me.” 

“By whom 

“ Every one here— except Johnny Ludlow. And I am sure I 
hope he was edified. I wonder when tea is going to be ready I ” 

“Directly, I should say,” said Anna : “for here comes Mrs. 
Ness with the cups and saucers. ” 

I ran forward to help her bring the things. Rednars triii 
wife, a neat, active woman with green ej^es and a baby in 
arms, was following with jilates of bread-and-butter and cake, 
and the news that the kettle was “ on the boil.” Presently the 
table was spread ; and William, wdio had come back to us, took 
up the baby’s whistle and blew a blast, jirolongcd and shrill. 

The stragglers heard it, understood it was the signal for their 
return, and came flocking m. The Squire and Sir John said 
they had been sitting under-the trees and talking : our impres- 
sion was, they had been sloepi^ig. The young ^Yhitiie^s 
appeared in various sbiges of heat ; Tod and FeathcrstoiYs 
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nephtnv emelt of suiuke. Tho first cups of tea had gouc round, 
and Tod was making for Rednal’s cottage with a notice that ilio 
bread-and-buttor had como tt) an end, when I saw a dclicaiu 
little fair-haired face peering at us from amid the trees. 

“ Halloa ! ” cried the Scpiire, catching sight of the face at the 
same moment. “ Who on earth's that ? ” 

“ It’s the child we saw this morning -the git>sy’s chihl,’* 
exclaimed William Whitney. ^‘Here, you little one! Jl^Jtop I 
Come here. ” 

He only meant to give her a piece of cake : but the child ran 
off with a scared look and ’fleet step, and was lost in the trees. 

“ Senseless little thing ! " cried Bill : and sat down to his tea 
again. 

“ But what a pretty child it was I ” observed the mater. “ She 
put me in mind of Lena.’ 

“Why, Lena’s oceans of years older,” said Helen, free with 
her remarks as usual. “That child, from the glimpse I caught 
of her, can’t be more than five or six.” 

“She is about seven, miss, ’’struck in Hednars wife, who 
had just conic up witli a fresh supply of tea. “It is uigli 
upon eight years since young Walter North went oft' and got 
married.” 

“Walter North!” repeated Sir John. “Who’s Walter 
North Let me .see The name seems familiar to mo.” 

“Old Walter North was the parish schoolmaster over at 
Easton, sir. The son turned out wild and unsteady ; and at the 
time his father died he went off and joined the gipsies. They 
used to encamp about here more than they do now, as 
f Rednal could tell you, SirJoliu; and it was said young North 
was in love with a girl belonging to the tribe — Bertha Lee. Any 
way, they got married. Jliglit-down beautiful she was — for a 
gipsy ; and so young ” 

“Then I suppose North and his wife are here now — if that’s 
their child ” remarked Sir John. 

“ They are here sure enough, sir; somewhere in the wood. 
Rednal has seen him about this day or two past. Two or three 
times they’ll be here, pestering, dur-ing tlie summer, and stop 
ten or twelve days. IHnybe y?)ung North has a hankering after 
the old spots he was brought up in, and comes to see ’em,” 
Johnny ]iUdl«\T.. -Ill 
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suggestively added Rediuil’s wife ; whose tongue ran faster tliall 
any other two women’s put together. And that’s saying some- 
thing. 

“And how does this young North get a living'^” asked *Sir 
John. “ By poaching ? — and rifling the poultry -yards ” 

“Like enough he do, Sir John. Them tramps have mostly 
light fingers. ” 

“They sell tins —and collect rabbit skins,” struck in William. 
“Johnny Ludlow and I charged the encampment this nKjrning, 
and nearly got our fortunes told.” 

Jessy Rednal’s chin went up. “They'd better let Rediial 
catch ’em at their fortune-telling ! — it was the wife, I know, sir, 
did that. When she was but a slip of a girl she’d go up as bohl 
as brass to any gentleman or lady passing, and ask them to cross 
her hand with silver. ” 

With this parting fling at the gipsies, Rednal’s wife ran off to 
the cottage for another basin of sugar. The heat made us thirsty, 
and we wanted about a dozen cups of tea apiece. ^ 

But now, 1 don’t know why it was, I had rather taken a fancy^ 
to this young woman, Bertha North, and did not believe the 
words “as bold as brass” could be properly applied to her. 
Gipsy though she was, her face, for good feeling and refinement, 
was worth ten of Jessy Rednal’s. It’s true she had followed us, 
wanting to tell our fortunes, but she might have been hard up 
for money. 

When we had swallowed as much tea as the kettles would 
produce, and cleared the plates of the eatables, Sir John sug- 
gested that it would soon be time to move homewards, as u\’e 
evening would be coming on This had the effect of scattering 
some of us at once. If they did not ge^us, they could not take 
us, “Home, indeed ! as early as this ’ ” cried Helen, wratm 
fully — and rushed off* with her brother Harry and Featlierston’s 
nephew, 

I was ever so far down one of the wood paths, looking about, 
for somehow I had missed them all, when sounds of wailing and 
crying from a young voice struck my ear. In a minute, that 
same fair little child came running into view, as if she were 
flying for her life from some pu|;suing foe, her sobs^wild with 
terror, her face white as death. 
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What she said I could not make out, though she made straight 
up to me and caught my arm ; the language seemed strange, the 
breath gone. But there was no mistaking the motions : she 
pulled me along with her across the wood, her httle arms and 
eyes frantically imploring. 

Something must be amiss, I thought. What was it ? 

“Is there a rnad bull m the way, little onel And are you 
making off with me to do battle with him ? ’’ 

No elucidation from the child : only the sobs, and the words I 
did not catch. But we were close to the outskirts of the wood 
now (it was but narrow), and there, beyond the hedge that 
bordered it, crouched down against the bank, was a man. A 
fair-faced, good-looking young man, small and slight, and 
groaning with pain. 

No need to wonder who he was ; the likeness between him 
and the child betrayed it How like they were ! even to the 
expression in the large blue eyes, and the colour of the soft fair 
hair. The child’s face was his <iwn in miniature. 

“ You are Walter North,” I said. “ And what’s to do ? ” 

His imploring eyes in their pitiful pam looked up to mine, as 
if he would question how I needed to ask it. Then he pulled his 
fustian coat aside and i)omted to his side. It made mo start a 
stej) back. TIio side was stee2)ed in blood. 

“ Oh dear, what is it — what has caused it ? An accident % ” 

“I have been shot,” he answered — and I thought his voice 
sounded ominously weak. “ Shot from over yonder.” 

Looking across tlie field in front of us, towards wliich lie 
pointed, I could see nothing. I mean, notliing likely to have 
-shot him. No men, no guns. Off to the left, partly buried 
amidst its grounds, lay die old house called the Granary ; to the 
right in the distance, Vale Farm. The little child was stretched 
on the ground, quiet now, her head resting on his right shoulder ; 
it was the left side that was injured. Suddenly he whispered a 
few words to her ; she sprang up with a sob and darted into the 
wood. The child, as we heard later, had been sent out by her 
mother to look for her father : it was in seeking for him that slie 
had come upon our tea-party and peeped at us. Later, she 
found hiift, fallen where he w^as now, just after the shot which 
struck him was fired. In her terror she was ffymg off for 
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assistance, and me't me. The man's hat lay near him, also an 
old drab-coloured bag, some tin basins, and a Dutch-oven. 

‘‘Can I move you, to put you easier?” 1 asked between his 
groans. “ Can 1 do anything in the world to help you ” 

“No, no, don’t touch me,” he said, m a hopeless tone. “I 
am bleeding to death.” 

And I thought he was. His cheeks and lips were growing 
paler with every minute. The man’s diction was as good as 
mine ; and, tramp though he was, many a gentleman has not 
half as nice a face as his. 

“If you don’t mind being left, I will run for a doctor -old 
Featherston.” 

Before he could answer yes or no, Harry Yale, who must have 
espied us from their land, came running up. 

“ Why— what in the world he began. “Is it you, 

North ? What ? Shot, you say ? ” 

“ From over yonder, sir ; and I’ve got my death-blon : X 
think I have. Perhaps if Featherston ” 

“111 fetch him,” cried Harry Yale. “You stay here with 
him, Johnny.” And he darted away like a lamplighter, his long 
legs skimming the grass. 

I am nothing but a muff ; you know that of old. And never 
did I feel my own deficiencies come home to me as they did 
then. Any one else might have known how to stop the bleeding 
—for of course it ought to be stopped — if only by stuffing a 
handkerchief into the wound. I did not dare attempt it ; I was 
worse at any kind of surgery than a born imbecile. All in a 
moment, as I stood there, the young gipsy-woman’s words of Hio 
morning flashed into my mind She had foreseen some ill fo' 
him, she said ; had scented it in tlnf air. How strange 
seemed ! 

The next to come upon the scene was the Squire, crushing 
through the brambles wdien he heard our voices. He and Sir 
John, in dire wrath at our flight, had come out to look for us 
and to marshal^ us back for the start home. I gave him a few 
wliispered words of explanation. 

“ What ! ” cried he. “ Djing ? ” and his face w^ent as pale as 
the man’s. “ Oh, my poor fellow,-! am sorry for this ?” 

Stooping over him, the Squire pulled the coat aside. The 
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stains were larger now, the flow was greater. North bent his 
head forward to look, and somehow got his hand wet in the 
process. Wet and red. He snatched it away with a kind of 
horror. The sight seemed to bring upon him the conviction 
that his minutes were numbered. His minutes. Which is the 
hist and greatest terror that can seize upon man. 

“ I’m going before God now, and I’m not fit for it,” he cried, 
a shrieking note, born of emotion, in his weakening voice. 

* ‘ Can there be any mercy for me 

The Squire seemed to feel it — he has said so since — as one of 
the most solemn moments of his life. He took ofi‘ his spectacles 
— a habit of his when much excited — dropped them into his 
l>ocket, and clasped his hands together. 

“There’s mercy with God through the Lord Jesus alw\ays,” 
he said, bending over the troubled face. “He pardoned tlie 
thief on the Cross. He pardoned all who came to Him. If you 
are Walter Noith, as they tell me, you must know all this as 
well as I do. Lc^rd God luive mercy upon this poor dying man, 
for Christ’s sake ! ” 

And perhaps the good lessons tliat North had learnt in chikh 
hood fiom his mother, for she was a good ivoman, came back to 
lum then to comfort him. He lifted Ins own hands bnvards the 
skies, and half .the terror went out of his face. 

Some one once said, I believe, that by standing stock still in 
the Strand, and staring at any given point, he could collect a 
crowd about him in no time. In the thronged thoroughf^ires of 
London that’s not to be surprised at ; but what I should like to 
(»know is this — how is it that people collect in deserts They do, 
and you must have scon it often. Before many minutes were 
over we had (putc a Ifevce : Sir John Whitney, William, and 
Featherston’s nephew ; three or four labourers from Vale Farm ; 
Harry Vale, who had met Featherston, and outrun him ; and 
one of 'the tall sons of Colonel Leonard. The latter, a young 
fellow with lazy limbs, a lazy voice, and supercilious manner, 
strolled up, smacking a dog-whip. 

“What’s the row here*?” cried he: and William Whitney 
told him. The man had been shot: by whf>m or }>y what 
means, w^iether 'wilfully or ^accidentally, remained to be dis- 
ooverec]. 
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‘‘Did you do it— -or your brothers'?” asked Harry Yale of 
him in a low tone. And Herbert Leonard whirled round to face 
Yale with a haughty stare. 

“What the devil do you mean? What should we want to 
shoot a tramp for ” 

“Any way, you were practising with pistols at your target 
over yonder this afternoon.” 

Leonard did not condescend to reply. The words had angered 
him. By no possibility could a shot, aimed at their target, come 
in this direction. The dog- whip shook, as if he felt inclined to 
use it on Harry Yale for his insolent suggestion. 

“ Such a fuss over a tramp ! ” cried Leonard to Sir John, not 
caring who heard him. “I dare say the fellow was caught 
thieving, and got served out for his pains.” 

But he did not well know Sir J ohn— who turned upon him 
like lightning. 

“ How dare you say that, young man ! Are you not ashamed 
to give utterance to such sentiments ” 

“ Look here ! ” coolly retorted Leonard. 

Catching hold of the bag to shake it, out tumbled a dead hen 
with ruffled feathers. Sir John looked grave. Leonard held 
it up. 

“I thought so. It is still warm. He has stolen it from some 
poultry-yard.” 

I chanced to be standing close to North as Leonard sai<^ *t, 
and felt a feeble twitch at my trousers. Poor North was try mg 
to attract my attention ; gazing up at me with the most anxious 
face. 

“No,” said he, but he was almost too faint to speak now. 
“No. Tell them, sir, No.” ^ 

But Harry Yale was already taking up the defence. “You 
are wrong, Mr. Herbert Leonard. I gave that hen myself to 
North half-an-hour ago. Some little lads, my cousins, are at the 
farm to-day, and one of them accidenbilly killed the hen. 
Knowing our people would not care to use it, I called to North, 
who chanced to be jiassing at the time, and told him ho might 
take it if he liked.” - ' 

A gleam of a smile, checked hf a sob, passed over the poor 
man’s face. Things wear a difierent aspect to us in the hour of 
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death from what they do in lusty life. It may be that North 
saw then that theft, even of a fowl, was theft, and felt glad to 
be released from the suspicion. Sir John looked as pleased as 
Punch : one does not like to hear wrong brought home to a 
dying man. 

Herbert Leonard tuimed olf indifferently, strolling back across 
the field and cracking his whip ; and Featherston came pelting 
up. 

The first thing the doctor did, when he had seen North’s face, 
was to take a phial and small glass out of Ins pocket, and give 
him something to drink. Next, he made a clear swee^j of us all 
round, and knelt down to examine the wound, just as the poor 
gipsy wife, fetched by the child, appeared in sight. 

“Is there any hope^’’ whispered the S(piire. 

“Hope ! ” whispered back Featherston. “ In h.ilf-an-hour it 
will be over.” 

“God help him!” prayed the Squire “God pardon and 
take him * ” 

Well, well— that is about all there is to tell. Poor Nortli 
died, there as he lay, in the twilight ; his wife’s arm round his 
neck, and his little girl feebly clasped to him 

What an end to the bright and pleasant day 1 Sir John 
thanked Heaven openly that it was not vre who had caused the 
calamity. 

“For somchodif must have shot him, lads,” ho observed, 
“though I dare say it was acccidental. And it mighj have 
chanced to be one of you— there’s no telling : you are not too 
cautious with your guns. ” 

The “somebody ” turned out to be George Leonard. Harry 
Yale (who had strong^-suspicions) was right. Wdien they dis- 
persed after their target practising, one of them, George, w^ent 
towards Briar Wood, his pistol loaded. The thick trees afibrded 
a promising mark, ho thought, and he carelessly let off the pistol 
at them. Whether he saw that he had shot a man was never 
known , he denied it out and out : didn’t know- one was there, 
he protested. A waggoner, passing homewards with his team, 
had seen him fire the pistol, and ca]ne forward to say so ; or it 
might have been a mystery4:o the end. ‘'Accidental Deat]i.” 
decided the jury at the inquest j but they recomim;nd»rl 
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supercilious young man (Just as indifferent as liis brothers) t.(j 
take caro what he fired at for the future. Mr. George did not 
take the rebuke kindly. 

For these sons had hard, bad natures ; and were doing their 
best to bring down their father’s grey hairs wdth sorrow to the 
grave. 

But how strange it seemed altogether ’ The poor young 
gipsy-wife’s subtle instinct that evil was near !-~and that the 
shot should Just have struck him instead of spending itself 
harmlessly upon one of the hundreds of trees I Verily there arc 
things in this world not to be grasped by our limited under- 
standings. 



TEE STORY OF DOROTHY GRAPE. 


DISAPPEAKANCE. 

I. 

Ar<joiiDiNO to Mrs. Todlieiley’s belief, some people are born to 
be Linliicky. Not only individuals, but whole families. “I have 
noticed it times and again, Johnny, in going through life,” she 
has said to me: “ill-luck in some way lies upon them, and 
upon all they do ; they cm mot prosper, from their cradle to their 
grave.” That there will be some compensating happiness for 
these people hereafter — for they do exist— is a belief we all like 
to cherish. 

T am now going to tell of people- in rather humble life whom 
thLS ill-luck seemed to attend. Th<(t might never have brought 
the family into notice, ups and downs being so common in the 
world : but two mysterious disappearances occurred in it, which 
caused them to be talked about ; and those occurrences I must 
relate before coming to Dorothy's proper history. They^took 
plfice before my time ; in fact when Squire Todhetley W'as a 
jjl^ung man, and it is from him that I repeat it. 

7 At this end of the village of Islip, going into it from Crabb, 
'Cbere st<iod on the right-Wnd side of the road a superior cottage 
residence, with lovely yellow^ roses intexdwuning themselves about 
its porch. Robert Grape and hi.s wife lived in it, and wmre w\dl 
enough to do. He was in the “post-horse duty,” the Squire 
said — whatever tliat might mean ; and she had money on htr 
own account. The cottage was hers absolutely, and nearly one 
hundred pounds a-year income. The latter, hcvvt‘ver, was only 
an annuity^ and w'ould die with her. , 

There were two children Ikdng : Dorothy, siJteiud by lu r 
fvmnds into Dolly; mid Thuums. Two others, who eajiie 
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between tliem, went off in what Mrs. Grape used to call a 
“galloping consumption.’* Dolly’s cheeks were bright au<l her 
eyes were blue, and her soft brown hair fell back m curls from 
her dimpled face. All the young men about, including the 
Squire, admired the little girl ; more than their mothers did, 
who said she was growing up vain and light-headed. Perhaps 
she might be ; but she w^as a modest, well-beha''^''^d httle maiden. 
She went to school by day, as did her brother. 

Mr. Grape’s occupation, connected with the “ post-horse- 
duty, ” appeared to consist m driving about tlie country in a gig. 
The length of these journeys varied, but he would generally be 
absent about three weeks. Then he would come home for a 
short interval, and go off again. He ivas a well-ctmdiicted man 
and was respected. 

One Monday morning in summer, when the sun was shining 
on the yellow roses and the dew glittered on the grass, Robert 
Grape was about to start on one of these journeys. Passing out 
to his gig, which waited at the gate, after kissing his wife and 
daughter, he stopped to pluck a rose. Dolly followed him out. 
She was sixteen now and had left school. 

“Take care your old horse does not fall this time, father,” 
said she, gaily and lightly. 

“ 111 take care, lass, if I can,” he answered. 

“The truth is, Robert, you want a new horse,” .said Mrs. 
Grape, speaking from the open door. 

“I know I do, Mary Ann. Old Jack’s no longer to be trusted. ” 

“ Shall you be at Bridgenorth to-morrow '' ” 

“No; on Wednesday evening. Good-bye once more. Wu- 
may expect me home at the time I’ve said.” And, with those 
last words he mounted his gig and drove away. 

From that dajs, from that hour, Roliert Grape was never more 
seen by his family. Neither did they hoar from him : but he 
did not, as a rule, write to them when on his journeys. They 
said to one another what delightful weather he was ha^'ing this 
time, and the days passed pleasantly until the Saturday of hia 
expected return. 

But he did not come. Mrs. Grape had prepared a favourite 
dinner of his bu' the Sunday, hrinb and peas, and a lemon 
cheese-cake, They had to take it without him. Thi'ee or biur 
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more days passed, and still they saw nothing of him. Mrs. 
Grape was not at all uneasy. 

‘‘I think, children, he must have been mistaken in a week,’^ 
she said to Dolly and Tom. It must be next Saturday that he 
meant. 1 shall expect him then.” 

He did not come. The Saturday came, but he did not. And 
the following week Mrs. Grape wrote a letter to the inn at 
Bridgenorth, where he was in the habit of putting-up, asking 
when he had left it, and for what town. 

Startling tidings came back in answer. Mr. Grape had 
quitted the place nearly four weeks ago, leaving his horse and 
gig at the inn. He had not yet returned for them. Mrs Grape 
could not make it out ; she went off to Worcester to take the 
stage-coach for Bridgenorth, and there made inquiries. The 
following was the substance of what she learned : — 

On Wednesday evening, the next day but one after leaving his 
home, Mr. Grape approached Bridgenorth. Upon entering the 
town, the horse started and fell : his master was thrown out of 
the gig, but not hurt ; the shafts were broken and the horse 
lamed. “A pretty kettle of fish, this is,” cried Mr. Grape in his 
good-humoured way to the ostler, ivhen the damaged cavalcade 
reached the inn : “I shall have' to take a week’s holiday now, I 
su])poso.” The man’s answer was to the eUcet tli.it the old 
horse was no longer of much good ; Mr. Grape nodded assent, 
and remarked that he must be upon the look-out for another. 

In the morning, he quitted the mu on foot, leavn^g the 
horse to the care of the veterinary surgeon, who said it would 
iCe four or five days before he would be fit to travel, and the gig 
to have its shafts repaired. Mr. Grape observed to the landlord 
'that he should use the 'opportunity to go on a little t‘xpediti< m 
which otherwise he could not have found time for, and should 
be back before the horse was well. But he never had come 
back. This was recounted to Mrs. Grajie. 

“He did not give any clue as to where he was going,” added 
the landlord,* “he started away with nothing but his umbrella 
and what he might have put in his pockets, saying he should 
walk the first stage of his journey.^ His portmanteau is up in 
his bedroom now.” • 

All this sounded very curious to Mrs, Grape. Jt was unlike 
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lior open, out-speaking husband. She inquired whether it was 
likely that he had been injured in the fall from the gig and 
could be lying ill somewhere. 

The landlord shook his head in dissent. ‘‘He said he was 
not hurt a bit,” replied he, “and he did not seem to be. Ho 
ate a good supper that night and made a famous breakfast in the 
morning.” 

An idea flashed across Mrs. Grape’s mind as she listened. “ I . 
think he must have gone off for a ramble about the Welsh 
mountains,” spoke she. “ He was there once when a boy, aiifl 
often said how much he should like to go there again. In fact 
he said he should go vdien he could spare the time.” 

“May be so,” assented the landlord. “Them Welsh moun- 
tains be pleasant to look upon , but if a mist comes on, or one 
meets with an awkward pass, or anytliing of that sort — well, 
ma’am, let’s hope we shall see him back yet.” 

After bringing all the inquiries to an end that she was able to 
make, Mrs. Grape went home in miserable uncertainty. 8he 
did not give up hope , she thought he must be lying ill amongst 
the Welsh hills, perhaps had caught a fever and lost his senses. 
As the days and the wrecks passed on, a sort of nervous ex- 
pectancy set in. Tidings of him might come to her any da}', 
living or dead. A sudden knock at the door made her jump ; if 
the postman by some rare chance paid them a visit — for letters 
were not written in those days by the bushel-— it set her 
trembling. More than once she had hastily risen in the middle 
of the night, believing she heard a voice calling to her outside the 
cottage. But tidings of Robert Grape never came. 

That was disappearance the first 

In the spring of the following year Mi%. Grape sold her pretty, 
homestead and removed to Worcester. Circumstances had 
changed with her. Beyond what little means had been, or 
could be, saved, the cliildren w'oiild have nothing to help them 
on in the world. Tom, thirteen years old now, must have a 
twelvemonth’s good schooling before being placed at some busi- 
ness. Dolly must learn a trade by which to get her living. In 
past times, young people who were not specially educated fur it, 
or were of humble birth, did not ^Iream (?f making tfiemsel^ 
in^o govcrno?-c '. 
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“You had batter go to the mantua-niaking, D0II3',’' said Mrs. 
Gi'ape. It’s nice genteel work.” 

Dolly drew a wry face. “I should not make much hand at 
that, mother.” 

“But what else is there? You wouldn’t like the stay- 
making ” 

“ Oh dear, no.” 

“ Or to serve in a pastry-cook’s shop, or anything of that sort. 
I should not like to see you in a shop, myself ; you are too — too 
giddy,” added Mrs. Grape, pulling herself up from saying too 
pretty. “ 1 think it must be the mantua-making, Doll}^ ; you’ll 
make a good enough hand at it, once you’ve learnt it. M’hy 
not ? ” 


IL 

The house rented by Mrs. Grape at Worcester was near the 
London Road, It was semi-detached, and built, like its fellow 
in rather a peculiar way, as though the architect had found him- 
self crnmped for space in width but had plenty of it in depth. 
It wio close to the road, about a yard only of garden groun<l 
lying between. The front-door opened into the sitting-room ; 
not a very uncommon case then with houses of its cLiss, It vas 
a fair-sized room, light and pretty, the window being beside the 
door. Another door, opposite the window, led to the rest of 
tho house : a small back-parlour, a kitchen, three rooms afjuve, 
with a yard and a strip of garden at the back. It was a com- 
i/ortable house, at a small rent ; and, once Mrs. Grape had 
^disposed her tasty furnifciire about it to advantage, she tried to 
feel at home and to put aside her longing to be back under the 
old roof at Islij). 

In the adjoining house dwelt two Quaker ladies named Deavor, 
an aunt and niece, the latter a year or two older than Dolly. 
They showed themselves very friendly to the new-comers, as did 
their respectable old servant-maid, and the two families became 
intimate neighbours. 

Dolly, stiventeen now, was jplaced*wifch Miss Pedley, <me of 
the first dressmakers in the city, as out-door apprentice. fc>he 
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was bound to her for three years, and went to and fro daily. 
Tom was day-scholar at a gentleman’s school in the neighbour- 
hood. 

One Saturday evening hi summer, when they had been about 
three months in their new abode, Mrs. Grape was sitting at the 
table in the front-room, making up a smart cap for herself. She 
had never put on mourning for her husband, always cherishing 
the delusive hope that he would some day return. Tom sat by 
her, doing his lessons ; Dolly was near the open window, nursing 
a grey kitten. Tom looked as hot as the evening, as he turned 
over the books before him with a puzzled face. He was a good- 
looking boy, with soft brown eyes, and a complexion as brilliant 
as his sister’s. 

say, mother,” cried he, “I don’t think this Latin will be 
of much good to me. I shan’t make any hand at it ” 

“You will be like me then, Tom, for I’m sure I shall never 
make much of a hand at dressmaking,” spoke up Dolly. “ Miss 
Pedley sees it too,” 

“Be quiet, Dolly; don’t talk nonsense,^’ said Mrs. Graxio. 
“ Let Tom finish his tasks.” 

Thus reprimanded, silence ensued again. It grew dusk ; 
candles were lighted and the window was shut down, as the 
breeze blew them about ; but the bright moonlight still streamed 
in. Presently Dolly left the room to give the kitten its supper. 
Suddenly, Tom shut up Ins books with a bang. 

“ Finished, Tom ?” 

* ‘ iTes, mother. ” 

He was putting them away when a knock came to the front- 
door. Tom opened it. 

“Halloa, Bill !” said he. 

“ Halloa, Tom ! ” responded a boy’s voice. “ I’ve come up to 
ask if you’ll go fishing with me to-morrow.” 

“To-morrow ! ” echoed Tom m surprise. ‘ ‘ Why, to-morrow's 
Sunday t ” 

“Bother! I mean Monday. Pm going up to the Weir at 
Powick : there’s first-rate fishing there. Will you come, 
Tom ? ” 

Mrs. Grape wondered who the boy was ; she knew ilie voices 
of some of Tom s schoolfellows, but .did not recognize this one. 
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tom, standing on the low step outside, had partly closed the 
door behind him, and she could not see out ; but she heard 
every word as ])lainly as though the speakers had been in the 
' room. 

“ I should like to go, but I’m sure I could never get leave 
from school,” said Tom. “Why, the Midsummer examination 
comes on the end of next week ; our masters just do keep us 
to it ! ” 

“ Stingy old misers 1 You might take French leave, Tom.” 

“Mother would never let me do that,” returned Tom ; and he 
probably made a sign to indicate that his mother was within 
hearing, as both voices dropped to a lower key ; but Mrs. Grape 
still heard distinctly, “Are you going to take French leave 
yourself, Bill'^” added young Grape, “IJow else shall you 
manage to get off ” 

“ Oh, Monday will be holiday with us ; it’s a Saint’s Day. 
Look here, I’om ; you may as well come. Fishing, up at Powick, 
Js rare fun ; and I’ve some prime bait.” 

“I can’t,” pleaded Tom * “no good thinking alxmt it. You 
must get one of your own fellows instead ” 

“Sunpose I must. Well, good-night.” 

“ Good-mght, Bill.” 

“I touched you last,” added the strange voice. There was a 
shout of laughter, the door flew back, Tom’s h.and came in to 
snatch up his cap, winch lay on a table near, and he went Hying 
after the <jther boy. 

They had entered upon the fascinating game of “ Titch-touch- 
Mt.” Mrs. Grape got up, laid her finished cap upon the table, 
the odds and ends of threads from her black gown, and 
^egan to put her ncedks and cotton in the little work-box. 
While she was doing this, Dolly came in from the kitchen. 
She looked round the room. 

“Why, whore’s Tom, mother?” 

“Some boy called to speak to him, and they are running 
about the road at Titch-touch-last. The cap looks nice, does it 
not, Dolly ? ” 

“Oh, very,” assented Dolly. It w^as one she had netted for 
her mother; and the border was spread out in the shape of a 
fan — the fasiuon then — ^and trimmed witli yellow gauise ribbon. 
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The voicea of the boys were still heard, but at a distance. 
Dolly went to the door, and looked out. 

“Yes, there the two are,” she cried. “What boy is it, 
mother ? ” 

“I don’t know,” replied Mrs. Grape. “ I did not see him, or 
recognize his voice. Tom called him ‘ Bill. ’ ” 

She went also to the door as she spoke, and stood by her 
daughter on the low broad step. The voices were fainter now, 
for the lads, in their play, were drawing further off and nearer 
to the town. Mrs. Grape could see them dodging around each 
other, now on this side the road, now on that. It was a re- 
markably light night, the moon, in the cloudless sky, almost 
dazzlingly bright. 

“They’ll make themselves very hot,” she remarked, as she 
and Dolly withdrew indoors. “What silly things boys'are ’ ” 

Carrying her cap upstairs, Mrs. Grape then attended to two or 
three household matters. Half-an-hour had elapsed when she 
returned to the parlour. Tom had not come in. “How very; 
thoughtless of him 1 ” she cried ; “he must know it is his bed- 
time.” 

But neither she nor Dolly felt any uneasiness until the clock 
struck ten. A shade of it crept over Mrs. Grape then. What 
could have become of the boy ? 

Standing once more upon the door-step, they ga'^ed up and 
down the road. A few stragglers were passing up from the 
towiv* more people would be out on a Saturday night than on 
any other. 

“How dost thee this evening, friend Grape V'’ called out 
Rachel Deavor, now sitting with her niece at their open parlour^ 
window in the moonlight. Mrs. Graj^e turned to them, aiw 
told of Tom’s delinquency. Elizabeth Deavor, a merry girl, 
came out laughing, and linked her arm within Dolly’s. 

“He has run away from thee to take a moonlight ramble,” 
she said jestingly. “ Thee had been treating him to a scolding, 
maybe. ” 

“IS'o, I had not,” replied Dolly. “ I have such a pretty gi’ey 
kitten, Elizabeth. One of the girls at Miss Pedley’s gave it 
to me. ” * 

They stood on, talking in the warm suimner night, Mrs. 
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Grape at the window with the elder Qualceress, Dolly at the 
gate, with the younger, and the time went on. The retiring 
hour of the two ladies had long passed, but they did not like to 
leave Mrs. Grape to her uncertainty : she was growing more 
anxious with every minute. At length the clocks struck half- 
past eleven, and Mrs. Grape, to the general surprise, burst into 
tears. 

“ Nay, nay, now, do not give way,” said Rachel Deavor 
kindly. Doubtless he has but gone to the other lad’s home, 
and IS letting the time pass unthinkingly. Boys will be boys.” 

“That unaccountable disappearance of my husband makes 
me more nervous than I should otherwise be,” sx)oke Mrs. Grape 
in apology. “It is just a year ago. Am I going to have a second 
edition of that, in the person of my son ? ” 

“Hush thee now, thee art fanciful ; thee should not anticix)ate 
evil. It is a pity but thee had recognized the boy who came for 
thy son ; some of us might go to the lad’s house.” 

- “I wish 1 had,” sighed Mrs. Grape “I meant to ask Tom 
who it was when he came in. Tom called him ‘ Bill ; ’ that is all 
I know.” 

“Here he comes ’ ” exclaimed Deity, who was now standing 
outside the gate with Elizabeth Deavor. “He is rushing round 
the corner, at full speed, mother.” 

“Won’t I punish him’” cried Mrs. Grape, in her relieved 
feelings : and she too went to the gate. 

Dolly’s hopeful eagerness had misled her. It was not Trim. 
But it was one of Tom’s schoolfellows, young Thorn, whom they 
knew. He halted to explain that ho had been to a boys’ 
Thirty in the Bath Road, and exxiected to “catch it” at home 
fdr staying so late. Dollj^ interrupted him to speak of Tom. 

“What an odd thing ! ” cxaed the lad. “ Oh, he’ll come homo 
presently, safe enough. Which of our fellows are named Bill, 
you ask, Miss Grax)e? Let’s see. There’s Bill Stroud ; and Bill 
Hardwick — that is, William ” 

“ It was neither Stroud nor Hardwick ; I should have known 
the voices of both,” interrux>ted Mrs. Graxie. “This lad cannot, 
I think, be in your school at all, Thori\ : he said his school was 
to have holiday on Monday becaiiso it would be a Saint’s Day ” 

“Holiday, because it was a Saint’s Day I ” echoed Thorn, 
Johnny Lutilow —111 21 
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“Oh then, he must have been one of the college boys. No 
other school goes in for holidays on the Saints’ Days but that. 
The boys have to attend service at college, morning and after- 
noon, so it’s not a complete holiday : they can get it easily, 
though, by asking leave.” 

“ I don’t think Tom knows any of the college boys,” debated 
Dolly. 

“Yes, he does; our school knows some of them,” replied 
Thorn. “ dood-night : I can’t stay. He is sure to turn up 
presently ” 

But Tom Grape did not turn up. At midnight his mother 
put on her bonnet and shawl and started out to look for him in 
the now deserted streets of the town. Now and again she would 
inquire of some late wayfarer whether he had met a boy that 
night, or perhaps two boys, and described Tom’s appearance ; 
but she could learn nothing. The most feasible idea she could 
call up, and the most hopeful, was that Tom had really gone home 
with the other lad and that something must have happened 
keep him there ; perhaps an accident, Dolly felt sure it musjf^ 
be so. Elizabeth Deavor, running in at breakfast-time next 
mormng to ask for news, laughingly said Tom deserved to be 
shaken. 

But when the morning hours passed and did not bring the 
truant or any tidings of him, this hope died away. The first 
thmg to be done was to find out who the other boy was, and to 
question him. Perhaps he had also disappeared ! 

Getting from young Thorn the address of those of the college 
boys — three — who, as he chanced to know, bore the Cliristu^u 
name of William, Mrs. Grape went to make inquiries at therijr 
houses. She could learn nothing. Each of the three boys d^ 
claimed all knowledge of the affair ; their friends corroborating 
their assertion that they had not been out on the Saturday night. 
Four more of the King’s scholars were named William, they 
told her ; two of them boarding in the house of the head-master, 
the Beverend Allen Wheeler. 

To this gentleman’s residence, in the College Green, Mrs. 
Grape next proceeded. It was then evening. The head-masttu* 
listened courteously to hTer tale^ and became, in his awakened 
interest, as anxious as she was tf> find the right boy. Mrs. 
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Grape said she should not know him, but should know his voice. 
Not one of the three boys, already seen, possessed the voice she 
had heard. 

The two boarders wore called into the room, as a mere matter 
of form ; for the master was able to state positively that they 
were in bed at the hour in question. Neither of them had the 
voice of the boy who had called for Tom. It was a very clear 
voice, Mrs. Grape said ; she should recognize it instantly, 

“Let me see,” said the master, going over mentally the list of 
the forty King’s scholars: “how many more of you boys are 
named William, beyond those this lady has seen ? ” 

The boys considered, and said there were two others ; William 
Smith and William Singleton ; both called familiarly “ Bill ” in 
the school. Each of these boys had a clear, pleasant voice, the 
master observed , but neither of them had applied for leave for 
Monday, nor had he hoard of any projected lishmg cxpe<Iition 
to Powick. 

To the house of the Singletons next went Mrs. Grape : but 
the boy’s voice there did not answer to the one she had heard. 
The Smith family she could not see ; they laid gone out for the 
evening , and she dragged herself homo, utterly beaten down 
both ill body and spirit. 

Another night of anxiety ivas i>assed, and then Mrs. Grape 
returned to Mr. Smith’s and saw “Bill.” But Bill was hoarse 
as a raven ; it »vas not at all the clear voice she had heard ; 
though he looked desperately frightened at being qucstionei^. 

So there it was. Tom Grape was lost. Lost ' and no clue 
remained as to the why and wherefore. He must have gone 
l^ter his father, said the sympathizing townspeople, full of 
\v ( >nder ; and a suporstituTiis feeling crept over Mrs. Grape. 

But ere the week was quite over, news came to the desolate 
home : not of Tom himself ; not of the manner of Ins dis- 
appearance ; only of the night it happened. On the Friday 
evening Mrs. Grape and Dolly were sitting together, when a big 
boy of sixteen api)eared at their door, Master Fred Smith, 
lugging in his brother Bill. 

“He is come to confess, ma’am,” said the older. “He 
blurted it all out to me just no\w, too miserable to keep it in any 
longer, ar.d I’ve brought him off to you.” 
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“Oh, toll mo, toll me where ho is’” implored Mrs. (j!ra}>e 
from her fo^e^ed lips ; as she rose and clasped the ]joy, }>y 
the arm. 

“I don’t know where he is,” answered the boy in trembling 
earnestness. “I can’t think where; I wish I could, I know 
no more than the dead.” 

‘ ‘ For what have yon come here then 

“To confess that it was I who was with him. Yon didn’t 
know my voice on the Monday because I had such a cold,” con- 
tinued he, laying hold of a chair-back to steady his sliaking 
hands. “I must have caught it playing with Tom that night ; 
we got so hot, both of us. When I heard he had never been 
home since, couldn’t be found anywhere, I felt frightened to 
death and didn’t like to say it was me who had been with him.” 

“Where did you leave him? Where did you miss him?” 
(piestdonod the mother, her heart sinking with despair. 

“We kept on playing at titch-touch-ldst ; neither of us would 
give 111, each wanted to have the last touch ; and we got doW 
past the Bath Hoad, and on up Sidbury near to the canal bridged ' 
'rom gave me a touch ; it was the last , and he rushed through 
the Cominandery gates. I was getting tired then, and a thought 
came to me that instead of going after him I’d play him a trick 
and make off home ; and I did so, tearin f over the bridge as hard 
as I could tear. And that’s all the truth,” concluded the boy, 
bursting into tears, “and I never saw 'J'om again, and have no 
mor^^ to tell though the head-master hoists mo for it to-morrow.” 

“It is just what he said to me, Mrs. Grape,” put in the 
brother quietly, “and I am sure it is the truth.” 

“Through the Commandery gates,” repeated Mrs. Grapef 
yiressmg her aching brow. “ And you'did not see him come om 
again ^ ” 

“No, ma’am, I made off as hard as I could go. While he 
w.is rushing down there—I heard his boobs clattering on the 
flags — 1 rushed over the bridge homewards.” 

The boy had told all he knew. Now that the confession was 
made, he would be too glad to add more had he been alile. It 
left the mystery just as it was before ; no better and no worse. 
There was no outlet to the Commandery, oxcept^thesc irf)m 
gates, and nothing within it thrl could have swallowed up Tom. 
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It Wfia a cul-de-sac, and ho must have come out again by those 
self-same gates. Whither had he then gone ? 

It was proved thai; he did come out When Mr. Bill Smith’s 
confession was made public, an assistant to a doctor in the town 
remembered to have seen Tom Grape, whom he knew by sight, 
as he was passing the Commandery about that same time to visit 
a patient m Wyld’s Lane. Tom came flying out of the gates, 
laughing, and looking up and down the street “ Where arc 
you, Bill?” he called out. The young doctor, whose name was 
Seton, looked back at Tom, as he went on his way. 

But the young man added something more, winch nobody else 
had thought to speak of, and which afforded a small loop-li<de of 
conjecture as to wdiat poor Tom’s fate might have been. Just 
about that hour a small barge on the canal, after passing under 
Sidbury bridge, came m contact with another barge. Very 
little damage was done, but there was a groat deal of shouting 
and confusion. As Mr. Seton walked over the bridge, not a 
second before he saw Tom, he heard the noise and saw people 
making for the spot. Had Tom Grape made for if^ Ho could 
easily have reached it. AjuI if so, had ho, amidst the general 
pushing and confusion on the canal bank, hilleii into the canal ? 
It w^as hardly to be imagined that any accident of this kind could 
happen to him luisecii-; though it might be just jiossible, for the 
scene for some minutes was one of tumult ; but nothing tran- 
spired to confirm it. The missing lad did not reappear, either 
dead or alive. * 

And so poor Tom Grape had passed out of life mysteriously as 
l^is father had done. Many months ela]»sed before his mother 
^ave up her search for him ; she was always thinking he w'ould 
come home again, always* hoping it. The loss affected her more 
than her husband’s had, for Tom vanished under her vei’y eye, 
so to say ; all the terror of it .was ptilpabiy enacted before her, 
all the suspense had to be borne and lived through ; wdiereas the 
other loss took place at a distance and she only grew to rcali/.e it 
by degrees ; which of coprso softened the blow. And the time 
went on by years, but nothing was seen of Tom Grape. 

That was disappearance the second. 

Dolly lefl her place of busi4ess at the end of the three years 
for which she had ]>een apprenticed, and set up f<jr herself ; a 
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brass plate on her mother’s door — “ Miss Grape, Mautua- 
maker” — proclaiming the fact to the world. She was only 
twenty then, with as sweet a face, the Squire says, as Worcester, 
renowned though it is for its pretty faces, ever saw. She had 
never in her heart taken kindly to her business, so would not 
bo likely to set the world on fire with her skill ; but she had 
tried to do her best and would continue to do it. A little work 
began to come in now and then ; a gown to bo turned or a 
spencer to be made, though not so many of them as Dolly hoped 
for ; but, as her mother said, Eome was not built in a day. 


III. 

Mother, I think I shall go to college this morning.” 

So spoke Dolly at the breakfast-table one Sunday in July. The 
sun was shining in at the open window, the birds were singing. 

‘‘It’s my belief, Dolly, you would go off to college every ^ 
Sunday of your life, if you had your way,” said Mrs. Grape. 

Dolly laughed, “ And so I would, mother.” 

For the beautiful cathedral service had charms for Dolly. 

I slip Church was a very primitive church, the good old clergy- 
man was toothless, the singing of the two psalms was led off by 
the clerk in a cracked bass voice ; there was no organ. Accus- 
tomed to nothing better than this, the first time Dolly found 
hers^f at the cathedral, after their removal to Worcester, and 
the magnificent services burst upon her astonished senses, she 
thought she must have ascended to some celestial sjihere. The 
fine edifice, the musical chanting of the prayers by the mino^ 
canons, the singing of the numerous ♦^choir, men and boys 
their white surplices, the deep tones of the swelling organ, the 
array of white-robed prebendaries, the dignified and venerable 
bishop — Cornwall — in his wig and lawn sleeves, the state, the 
ceremony of the whole, and the glittering colours of the famed 
east window in the distance ; all this laid hold of Dolly’s senses 
for ever. She and her mother attended St. Martin’s Church 
generally, but Dolly would now and then lure her mother to the 
cathedral Latterly Mrs. (jrapo Jiad boon ailing and^'did not go 
$^.ny where. 
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“If you could but goto college to-day, mother!” went on 
Dolly. 

“ Why ? ” 

“Mr. Benson preaches. I met Miss Stafford yesterday after- 
noon, and she told me Mr. Benson had come into residence. The 
Herald said so too.” 

“ Then you must go betimes if you would secure a seat,^’ 
remarked Mrs. Grape. “And mind you don’t get your new 
muslin skirt torn.” 

So Dolly put on her new muslin, and her bonnet, and started. 

When the Reverend Christopher Benson, Master of the 
Temple, became one of the prebendaries of Worcester, his fame 
as a preacher flew to all parts of the town. You should hear the 
St^uire’s account of the crush in getting into the cathedral on 
the Sundays that he was in residence : four Sundays in the year ; 
or five, as the case might be ; all told. Members of other 
churches, Dissenters of different sects, Quakers, Roman Catholics, 
and people who never went anywhere at other times, scrupled 
not to run to hear Mr. Benson. For reading like unto his, or 
preaching like unto his, had rarely been heard in that cathedral 
<ir in any other. Though it might be only the Gospel that fell 
to his share in the communion service, the crowd listened, 
enraptured, to his sweet, melodious tones. The college doors 
were besieged before the hour f<jr opening them ; it was like 
going into a theatre. 

Dolly, on this day, made one in the crowd at the cloister 
entrance ; she was pushed here and there ; and although she 
hurried well with the rest as soon as the doors were unlocked, 

» every seat was taken when she reached the chancel. She found 
standing room opposite4;he pulpit, near King J ohn’s tomb, and 
felt very hot in the crush. ^ 

“ Is it always like this, here ” 

The whispered words came from a voice at her side, Dc'lly 
turned, and saw a tall, fine-looking, well-dressed man about 
thirty, with a green silk umbrella in his hand. 

“No,” she whispered back again. “Only for four or five 
Sundays, at this time of the year, when Mr. Benson preaches. ” 

“Indeed,” said the stranger. *'His preaching ought to be 
something e.xtraor’dmary to attract such a crowd as this,” 
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“And HO it is,” breathed Dolly. “And his reading™ oh, you 
never heard any reading like it.” 

“ Very elofj^uent, I suppose ” 

“ I don’t know whether it may be called eloquence,” debated 
Dolly, remembering that a chance preacher she once heard, who 
thumped the cushions with his hands and shook the air with his 
voice, was said to be eloquent. “ Mr. Benson is the quietest 
preacher and reader I ever Ixstened to. ” 

The stranger seemed to be a kind sort of man. During the 
stir made by the clergy, preceded by the six black -robed, bowing 
bedesixien, going up to the communion-table, he found an inch 
of room on a bench, and secured it for Dolly. She thanked him 
gratefully. 

Mr. Benson’s sermon came to an end, the bishop gave the 
blessing from his throne, and the crowd poured out. Dolly, by 
way of a change, made her exit from the great north entrance. 
The brightness of the day had changed ; a sharp shower was 
falling. 

“Oh dear ! My new muslin will be wet through ! ” thought 
Dolly. “ This parasol’s of no use.” 

“ Will you allow me to offer you my umbrella — or permit me 
to hold it over you ” spoke the stranger, who must have followed 
her out. And Dolly hesitated and Hushed, and did not know 
whether she ought to say yes or no. 

He held the umbrella over Dolly, letting his own coat get wet. 
The shower ceased presently ; but he walked on by her side 
to her mother’s door, and then departed with a bow fit for an 
emperor. 

“ What a polite man ! ” thought Dolly. “ Quite a gentleman.” 
And she mentioned the occurrence to her mother ; who seemed 
to-day more poorly than usual. 

They sat at the open window in the afternoon, and Dolly road 
a?oud the evening psalms. It was the fifth day of the month. 
As Dolly finished the last verse and closed the book, Mrs. Grape, 
»rter a moment’s silence, repeated the words : — ■ 

“ The Lord shall give strength unto His people . the Lord shall 
give His people the blessing of peace.” 

“ What a beautiful promiise that is, Dolly ! ” she s?iid ip. hushed 
tones. “ Peace J Ah, my dear, ho one can know what that 
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word means until they have been sorely tried. lYace ever- 
lasting ! ” 

Mrs. Grape loaned back in her chair, gazing upwards. The 
sky was of a deep blue ; a biilliant gold cloud, of peculiar shape, 
was moving slowly across it just overhead. 

‘‘ One could almost fancy it to be God’s golden throne in the 
brighter land,” she murmured. “My child, do you know, the 
thought comes across me at times that it may not be long before 
I am there. And I am getting to long for it. ” 

“ Don’t say that, mother,” cried the startled girl. 

“ Well, well, dear, I don’t ^^’ant to frighten you. It is all as 
God pleases.” 

“ I shall send to ask Mr. Nash to come to see you to-morrow, 
mother. Do you feel worse ^ ” 

Mrs. Grape slightly shook her head. Presently she spoke. 

“Is it not almost teatime, Dolly ? — whoever is that % ” 

A gentleman, passing, with a red rose m his butt(jn-hole and 
silk umbrella in his hand, was taking off his h.it to Dolly. 
Dolly’s face turned red as the rose as she returned the bow, and 
whispered to her mother that it was the polite stranger. He 
halted to express a hope that the young lady had not taken cold 
from the morning shower. 

He turned out to be a Mr. Mapping, a travcdler in the wme 
trade for some London liouse. But, when he ’vvas stating this to 
Mrs. Grape during the first visit j'aid her (for he contiivcd to 
make good liis entrance to the house), he added in a careless, off- 
hand manner, that he was thankful to say he had good fhavatc 
means and was not dependent upon his occupation. He lingered 
on m Worcester, and became intimate with the Grajics. 

Events thickened. !lBefore the next month, August, came in, 
Mrs. Grape died. Dolly was stunned ; but she would have felt 
the blow even moi’e keenly than she did feel it had she not fallen 
over head and eaj*s m love with Alick Mapping. About three 
hundred pound.s, all her mother’s savings, came to Dolly ; ex- 
cepting that, and the furniture, she was unprovided for. 

“You cannot live upon that: what’s a poor three hundred 
pounds '? ” spoke Mr. Mapping a day or two after the funeral, his 
tone full tender compassion. * 

“How rich he must be hiuiSHelf 1 ” thought poor Dolly, 
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“ You will have to let me take care of you, child.’’ 

“Oh clear ! murmured Dolly. 

“We had better be married without delay. Once you are my 
wife ” 

“Please don’t go on 1 ” interposed Dolly in a burst of sobs. 
“My dear mother is hardly buried.” 

“But what are you to do ? ” he gently asked. “ You will not 
like to live here alone— and you have no income to live here 
upon. Your business is worth nothing as yet ; it would not 
keep you in gloves. If T speak of these things prematurely, 
Dolly, it IS for your sake ” 

Dolly sobbed. The future looked rather desolate. 

“You have promised to be my wife, Dolly : remember that.” 

“Oh, please don’t talk of it yet awhile ! ” sobbed Dolly. 

“ Leave you here alone I will not ; you are not old enough to 
take care of yourself ; you must have a protector. I will Like 
you with me to London, where you will have a good home and 
be happy as a cricket : but you must know, Dolly, that I cannot 
do that until we are married. All sensible people must say that 
you will be quite justified under the circumstances.” 

Mr. Alick Mapping had a wily tongue, and Dolly was per- 
suaded to listen. The marriage was fixed for the first week in 
September, and the banns were put up at St. Martin’s Church ; 
which, as every one knows, stands in the corn-market. Until 
then, Mr. Mapping returned to London ; to make, as ho told 
Dolly, preparations for his bride An acquaintance of Mrs. 
Grape^, who had been staying with Dolly since the death, would 
remain with her to the last As soon as Dolly was gone, the 
furniture Avould be sold by Mr Stretch, the auctioneer, and the 
proceeds transmitted to Dolly in London. Mrs. Grape hatL 
given all she possessed to Dolly, in the fixed and firm belief 
that her son was really no more. 

But all this was not to be put in practice witliout a warning 
from their neighbour, the Quaker lady ; she sent for Dolly, 
being confined to her own chamber by illness. 

“Thee should not be in this haste, Dorothy,” she began. 
“It is not altogether seemly, child, and it may not be well for 
thee hereafter. Thee art too young to marry ; thee sht>uld wait 
a year or two ” 
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“ But 1 anx not able to wait,” pleaded poor Dolly, with tears 
in her eyes. “ How could I continue to live alone in the house 
— all by myself ? ” 

“Nay, but thee need not have done that. Some one of 
discreet age would have been glad to come and share expenses 
with thee. I might have helped thee to a suitable person 
myself : a cousin of mine, an agreeable and kindly woman, would 
like to live up this way. But the chief objection that I see 
to this hasty union, Dorothy,” continued Miss Deavor, “ is that 
thee knows next to nothing about the young man.” 

Dolly opened her eyes m surprise. “Why, I know him quite 
well, dear Miss Rachel. He has told me all about himself.” 

“ That I grant thee. Elissabeth informs me that thee has had 
a good account from himself as to his means and respectability. 
But thee has not verified it.” 

“ Verified it I ” repeated Dolly. 

“Thee has not taken steps to ascertain that the account he 
gives is true. How does thee know it to bo so ? ” 

Dolly’s face flushed. “As if he would deceive me ! You do 
not know him, Miss Deavor.” 

“ Nay, child, I wish not to cast undeserved aspersion on him. 
But thee should ask for proof that wliat he tells thee is correct. 
Before thee ties thyself to him for life, Dorothy, thee will do 
well to get some friend to make iiKjumes in London. It is my 
best advice to thee, child ; and it is what Mary Ann drape, thy 
mother, would have done before giving tliee to him.” 

Dolly thanked Miss Deavor and went away. The advice was 
yvell meant, of course ; she felt that ; but quite nee<lless. Sus- 
pect Alick Mapping of deceit ! Dolly wx)ul(I rather liave sus- 
pected herself. And sl^ did nothing. 

The morning of the wedding-day arrived in due course Dolly 
was attiring herself for the ceremony in a ])retty new grey gown, 
her straw bonnet trimmed with white satin lying on the lied 
(to resume her black on tlie morrow), when Eliiiabeth Deavor 
came in. 

“I have something to say to thee, Dolly,” she began, in a 
grave tone. “I hardly knew whether to speak to thee or not, 
feeling altogether sure of the thing myself, so I asked Aunt 
Rachel, ami she thinks thee ought to be told.” 
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“ What is it % ” cried Dolly. 

“I think I saw thy brother Tom last night.’’ 

The words gave Dolly a curious shock. She fell back in a 
chair. 

“I will relate it to thee,” said Elizabeth. “Last evening I 
was at Aunt Rachel’s window above-stairs, when I saw a boy in 
dark clothes standing on the pavement outside, just opposite 
thy gate. It was a bright night, as thee knows. He luid his 
arms folded and stood quite still, gazing at this house. Tlie 
moonlight shone on his face and I thought liow much it was like 
poor lost Tom’s. He still stood on ; so 1 went downstairs and 
stepped to our gate, to ask whether he was in want of any one : 
and then, Dolly, 1 felt (j[uecrer than 1 ever felt in my life, for I 
saw that it was Tom. At least, I thought so.” 

“ Did he speak ? ” gasped Dolly. 

“He neither spoke nor answered me : he turned off, and went 
quickly down the road. I think it was Tom ; 1 do indeed.’' 

“What am I to do?” cried Dolly. “ Oh, if I could but lind 
him ! ” 

‘‘There’s nothing to do, that we can see,” answered the young 
Quakeress. “ I have talked it over with Aunt Rachel. It would 
appear as though he did not care to show himself : else, if it 
were truly thy brother, why did he not come in'^ I will look 
out for him every night and speak to him if he appears again. 
I promise thee that, Dolly.” 

“Why do you say ‘appears,’ Elizabeth?” cried the girl. 
“ You think it was himself, do you not ; not his— his spirit ? ” 

“ Truly, I can but conclude it w^is iiimself.” 

Dolly, in a state of bewilderment, what with one thing and 
another, was married to Alick Mapping i«L St, Martin’s Church, 
by its white-haired Rector, Digby Smith. A yellow post-chaiso 
waited at the church-gates and carried them to Tewkesbury. 
The following day they went on by coach to CJl (uicester, where 
Mr. Mapping intended to stay a few days before proceeding to 
London. 

They took up their quarters at a comfortable countiy inn on 
the outskiris of the town. On the second day after their ariaval, 
Dolly, about to take a country walk wdth her husbjfnd, ran 
downstairs from putting her bonnerou, and could not see him. 
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The barmaid t(dd her he had gone into the town to post a letter, 
and asked Dolly to step into the bar-parlour to wait. 

It was a room chiefly used by commercial travellers. Dolly’s 
attention was caught by something over the mantelpiece. In a 
small glass-case, locked, there was the jiortrait of a man cleverly 
done in pencil , by its side hung a plain silver watch with a seal 
and key attached to a short black ribbon : and over all was a 
visiting-card, inscribed in ink, “Mr. Gardner.” Dolly looked 
at this and turned sick and faint : it was her father’s likeness, 
her father’s watch, seal, and ribbon Of an excitable nature, 
she burst into tears, and the barmaid ran in. There and then, 
the mystery so long hanging about Robeit Grape’s fate was 
cleared up, so far as it ever would be in this world. 

He had left Bridgenorth, as may be remembered, on the 
Thursday morning. Tow'ards the evening of the following day, 
Friday, as Dolly now heard, he appeared at this very inn. This 
same barmaid, an obliging, neat, and modest young woman, pre- 
senting a rare contrast to the barmaids of the present day, saw 
him come in. His face had a peculiar, grey shade upon it, 
which attracted her notice, and she asked him if ho felt ill. 
He answered that he felt pretty well then, but su])poscd ho 
must have had a fainting-tit when walking into the town, for to 
his surprise he found himself on the grass by the roadside, 
waking up from a sort of stupor. He engaged a bedroom for 
the night, and she thought he said — but she had never been 
quite sure — that he had come io look out for a horse at the fair 
to bo held in Gloucester the next day. He tt)ok no dipper, 
“not feeling up to it,” he said, but drank a glass of weak 
brandy-and- water, and ate a biscuit with it, before goitig up to 
bed. The next mornijig he was found dead ; had apparently 
died quietly in his sleep. An inquest was held, and the medical 
men testified that he had died of heart disease. Poor Dolly, 
listening to this, wondered whether the pitch out of the gig at 
Bridgenorth had fatally injured him. 

“We supposed him to be a Mr. Gardner,” continued the bar- 
maid, “ as that card ” — pointing to it~-”“ was found in his pocket- 
book. But we had no clue as to who he was or whence ho 
came. His stockings w'cre marked with a ‘ G ’ in n‘d cotton ; 
and there was a liUle loose’ money in his pocket and a bank- 
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note in his pocket-book, just enough to pay the expenses of th^ 
funeral.” 

‘‘ But that likeness,” said Dolly. How did you come by it ? 
Who took it ” 

“Ah, ma’am, it was a curious thing, that — but such things do 
not happen by chance. An idle young man of the town used to 
frequent our inn ; he was clever at drawing, and would take olf 
a hkeness of any one near him wnth a few strokes of a pen or 
pencil in a minute or two, quite surreptitious like and for his 
own amusement. Wonderful likenesses they were. He was in 
the bar-paiiour, this very room, ma’am, while the stranger w as 
drinking his brandy-and-water, and he dashed off this likeness.” 

“It is exacUy like,” said poor Dolly. “But his name was 
Grape, not Gardner. It must have been the card of some 
acquaintance. ” 

“When nobody came forward to identify the strangei', tlie 
landlord got the sketch given up to him,” continued the young 
woman. “He put it in this case with the wvatch and seal and 
card, and hung it wherfe you see, hoping that sometime or other 
it might be recognized.” 

“ But did you not let it be known abroad that he had died ? ” 
sighed Dolly. 

“Wily, of course we did ; and put an advertisement in the 
Gloucester papers to ask if any Mr. Gardner was missing from 
his friends. Perhaps the name, not being Ins, served to mislead 
people. That’s how it was, ma’am.” 

So tfiat the one disapiiearance, that of Pobert Grape, 
now set at rest. 


was 
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IN AFTER YEARS. 

I. 

VVe found her out through Mr. Brandon’s nephew, Roger 
Bevere, a medical student, who gave his people trouble, and 
one day got his arm and head broken. Mr. Brandon and the 
S(iuire were staying in London at the Tavistock Hotel. I, 
Johnny Ludlow, was also in London, visiting Miss Devecn. 
News of the accident was brought to Mr. Brandon ; the young 
man had been carried into No. GO, Gibraltar Terrace, Islington, 
and a doctor named Pitt was attending him. 

We went to see him at once. A narrow, quiet street, as I 
recollected well, this Gibraltar Terrace, the dwellings it con- 
tained facing each other, thirty m a row. No GO proved to be 
the same house to which we had gone once before, when 
inquiring about the illness of Francis Radchtfe, and Pitt was 
the same doctor. It was the same landlady also , I knew her as 
soon as she opened the door ; a slender, faded woman, loi% past 
middle life, wnth a pink flush on her thin cheeks, and something 
'f>i the lady about her. 

“ What an odd thing^ Johnny ! ” whispered the Squire, recog- 
nizing the landlady as well as the house. “ Mapping, 1 remember 
her name was.” 

Mr. Brandon went upstairs to his nephew. We were shown 
by her into the small parlour, which looked as faded as it had 
looked on our last visit, years before : as faded as she was. 
While relating to us how young Bevere’s accident occurred, she 
had to run away at a call from upstairs. 

‘‘Look^ uncommonly careworn, doesn’t she, Johnny!” re- 
marked the Squire. ‘‘ Seemft a nice sort of person, though.” 
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“Yes, sir. 1 like her. Docs it stride you that her voice has 
a home-ring in it^ I think she must be from Worcestersliire.” 

“ A home-ring — Worcestershire ! retorted he. “It wouldn’t 
be you, Johnny, if you did not get up some fancy or other. 
Here she comes ! You are not from Worcestershii'e, are you, 
ma’am ^ ” cried the Squire, going to the root of the question at 
once, m his haste to convict my fancy of its sins. 

“Yes, I am, sir,” she replied ; and I saw the pink flush on 
her cheeks deepen to crimson. “1 knew you, sir, when I was 
a young girl, many years ago. Though I should not have 
recognized you when you were last here, but that you left your 
card. We lived at Islip, sir ; at that pretty cottage with the 
yellow roses round the porch You must remember Dolly 
Grape.” 

“But you are not Dolly Grape ! ’’ returned the Squire, push- 
ing up his spectacles 

“Yes, sir, I was Dolly Grape. Your mother knew us well ; 
so did you.” 

“ Goodness bless my heart ^ ” softly ciied the S(iuire, gazing^ 
at her as if the news were too much f<n' him. And then, starting 
up impulsively, he grasped her hand and gave it a hearty shake. 
A sob seemed to take her throat. The Squire sat back again, 
and went on staring at her. 

“My father disappeared mysteriously on one of his journeys ; 
you may remember us by that, sir. ” 

. ^‘To^be sure I remember it— Robert Grape !” assented the 
Squire. “Had to do with the post-horse duty. Got as far as 
Bridgenorth, and was never heard of again. And it is rt'all^; 
you— Dolly Grape ! And you are living here— letting lodging 
I’m afraid the world has not been overkn^d to you.” 

She shook her head ; tears were running down her faded 
cheeks. 

“No, it has not, sir,” she answered, as .she wiped them away 
with her handkerchief. “T have had nothing but ups and 
downs in life since leaving Worcester : sad misfortunes : some- 
times, I think, more than my share, Poihaps you hoard that I 
married, sir— one Mr. Mapping ^ ” 

The Squire nodded sliglitly. He was too busy gazing at lier 
to pay attention to much else. 
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“lam looking at you to see if I can trace tlie old features of 
the old days,” he said, “and I do now; they grow upon niy 
memory ; though you were but a slip of a girl when I used to 
see you. I wonder I did not recognize you at first.” 

“And I wonder that you can even recognize me now, sir,” she 
returned : “ trouble and grief have so much altered me. I am 
getting old, too.” 

“ Have you lived in this house long ? ” 

“Nearly ten years, sir. I live by lotting my rooms.” 

The Squire’s voice took a tone of compassion. 

“It can’t be much of a living, once the rent and taxes are 
paid.” 

Mrs. Mapping’s mild blue eyes, that seemed to the Squire to bo 
of a lighter tinge than of yore, wore a passing sadness. Any one 
able to read it correctly might have seen she had her struggles. 
“Are you a widow ” 

“ I— call myself one, sir,” she rexfiied, with hesitation. 

“ Call yourself one 1 ” retorted the S(purc, for he liked people 
to be sti.ughtfoiward in their speech. “ My good woman, you 
are a widow, or you are not one.” 

“I pass for one, sir.” 

“Now, what on earth do you moan''*” demanded ho. “Is 
your husband — Mapping — not dead ” 

“ He was not dead when I last heard of him, sir ; that’s a 
long while ago. But he is not my husRind.” 

“ Not your husband ’ ” echoed the Squire, pushing iq# his 
spectacles again. “ Have you and he quarrelled and parted ? ” 
^ny countenance more pitifully sad than Mrs. Mapping’s was 
that moment, I never wish to see. She stood smoothing 
down her black silk apron*(which had a slit in it) with trembling 
fingers. ^ 

“ My history is a very painful one,” she said at last in a low 
voice. “I will tell it if you wish; but not tliis morning. I 
should like to tell it you, sir. It is some time since I .saw a 
home-face, and I have often pictured to myself some kind 
friendly face of those old happy days looking at mo w hile 1 told 
it. Different days from these. 

“These cannot be much tojboast of,” repeated the 8(|uiro. 
“It must be a precarious sort living.’ 

Johnny Ludlow, —III. 



338 


JOHNNY LUDLOW. 


‘‘Of course it Huctmites,” she said. ‘SSoinotnncs my rooum 
are full, at other times empty. One has to put the one aj^aiust 
the other and strive to tide over the hard days. Mr. Pitt is 
very good to mo in recommending the rooms to medical students ; 
he is a good-natured man ” 

“ Oh, indeed ' Listen to that, Johnny ! Thtt good-natured I 
Bather a loose man, though, T fancy, ma’am.” 

“What, Mr Pitb^ Sir, I don’t think so. He has a surg(n’y 
close by, and gets a good bit of practice ” 

The rest was interrupted by Mr. Pitt himself ; he came to say 
we might go up to Mr. Brandon in the sick-room. We had 
reason to think ill enough of Pitt in regard to the Badclitfe 
business ; but the Squire could not tackle him about the past 
offhand, this not being just the time or place for it. Lat(‘r, 
when he did so, it was found that we had been misjudging the 
man. Pitt had not joined >Stephen l^adcliffe in any c<mspiracy ; 
and the false letter, telling of Frank’s death at Dr. Dale’s, had 
not been written by him. So we saw that it must have been 
concocted by Stephen himself. 

“Any way, if I did write such a letter, I retained no con- 
sciousness of it afterwards,” added Pitt, with candour. “ T am 
sorry to say, Mr. Todhetley, that I gave way to drink at that 
time, and I know 1 was often not myself. But I do not think 
it likely that I wrote it ; and as to joining Mr. Badcliffe in any 
conspiracy against his brother, why, I vould nob do such a 
things drunk or sober, and I never knew it had been done.” 

“You have had the sense to pull iqi,” cried the Squire, in 
reference to what Pitt had admitted. 

“Yes,” answered Pitt, in a voice hardly above a whisper. 
“And I never tliinlc of what I might hfive become by this time^ 
but for pulling up, but I thank God. ” 

These allusions, however, may perhaps only puzzle the I’eader. 
And it is not with Mr. Pitt, his virtues or his failings, that this 
paper concerns itself, but with the history of Dorothy Gi’ape. 

We must take it up from the time Dorothy arrived in London 
with her husband, Alick Mapping, after their marriage at 
Worcester, as already narrated. The sum of three hundred 
pounds, owned by Dolly, passed yito Mr. Ma])pmg’s *}K»ssession 
on the wedding-day, ^or i'.i'S never suggested such a thing n.. 
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that it should be settled on herself. The proceeds, arising from 
the sale of the furniture, were also transmitted to him later by 
the auctioneer. Thus he had become the proprietor of Dolly, 
and of all her worldly goods. After that, he and she faded out 
of Worcestershire memory, and from the sight of Worcestershire 
people — except for one brief meeting, to be mentioned presently. 

The home in London, to which her husband conveyed her, 
and of which he had boasted, Dolly found to be lodgings. 
Lodgings recently engaged by him, a sitting-room and bedroom, 
in the Blackfriars Road. They were over a shop, kept by one 
Mrs. Turk, who was their landlady. “I would not fix upon a 
house, dear, without you,” he said ; and Dolly thanked him 
gratefully. All he did was right to her. 

She was, as he had told her she would be, happy as a cricket, 
though bewildered with the noisy bustle of the great town, and 
hardly daring to venture alone into its busy streets, more 
crowded than was Worcester Cathedral on the Sundays Mr. 
Benson preached. The curious elucidation at Gloucester of 
what her fatlier’s fate had been was a relief to her mind, rather 
than the contrary, once she had got over its sadness ; though 
the still more curious doubt about her brother Tom, whispered 
to her by Elizabeth Deavor on her wedding morning, was r.irely 
absent from her thoughts But Dolly was young, Dolly was in 
love, and Dolly was intensely happy. Her husband took her to 
the theatres, to Yauxhall, and to other places of amusement ; 
and Dolly began to think life was going to be a happy^alley 
into which care would never penetrate. 

This happy state of things changed. Mr. Mapping took to be 
•'a great deal away from home, sometimes for weeks together. 
He laid the fault upon Ins business ; travellers in the wine trade 
had to go all over England, he said. Dolly was not unreasonable 
and accepted the explanation cheerfully. 

But something else happened now and then that was less 
satisfactory. Mr. Mapping would appear at home in a condition 
that frightened Dolly : as if he had made the mistake of tasting 
the wine samples himself, instead of carrying them to lus 
customers^ Never having been bi’ought into <'oiitact with any- 
thing of the kind in her owif home, she regarded it with terror 
and dismay. 
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Then another phase of discomfort set in : money seemed to 
grow short. Dolly could not get from her husband what was 
needed for their moderate expenses ; which wore next to nothing 
when he was away from home. She cried a little one day when 
she wanted some badly and he told her he had none to give her. 
Upon which Mr. Mapping turned cross. There was no need of 
tears, he said : it would all come right if she did not bother. 
Dolly, in her secret heart, hoped he would not have to break 
in upon what he called their ‘‘nest-egg,” that three hundred 
pounds in the bank. A nest-egg which, as he had more than 
once assured her, it was his intention to keep intact. 

Only in one thing had Mr. Maiiping been arbitrary : he would 
not allow her to hold any communication with Worcester. When 
they first came to London, he forbade Dolly to write to any of 
her former friends, or to give them her address. “You have 
no relatives there,” he said, “only a few acquaintances, and I 
would prefer, Dolly, that you dropped them altogether.” Of 
course she obeyed him : though it prevented her writing to ask 
Elizabeth Deavor whether she had again seen Tom. 

Things, despite Mr. Mapping's assurances, did not come right. 
As the spring advanced, his absences became more marked and 
the money loss plentiful Dolly shed many te^u’s. She know 
not what to do ; for, as the old song says, not e’en love can live 
on flowers. It was a very favourite song of Dolly’s, and her 
tuneful voice might often be heard trilling it through from 
beginning to end as she sat at work. 

“ Young Love lived once in a humble shed, 

Whcie roses breathing 
And woodbines wreathing 
Around the lattice their tendrils sjtread, 

As wild and as sweet as the life he led. 

“The garden flourished, for young Hope nourished, 

And Joy stood by to count the hours : 

But lips, though blooming, must still be fed, 

And not e’en Love can live on flowers. 

“ Alas, that Poverty’s evil eye 
Should e’er come hither 
Such sweets to wither ; 

The flowers laid down their Jiead.s to die, 

And Love looked pale as the witch drew mgh. 
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She came one morning, and Love had warning, 

For he stood at the window, peeping for day : 

^Oh, oh,’ said he, ‘is it voii,— good-hyc’ — 

And he opened the window and flew away.” 

Dolly’s love did not fly away, though the ugly witch, Poverty, 
was certainly showing herself. Mrs. Turk grew uneasy. DoLy 
assured her there was no occasion for that; that if the worst 
came to the worst, they must break into the “ nesi-egg” which 
they had lying by in the Bank of England— the three hundred 
pounds left her by her mother. 

One brig lit day in May, Dolly, pining for the outdoor sunshine, 
betook herself to Hyde Park, a penny roll in her pocket for her 
dinner. The sun glittered in the blue sky, the air was warm, 
the birds chirped in the trees and hopped on the green grass. 
Dolly sat on a bench enjoying the sweetness and tranciuillity, 
thinking how very delightful life might be when no evil stopped 
in to mar it. 

Two Quakeress ladies approached arm-in-arm, talking busily. 
Dolly started up with a cry : for the younger one was Elizabeth 
Deavor. She had come to London with a friend for the May 
meetings. The two girls were delighted to see each other, but 
Elizabeth was pressed for time. 

“ Why did thee never write to me, Dorothy ? I had but one 
letter from thee, written at Gloucester, telling me, thee knows, 
all about thy poor father.” And, t(j this (question, Dolly mur- 
mured some lame excuse. 

“ I wanted to write to thee, but I had not thy address. I 
promised thee I would look out for Tom— — ” 

“ And have you seen him again I ” interrupted Dolly in excite- 
ment. “ Oh, Elizabeth ? ” 

“I have seen the boy again, but it was not Tom : and I am 
very sorry that my fancy misled mo and caused me to excite thy 
hopes. It was only recently, in Fourth month. I saw the same 
boy standing in the same place before thy old gate, his arms 
folded, and looking at the house as before, in the moonlight. I 
ran out, and caught his arm, and held it while ho told me who 
he was and why he came there. It was not thy brother, 
Dorothy,, but the likeness to him is*marvellous. ” 

“ No ? — not he ? ” gasped Dolly, woefully disappointed. 
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“It is one Lichard East,” said Elizabeth ; “a young sailor. 
He lived with his mother in that house before she died, when he 
was a little boy ; and when he comes home from a voyage now, 
and is staying with his friends in Melcheapen Street, he likes to 
go up there and have a good look at it. Iliis is all. As I say, 1 
am sorry to have misled thee. We think there cannot be a 
doubt that poor Tom really lost his life that night in the canal. 
And art thee nicely, Dorothy ? — and is thy husband well ? Thee 
art looking thm. Fare thee well.” 

Summer passed, Dolly hardly knew how. She W'as often 
reduced to straits, often and often went dinnerless. Mrs. Turk 
only had a portion of what was due to her by fits and stares. 
Mr. Mapping himself made light of troubles ; they did not seem 
to touch him much ; ho was always in spirits and always well 
dressed. 

“ Alick, you should draw a little of that money in the bank,” 
his wife ventured to suggest one day when Mrs. Turk had })oeu 
rather troublesome. “ We cannot go on like this.” 

“Break in upon our ‘ nest-egg 1’ he answered. “ Not if I 
know it, Dolly. Mrs. Turk mu^t wait.” 

A little circumstance was to happen that gave some puzzle to 
Dolly. She had been married about fourteen months, and her 
husband was, as she believed, on his travels in Yorkshire, when 
Lord-Mayor’s day occurred, Mrs. Gurk, a good woman in the 
main, and compassionating the loneliness of the young wife, 
offered to take her to see the show, having been invited to an 
upper *;vindow of a house m Cheapside. Of all the sights in the 
world that Dolly had heard of, she quite believed that must lx* 
the greatest, and felt delighted. They went, took up their 
station at the window, and the show passed. If it had not quite 
come up to Dolly’s expectation, she did not say so. 

“A grand procession, is it not, Mrs. Mapping?” cried her 
companion, gazing after it with admiring eyes. 

“Very,” said Doily. “I wonder Good gracious ! ” she 

broke off, with startling emphasis, “there’s my husband ! ” 

“Where?” asked Mrs. Turk, her eyes bent on the surging 
crowd below. 

“There,” sixid Dolly, pointing with her finger ; there ! 
He is arm-in-arm with two others; in the middle of them. 
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How very strange ^ It was (jnly yesterday I had a letter from 
him from Bradford, saying he should be detained there for 
some time to come. How 1 wish he had looked up at this 
window ! ” 

Mrs. Turk’s sight had failed to single him out amongst the 
moving crowd. And as Mr. Ma])ping did not make his appear- 
ance at home that evening, or for many evenings to come, she 
concluded that the young wife must have been mistaken. 

When Mr Mapping did appear, he said the same, telling 
Dolly she must have “seen double,” for that he had not been in 
London. Dolly did not insist, but she felt staggered and un- 
comfortalile ; she felt certain it was her husband she saw. 

How long tlie climax would have been postponed, or m what 
way it might have disclosed itself, but for something that 
occurred, cannot be conjectured. This wretched kind of life 
went on until the next spring. Dolly was reduced to perplexity. 
She had parted with all the pretty trinkets her mother left her ; 
she would live for days together upon bread-and-butter and 
tears : and a most unhappy suspicion Iiad instilled itself into her 
mind — that the nest-egg no longer existed. But even yet she 
found excuses for her husband ; she thought that all doubt 
might still bo explained away. Mrs. Turk was very good, and 
did not worry ; Dolly did some plain sewing for her, and made 
her a gown or twf‘. 

On one of these spring days, when the sun was shining 
brightly on the pavement outside, Dolly went out on an errand. 
She had not gone many steps from the door wlien a lady, very 
plainly dressed, came up and accosted her (piietly. 

“Young woman, I wish to ask why you have stolen away my 
husband ^ ^ 

“ Good gracious ! ” exclaimed the startled Dolly. “What do 
you mean 1 ” 

“ Y^ou call yourself Mrs. Mapping.’^ 

“I am Mrs. Mai)pmg.” 

The stranger shook her head. “We cannot converse here,” 
she said. “ Allow me to go up to your room” — pointing to it. 
“ I know you lodge there.” 

“But* what is it that you want* with nie'^” olijected Dully, 
who did not like all this. 
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“You think yourself the wife of Alick Mapping. You think 
you were married to him.” 

Dolly wondered whether the speaker had escaped from that 
neighbouring stronghold, Bedlam. “I don’t know what it is 
you wish to insinuate,” she said. “I was inariied to Mr. 
Mapping at St. Martin’s Church in Worcester, more than 
eighteen months ago.” 

“ Ay ! But I, his wife, was married to him in London seven 
years ago. Yours was no marriage ; he deceived you.” 

Dolly’s face was turning 'all manner of colours. 8he felt 
frightened almost to death. 

“ Take me to your room and I -will tell you all that you need 
to know. Do not fear I shall reproach you ; lam only sorry for 
you ; it has been no fault of yours. He is a finished deceiver, 
as I have learnt to my cost.” 

Dolly led the way. Seated together, face to face, her eyes 
strained on the stranger’s, she listened to the woeful tale, wliich 
was gently told. That it was true she could not doubt, Ahck 
Map];)ing had married her at St. Martin’s Church in Worcester, 
but he had married this young woman some years before it. ^ 

“You are thinking that I look older than my husband,” said 
she, misinterpreting Dolly’s gaze. “That is true. I am five 
years older, and am now approaching my fortieth year. Ho 
pretended to fall in love with me ; I thought he did ; but what 
ho really fell in love with was my money.” 

“ How did you come to know about mo ^ — how did you find it 
out ^ ’^’^gasped Dolly. 

“It was through Mrs. Turk, your landlady,” answered the 
true wife. “She has been suspecting that something or others 
was wrong, and she talked of it to a fripnd of hers who chances/ 
to know my family. This friend was struck with the similarity 
of name— the Alick Mapping whose wife was here in the Black- 
friars Hoad, and the Alick Majiping whose wife lived at 
Hackney. ” 

“ How long is it since he left y<m ” asked poor Dolly. 

“He has not left me. He has absented himself inexplicably 
at times for a year or two past, but he is still with me. He is 
at home now, at this present moment. I have a gmd home, 
you must understand, and a gocJd income, which he cannot 
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touch ; he would think twice before giving up that. Had you 
money ? ” continued the lady abruptly. % 

“ I had three hundred pounds. He told me he had j'laced it 
in the Bank of England ; I think he did do that ; and that ho 
should never draw upon it, but leave it there for a nest-egg.” 

Mrs. Map])ing smiled in pity. '^‘You may rely upon it that 
there’s not a shilling left of it. Money in his Lands, when he 
can get hold of any, runs out of them like water. ” 

‘‘ Is it true that he travels for a wine house ” 

“Yes — and no. It is his occupation, but he is continually 
throwing up his situations : pleasure has more attraction for him 
than work ; and he will be a gentleman at large for months 
together. Yet not a more clever man of business exists than he 
is known to be, and he can get a X-)lace at any time,” 

“ Have you any children ? ” whispered Dolly. 

“No. Shall you iirosecute him'?” continued the first wife, 
after a pause. 

“ Shall I — what "? ” cried Dolly, aghast. 

“Prosecute him for the fraud he has committed on you? ” 

“ Oh dear 1 the exposure would kill me,” shivered the unhappy 
girl “ I shall only hope to run away and hide myself for ever.” 

“Every syllable I have told you is truth,” said the stranger, 
producing a slip of jiaper as she rose to depart. “ Here are two 
or three references by which you can verify it, if you d<iubt me. 
Mrs. Turk will do it for you if you do not care to stir in it your- 
st‘lf. Will you shake hands with me '? ” 

Dolly assented, and burst into a Avhirlwind of tears. 

Nothing seemed to be left for her, as she said, but to run 
‘Way and hide herself. All the money was gone, and she was 
left penniless and helpl(;ss. By the aid of Mrs. Turk, who proved 
a good friend to her, she obtained a situation in a small pre- 
paratory school near Croydon, as needle-woman and companion 
to the mistress. She called herself Mrs. Mapping still, and con- 
tinued to wear her w'edding-ring ; she did not know what else to 
do. She liarl been married ; truly, as she had believed ; and 
what had come of it w^as surely no fault of hors. 

A little good fortune fell to her in time j a little bit. For 
years anA years she remained in tlisit schof>l at Croydon, until, 
as it seemed to herself, sHe was middle-aged, ami tlien the 
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mistress of it died. Having no relatives, she loft her savings 
and her furniture to Dolly. With the money Dolly set up ih(‘ 
house in Gibraltar Terrace, put the furniture into it, and began 
to let lodgings. A young woman, who had been teacher in the 
school, and whom Dolly regarded as her sister, and often called 
her so, removed to it with her and stayed with her until she 
married. 

Those particulars — ^wluch we listened to one evening from her 
own lips — were gloomy enough. The Sriuire went into v'l 
explosion over Alick Mapping. 

‘‘ The despicable villain ! What has become of him ” 

• ^‘1 never saw him after his wife came t(^ me,” she answered, 

but Mrs. Turk would get news of him now and then. Hinco 
Mrs. Turk’s death, I have heard nothing. Sometimes I think 
ho may be dead.” 

“I hope he was hung ! ” flashed the S([uire. 

Well — to hasten on. That was Dorothy (* rape’s history snuH‘ 
she loft Worcester ; and a cruel one it was ! 

We saw her once or twice again before quitting London. And 
the Squire left a substantial present with her, for old romem ' 
brance sake. 

“She looks as though she needed it, Johnny,” said he. 
“Poor thing! poor thing! And such a pretty, happy little 
maiden as she used to be, standing in her pinafore amongst the 
yellow roses in the porch at Islip ! Johnny, lad, I hopt* that 
vagabond came to be hanged ' ” 


IT. 

r 

It was ever so long afterwards, and tlie time liad gone on by 
years, when wo again fell into the thread of Dorothy (4 rajah’s 
life. The Squire was in London for a few days upon some law 
business, and had brought me with him. 

“I should like to see how that poor woman’s getting on, 
Johnny,” he said to me one morning. “ Suppose we go down 
to Gibraltar Terrace ? ” 

It was a dull, damp, misty day at the close of aut»mn ; and 
when the Squire turned in at No.* 00, after dismissiug the cab, 
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he stood still and stared, instead of knocking. A jdate was on 
the door, James Noak, carpenter and joiner.’' 

Has she left, do you think, Johnny'?” 

“Well, sir, we can ask. Perhaps the carpenter is only 
lodging here ? ” 

A tidy young woman, with a baby in her arms, answered the 
knock. ‘ ‘ Does Mrs. Mapping live here still ^ ” asked the Squire. 

“No, sir,” she answered. “ I don’t know the name, ” 

“Not know the name ! ” retorted he, turning crusty; for he 
disliked, of all things, to be puzzled or thwarted. “Mrs. 
Mapping lived here for ten or a dozen years, anyhow.” 

“Oh, stay, sir,” she said, “I remember the name now. 
Mapping ; yes, that was it. She lived here before we came in.” 

“Is she dead?” 

“No, sir. She was sold up ” 

“Sold up?” 

“Yes, sir. Her lodging-letting fell off— this neighbourhood’s 
not what it was : people like to get further up, Islington way — 
and she was badly off for a long while, could not jiay her rent, 
or anything ; so at last the landlord was obliged to sell her up. 
At least, that’s what wo heard after we came here, but the house 
lay empty for some months between. I did not hear what 
became of her. ” 

The people at the next house could not tell anything ; they 
were frosh-comers also ; and the Squire sto<xl in a (puindaiy. [ 
thought of Pitt the surgeon ; he was sure to know ; and ran off 
to his surgeiy in the next street. ^ 

Changes seemed to be everywhere. Pitt’s small surgery had 
given place to a chemist’s shop. The chemist stood behind his 
counter in a white apron. Pitt? Oh, Pitt had taken to a 
practice further off, and drove his brougham. ‘ ‘ Mrs. Mapping '? 
added the chemist, in further answer to me, “Oh yes, she lives 
still in the same terrace. She came to grief at N ( >. (>0, poor woman, 
and lodges now at No. 32. Same .side of tlie way ; this end.” 

No. 32 had a jdate on the d(K)r : “ Miss Kester, dressmaker : ’ 
and Miss Kester herself —a neat little woman, with a reserved, 
not to say sour, face and manner, and a cloud of pins sticking 
out of hei; brown waistband — answered the knock. She sent us 
up io a small back-room at th# to[) of the house. 
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Mrs. Mapping sat sewing near a fireless grate, her bed in one 
corner ; she looked very ill I had thought her thin enough 
before ; She was a shadow now. The blue eyes hud a piteous 
look in them, the cheeks a hectic. 

“ Yes,” she said, in answer to the Squire, her voice faint and 
her cough catching her every other minute, “it was a sad mis- 
fortune for me to be turned out of my house ; it nearly broke 
my heart. The world is full of troidile, sir.” 

“ How long IS it since ^ ” 

Nearly eighteen mouths, sir. Miss Hester had this room to 
let, and I came into it. It is quiet and cheap : only half-a- 
crown a- week.” 

“And how do you get the half-crown ” questioned the Squire. 
“And your dinner and breakfast— how do you get that ? ” 

Mrs. Mapping passed her trembling fingers across her brow 
before she answered — 

“ 1 m sorry to have to tell of tliese things, sir. Fm sorry j*'on 
have found me out in my poverty. When I think of thedu^ 
days at home, the happy and plentiful days when poor motheiSi 
was living, and what a different life mine might have been but 
for the dreadful marriage I made, I — I can hardly bear up 
against it. I’m sure I beg your pardon, gentlemen, for giviiv*' 
way.” ‘ 

For the tears were streaming down her thin cheeks. The 
Squire set up a cough on his own account ; I wont to the window 
and looked down at some grimy back-gardens. 

“ ’^Vhen I am a little stronger, and able to do a full day’s 
work again, I shall get on, sir, but IVe been ill lately thn/u-Ii 
going out in the wet and catching cold,” she said, mastering thif*^ 
tears. “ Miss Kester is veiy good in si^pplying me with as muon ' 
as I can do. ” 

“A grand ‘getting on,”’ cried the Squire. “You’d be all 
the better for some fire in that grate.” 

“I might be worse off than I am,” she answered meekly. 

“ If it is but little that I have, I am thankful for it.” 

The Squire talked a while longer ; then he put a sovereign 
into her hand, and came away with a gloomy look. 

“She wants a bit of regular help,” said he. “A m shillings 
paid to her weekly while she getsYip her strength might s<‘t her 
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going again. 1 wonder if we could find any one to under- 
take it ? ” 

“ You would not leave it with herself in a lump, sir ? ” 

‘ ‘ Why, no, I think not ; she may have back debts, you see, 
Johnny, and be tempted to pay them with it ; if so, practically 
it would be no good to her. Wish Pitt lived here still 1 Wonder 

if that Miss Kester might be trusted to There’s a cab, lad ! 

Hail It.” 

The next morning, when we were at breakfast at the hotel— 
which was not the Tavistock this time —the Stiuire burst into a 
state of excitement over his newspaper. 

‘‘ Goodness me, Johnny ! here’s the very thing.” 

I wondered what had taken him, and what he meant ; and for 
some time did not clearly understand. The Siiuire’s eyes had 
fallen upon an advertisement, and also a leading article, treating 
of some great philanthropic movement that had recently set 
itself up in London. Reading the articles, I gathered that it 
had for its object the distribution of alms on an extensive scale 
and the comprehensive relieving of the distressed. 8ome 
benevolent gentlemen (so far as we could understand the news- 
paper) had formed themselves into a band for taking the general 
welfare of the needy into their hands, and devoted their lives to 
looking after their poverty-stricken brothers and sisters. A sort 
of universal, benevolent, set-the-world-to-nghts invention. 

The Bquire was in raptures. If we had but a few more such 
good men in the world, Johnny 1 I’ll go down at once and shako 
their hands. If I lived in London, I’d join them.” * 

I could only laugh. Fancy the Bijuire going about from house 
^ house with a bag of silver to relieve tlu‘ needy 1 

Taking note of the ofj|^ce occupied by these good meii, wo 
made our way to it. Only two of them were present that morn- 
ing : a man who looked like a clerk, for he had liooksand papers 
before him ; and a thin gentleman in spectacles. 

The Squire shook liim by the hand at once, breaking into an 
ovation at the good deeds of the boncvolent brotherhood, that 
should have made the spectacles before us, as belonging to a 
member of it, blush.' 

“ Yes,” *he said, his cool, calm tones contrasting with the 
Bi^uire’s hot ones, “ wc intenti to efibet a work that has never 
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yet been attempted. Why, sir, by eur exertions three parts of 
the complaints of hunger, and what not, will bo done away 
with. ” 

The Squire folded his hands in an ecstasy of reverence. 
“That is, you will relieve it,” he remarked. “Bountiful 
Samaritans ! ” 

“Relieve it, certainly — where the recipients ar<‘ found to be 
deserving,” returned the other. “But non-deserving cases — 
impostors, ill-docrs, and the like— will get punishment instead 
of relief, if we can procure it for them.” 

“ Quite right, too,” warmly assented the Squire. “ Allow me 
to shake your hand again, sir. And you gentlemen are out 
every day upon this good work ! A^isiting from house to 
house ! ” 

“ Some of us are out every day ; wu devote our time to it.” 

“And your money, too, of course ! ” exclaimed the Squire. 

“ Listen, Johnny Ludlow,” he cried, turning to me, his red face 
glowing more and more with every word, “ I hope you’ll take a 
lesson from this, my lad ! Their time, and their money too 1 ” ^ 

The thm gentleman cleared his throat. “ Of course we cannot 
do all in the way of money ourselves,” he said; “some of us, 
indeed, cannot do anything in that way. Our operations are 
very large : a great deal is needed, and we have to depend upon 
a generous public for help.” 

“ By their making subscriptions to it ” cried the Squire. 

“ Lhadoubtedly. ” 

The Squire tugged at an inner pocket. “ Here, Johnny, help 
me to get out my cheque-book.” And when it was out, he 
drew a cheque for ten pounds there and then, and laid it oir/r' 
the table. ^ ' 

“Accept this, sir,” he said, “and my praises with it. And 
now I should like to recommend to your notice a case myself — 
a most deserving one. Will you take it in hand ? ” 

“Certainly.” 

The Squire gave Mrs Mapping’s address, telling briefly of her 
present distress and weakly state, and intimated that the best 
mode of relief would be to allow her a few shillings weekly. 
“You will be sure to see t(y her?” was his parting iil^imctiun. 
“She may starve if you do not.” * 
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‘‘ Have no fear : ifc is our business to do so,” reijeated the thin 
^^entleinan. “ Good-day.” 

^Mohimy,” said the Squire, going up the street sideways in 
his excitement, “it is refreshing to hear of these self-deiniii'jf 
deeds. These good men must be going on straight for heaven ! ” 

“ Take care, sir ! Lo(»k where you are going.” 

The Squire had not been going on straight himself 3ust then, 
and had bumped up against a foot-passenger wlio was hurrying 
along. It was Pitt, the surgeon. After a few words of greeting, 
the Stpiire excused his flurry by telling him wdiere he had come 
from. 

“ Been there ! ” exclaimed Pitt, bursting into a laugh. “ Wish 
you joy, sir ! We call it Benevolence Hall.” 

“ And a very good name, too,” said the Squire. “ Such men 
oug'ht to be cammized, Pitt. ” 

“Hope they will be answered Pitt in a curious kind of 
tone. “ I can’t stop now, Mr. Todhetley ; am on my way to a 
consultation.” 

“ He slips from one like an eel,” cried the Sipiire, looking 
after the doctor as he hurried onwards : “ I might have spoken 
to him about hlrs Ma])piiig. P»ut my mind is at case with 
regard to her, Johnny, now that these charitable men have the 
case in hand : and we shall be up .igain in a few weeks,” 


111 . 

It was nearly two months before we were again in London, and 
;^'inier weather : the same business, connected with a lawsuit, 
calling the Scpiire u}>. ^ 

“ And now for Mrs. Mapping,” he said to me during the after- 
noon of the second day. So we went to Gibraltar Terrace. 

“Yes, she is in her room,” said Miss Kester in a resentful 
tone, when she admitted us. “It is a good thing somebody’s 
come at last to see after her ! I don’t c<are to have her alone 
here on my hands to die.” 

“To die I ” cried the Squire sharply, supposing the dress- 
maker spoke only in tenq»er. “ Wlmt is she dying of V ” 

“Starvation,” .answered Mfes Kester. 
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“ Why, what on earth do you mean, ma’am ? ” demanded he. 

“ Starvation 1 

“ I’ve done what I could for her, so far as a cup of tea might 
go, and a bit of bread-and-butter once a day, or perhaps a drop 
of broth,” ran on Miss Kester in the same aggrieved tone. 

“ But it has been hard times with myself lately, and I have my 
old mother to keep and a bedridden sister. What she has 
wanted is a suxiply of nourishing food ; and she has had as good 
as none of any sort since you were here, sir, being too weak to 
work : and so, rapid consumption set in.” 

She whisked upstairs with the candle, for the short winter 
day was already closing, and we followed her. Mrs. Mapping 
sat in an old easy-chair, over a handful of fire, her thin cotton 
shawl folded round her . white, panting, attenuated, starved ; 
and — there could not be much mistake about it — dying. 

“ Starved ^ dying ^ dear, dear ! ” ejaculated the Squire, back- 
ing to the other chair and sitting down in a sort of terror. 
“ What has become of the good people at Benevolence Hall ^ \ 

“They!” cried Miss Kester contemptuously. “You don’t 
suppose those people would spend money to keep a poor woman 
from dying, do you, sir ^ ” 

“Why, it is their business to do it,” said the Squire. “I 
put Mrs. Mapping’s case into their hands, and they undertook 
to see to it.” 

“To see to it, perhaps, sir, but not to relieve it ; I should be 
surprised if they did that. One of them called here ever so 
many weeks ago and frightened Mrs. Mapping with his harsh 
questions , but he gave her nothing.” 

“I don’t understand all this,” cried the Squire, rumpling 
hair. “Was it a gentleman ^ ” — turning to Mrs. Mapping. 

“He was dressed as one,” she said, “but he was loud and 
dictatorial, almost as though he thought me a criminal instead 
of a poor sick woman. He asked me all kinds of questions about 
my past life, where I had lived and what I had done, and wrote 
down the answers.” 

“ Go on,” said the Squire, as she paused for breath. 

“As they sent me no relief and did not come again, Miss 
Kester, after two or three wbeks had gone by, was gooS enough 
to send a messenger to the place : her nephew. He saw the 
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gentlemen there and told them I was getting weaker daily and 
was in dreadful need, if they would please to give me a trifle ; 
he said he should never have thought of applying to them hut 
for their having come to see after me. The gentlemen answered 
unfavourably ; inquiries had been made, they sternly told him, 
and the case was found to be one not suitable for relief, that I 
did not deserve it. I — I— have never done anything wrong 
willingly,” sobbed the poor woman, breaking down. 

I don’t think she has, sir ; she don’t seem like it ; and I’m 
sure she struggled hard enough to get a living at No. 60,” said 
Miss Kester. “Any way, they did nothing for her — they’ve 
just left her to starve and die.” 

I had seen the Squire in many a temper, but never in a 
worse than now. He flung out of the room, calling upon me 
to follow him, and climbed into the hansom that waited for us 
outside. 

“To Benevolence Hall,” roared he, “and drive like the 
^euce.” 

“ Yes, sir,” said the man. “Where is Benevolence Hall ? ” 

I gave him the address, and the man whirled us to Benevolence 
Hall 111 a very short time. The Squire leaped out and indoors, 
primed. In the oflice stood a young man, going over some 
accounts by g<isliglit. His flaxen hair was parted down the 
middle, and he looked uncommonly simple. The rest of the 
benevolent gentlemen had left for the day. 

What the Squire said at first, I hardly know : I don’t 4ihink 
he knew himself. His words came tumbling out m a way that 
as^ionished the clerk. 

“Mrs. Mapping,” cried the young man, when he could under- 
stand a little what the anger was about. “Your ten pounds 
meant for her, you say ” 

“Yes, my ten pounds,” wrathfully broke in the Squire ; “my 
ten-pound cheque that I paid down here on this veiy table. 
What have you done with it 

“Oh, that ten pounds has been spent, partly so, at least, in 
making inquiries about the woman, looking-up her back history 
and all that. Looking-up the back lives of people takes a lot of 
money, you see. ^ 

“ But why did you not relieve her with it, or a portion of it? 
lohnny IuIkUow.— I ll 23 
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That is the question I’ve come to ask, young t7ian, and I intend 
to have it answered.” 

The young man looked all surprise. Why, what an idea ^ 
lisped he. ‘ ‘ Our association docs not profess to help sinners. 
That would be a go ! ” 

“Sinners ! ” 

“We can’t be expected to take up a sinner, you know— and 
she’s a topping one,” continued he, keeping ^ust as cool as the 
Squire was hot “We found out all sorts of dreadful things 
against the woman. The name, Mapping, is not hers, to begin 
with. She went to church with a man who had a living 
wife ” 

“She didn’t,” burst in the Squire. “It was the man who 
went to church with her. And I hope with all my heart he 
came to be hanged ! ” 

The clerk considered. “It comes to the same, doesn’t it?” 
said he, vaguely. “ She did go to church with him ; and it was 
ever so long before his proper wife found it out ; and she has 
gone on calling herself Mapping ever since ’ And she managecL 
so badly in a lodging-house she set up, that she was sold out 
it for rent. Consider that ’ Oh, indeed, then, it is not on such 
people as these that our good gentlemen would waste their 
money.” 

“What do they waste it on ” demanded the Squire. 

“Oh, come now ' They don’t 'waste it. They spend it.” 

“ What on ? The sick and needy ? ” 

“Well, you see, the object of this benevolent association is to 
discover who is deserving and who is not. When an applicant 
comes or sends for relief, representing that he is sick and 
starving, and all the rest of it, we begin by searching out his 
back sms and misfortunes The chances are that a whole lot of 
ill turns up. If the case be really deserving, and— and white, 
you know, instead of black — we relieve it.” 

“That IS, you relieve about one case in a hundred, I expect ” 
stormed the Squire. 

“Oh, now *you can’t want me to go into figures,” .said the 
clerk, in his simple way. “Anybody might know, if they’ve 
some knowledge of the world, that an out-and-out deserving 
case does not turn up often .-Besides, our business is not 
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relief bufc inquiry. We do relieve sometimes, but we cluefly 
inquire.” 

“Now look you here,” retorted the Squire. “Your object, 
b^mng into cases, may be a good one in the main and do some 
*mcellent service , I say nothing against it ; but the public hold 
the impression that it is relief your association intends, not 
inquiry. Why is this erroneous impression not set to rights ? ” 

“ Oh, but our system is, I assure you, a grand one,” cried the 
young fellow. “ It accomplishes an immense good.” 

‘ ‘ And how much harm does it accomplish *2 Hold your tongue, 
young man ! Put it that an applicant is sick, starving, fhjuifj, 
for want of a bit of aid in the shape of food, does your system 
give that bit of aid, just to keep body and soul together while it 
makes its inquiries — say only to the value of a few pence ? ” 

The young fellow stared. “ What a notion 1 ” cried he “ Give 
help before finding out whether it ought to be given or not ^ 
That would be quite a Utopian way of fixing up the poor, that 
would.” 

. “And do you suppose I should have given my ten pounds, but 
for being misled, for being allowed to infer that it would be 
expended on the distressed'?” stamped the Squire. “Not a 
shilling of it. No money of mine shall aid in turning poor help- 
less creatures inside out to expose their sms, as you call it. 
That's not charity. What the sick and the famished want is a 
little kindly help— and the Bible enjoins us to give it.” 

“But most of them are such a bad lot, you know,” remon- 
strated the young man. • 

“All the more need they should be helped,” returned the 
^uire ; “they have bodies and souls to be saved, 1 suppose, 
^old your silly tongue, I tell you. I should have seen to this 
poor sick woman myself, ^ho is just as worthy as you are and 
your masters, but for their taking the case in hand.' As it is 
she has been left to starve and die. Come along, Johnny ! 
Benevolence Hall, indeed ' ” 

Back to Gibraltar Terrace now, the Squire fretting and fuming. 
He was hot and hasty, as the world knows, given to saying any- 
thing that came uppermost, justifiable or the contrary : but in 
this affair it did seem that something or somebody must be 
wrong. 
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‘^ Johnny,” said the Squire, as the cab bowled along, waking 
up out of a brown study, “ it seems to me that this is a serious 
matter of conscience. It was last Sunday evening, wasn’t it, 
that you read the chapter in St. Matthew which tells of the last 
judgment ? ” 

‘‘ Tod read it, sir. I read the one that followe'd it.” 

‘‘Any way, it was one of you. In that chapter Christ charges 
us to relieve the iioor if we would be saved — the hungry and 
thirsty, the sick, the naked. Now, see here, lad : if I give my 
alms to this new society that has sprung up, and never a stiver 
of it to relieve the distress that lies around me, would the blame 
rest on me, I wonder ? Should I have to answer for it ? ” 

It was too complicated a question for me. But just then we 
drew up at Miss Hester’s door. 

Mrs. Mapping had changed in that short time. I thought she 
was dying, thought so as I looked at her. There was a death- 
shade on the wan face, never seen but when the world is passing 
away. The Squire saw it also. 

“Yes,” said Miss Kester, gravely, in answer to 'his whisper ,J 
“I fear it is the end.” 

“Goodness bless me ! ” gasped the Squire. And he was for 
ordering in pretty nearly every known restorative the shops- 
keep, from turtle-soup to calves’-foot jelly. Miss Kester shook 
her head. 

“Too late, sir; too late. A month ago it would have saved 
her. ^Now, unless I am very much mistaken, the end is at 
hand.” ^ 

Well, he was in a way. If gold and silver could revive tlie 
dymg, she’d have' had it He sent me out to buy a bottle 
port wine, and got Miss Kester ’s little ^apprentice to run for tlVe^ 
nearest doctor. 

“Not rally again at all, you say ' all stuff and nonsense,” he 
was retorting on Miss Kester when I returned. “Here’s the 
wine, at last ! Now for a glass, Johnny.” 

She sipped about a teaspoonful by degrees. The shade on 
her face was getting darker. Her poor thin fingers kept pluck- 
ing at the cotton shawl. 

“I have never done any harm that I knew of : af least, not 
wilfully,” she slowly panted, looting piteously at the Squire, 
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evidently dwelling upon the accusation made by Benevolence 
Hall : and it had, Miss Kester said, k’oubled her frightfully. 
‘‘I was only silly — and inexperienced — and — and believed in 
Everybody. Oh, sir, it was hard 1 ” 

“I’d prosecute them if I could,” cried the Squire, fiercely. 
“ There, there ; don’t think about it any more ; it’s all over.” 

“Yes, it is over,” she sighed, giving the words a difierent 
meaning from his. “Over; over, the struggles and the dis- 
appointments, the privations and the pain. Only God sees 
what mine have been, and how I’ve tried to bear up in patience. 
Well, well ; He knows best : and I think — I do think, sir — He 
will make it up to us in heaven. My jioor mother thought the 
same when she was dying. ” 

“ To be sure,” answered the Squire, soothingly. “One must 
be a heathen not to know that. Hang that sct-the-world-to- 
rights company ! ” he muttered in a whisper. 

“The bitterness of it all has left me,” she whispered, with 
pauses between the words for want of breath; “this world is 
^ fading from my sight, the world to come opening. Only this 
mornmg, falling asleep in the chair here, after the fatigue of 
getting up — and putting on my things — and coughing— 1 dreamt 
I saw the Saviour holdmg out His hand to welcome me, and I 
knew He was waiting to take me up to God. The clouds round 
about Him were rose colour; a light, as of gold, lay in the 
distance. Oh, how lovely it was ! nothing but peace. Yes, 
yes, God will forgive all our trials and our shortcomings, and 
make it up to us there.” 

The room had a curious hush upon it. It hardly seemed to be 
■ living person speaking. Any way, she would not be living 
-^ong. 

“Another teaspoonful of wine, Johnny,” whispered the Squire. 
“ Dear, dear ’ Where on earth can that doctor be ? ” 

I don’t believe a drop of it went down her throat. Miss 
Kester wiped away the damp from her brow. A cough took 
her ; and afterwards she lay back again in the chair. 

“ Do you remember the yellow^ roses in the porch,” she mur- 
mured, speaking, as must be supposed, to the Squire, but her 
eyes were closed : “how the dew on •them used to glisten again 
in the sun on a summer’s ]fliorning^ I was picking such a 
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handful of them last night — beautiful roses, they were ; sweet 
and beautiful as the flowers we shall pick in heaven.” 

The doctor came upstairs, his shoes creaking. It was Pitt. ' 
Pitt ' The girl had met him by chance, and told him what was 
amiss. 

‘‘Ah,” said he, bending over the chair, “you have called me 
too late. I should have been here a month or two ago.” 

“She is dying of starvation,” whispered the Squire. “All 
that money — ten pounds — which I handed over to that blessed 
fraternity, and they never gave her a sixpence of it — after 
assuring me they’d see to her ’ ” 

“Ah,” said Pitt, his mouth taking a comical twist. “They 
meant they’d see after her antecedents, I take it, not her needs. 
Quite a blessed fraternity, I’m sure, as you say, Squire.” 

He turned away to Mrs. Mapping. But nothing could be 
done for her ; even the Squire, with all his impetuosity, saw 
that. Never another word did she speak, never another recog- 
nizing gaze did she give. She just passed quietly away withS^ 
sigh as we stood lookmg at her ; passed to that blissful realm we 
are all travelling to, and which had been the last word upon her 
lips — Heaven. 

And that is the tiue story of Dorothy Gra])e. 
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Had I better go I should like to.” 

“ Go ! why of coarse you had better go,” answered the Squire, 
putting down the letter. 

‘‘ It will be the very thing for you, Johnny,” added Mrs. Tod- 
hetley. “ We were saying yesterday that you ought to have a 
change, ” 

I had not been well for some time ; not strong. My old 
headaches stuck to me worse than usual ; Huffhain complained 
that the pulse was feeble. Therefore a letter from Dr. Knox of 
Lefford, pressing me to go and stay with them, seemed to have 
come on purpose. Janet had added a postscript: “You must 
come, Johnny Ludlow, if it is only to see my two babies, and 
you must not think of staying less than a month.” T^d was 
from home, visiting in Leicestei shire. 

‘ Three days, and I was off, bag and baggage. To Worcester 
ffirst, and then onwards again, direct for Lefford. The very 
journey seemed to do ?ne good. It was a lovely spring day : 
the hedges were bursting into bud j primroses and violets 
nestled in the mossy banks. 

You have not forgotten, I dare say, how poor Janet Carey’s 
hard life, her troubles, and the sickness those troubles brought, 
culminated in a brave ending when Arnold Knox, of Lefford, 
made her his wife. Some five years had elapsed since then, and 
we were all of us that much older. They had asked me to visit 
them over and over again, b^t until now I had not done it. Mr. 
Tamlyn, Arnold’s former master and present partner, with whom 
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they lived, waa growing old ; he only attended to a few of the 
old patients now. 

It was a cross-grained kind of route, and much longer than it 
need have been could we have gone straight as a bird flies. The 
train made all sorts of detours, and I had to change no less than 
three times. For the last few' miles I had had the carriage to 
myself, but at Toome Junction, the last station before Leflford, 
a gentleman got in : a rather elderly man with grey hair. Not 
a syllable did we say, one to another— Englishmen like— and at 
length Lefford was gained. 

“ In to time exactly,” cried this gentleman then, peering out 
at the gas-lighted station. “The clock’s on the stroke of 
eight.” 

Getting my portmanteau, I looked about for Dr. Knox’s 
brougham, which Avould be waiting for me, and soon pitched 
upon one, standing near the flys. But my late fellow-passenger 
strode on before me. 

“ I thought I spied you out, Wall,” he said to the coachman. 

“ Quite a chance your being here, I suppose ? ” 

“ I’m waiting for a gentleman from Worcester, sir,” answered ' 
the man, looking uncommonly pleased, as he touched his hat. 

“ Dr. Knox couldn’t come himself.” 

“Well, I suppose you can take me as well as the gentleman 
from Worcester,” answered the other, as he turned from patting 
the old horse, and saw me standing there. And we got into the 
carriage. 

It jTroved to be Mr. Shuttleworth, he who had been old 
Tamlyn’s partner for a short time, and had married his sister. 
Tamlyn’s people did not know he was coming to-night, he toid^ 
me. He was on his way to a distant place, to see a relative who' 
was ill ; by making a round of it, he could take LefFord, and drop 
in at Mr. Tamlyn’s for the night— and was doing so. 

Janet came running to the door, Mr. Tandy n walking slowly 
behind her. He had a sad countenance, and scanty grey hair, 
and looked ever so much older than his actual years. Since his 
son died, poor Bertie, life’s sunshine had gone out for him. 
Very much surprised were they to see Mr, Shuttle worth as well 
as me. 

r 

Janet gave us a sumptuous high-tea, pouring out unlimited 
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cups of tea and pressing us to eat of all the good things. Except 
that she had fiUed out a little from the skeleton she was, and 
looked as joyous now as she had once looked sad, I saw little 
diiference in her. Her boy, Arnold, was aged three and a half : 
the little girl, named Margaret, after Miss Deveen, could just 
walk. 

“Never were such children in all ‘the world before, if you 
listen to Janet,” cried old Tamlyn, looking at her fondly — for he 
had learnt to love Janet as he would a daughter— and she 
laughed shyly and blushed. 

“You don’t ask after mine,” put in Mr. Shuttleworth, 
quaintly ; ‘ ‘ my one girl. She is four years old now. Such a 
wonder ! such a paragon ! other babies are nothing to it ; so 
Bessy says. Bessy is silly over that child, Tamlyn.” 

Old Tamlyn just shook his head. They suddenly remembered 
the one only child he had lost, and changed the subject. 

“And what about everything!” asked Mr. Shuttleworth, 
lighting a cigar, as we sat round the fire after our repast, Janet 
having gone out to see to a room for Shuttleworth, or perhaps to 
contemplate her sleeping babies. “ I am glad you have at last 
given up the parish work.” 

‘ ‘ There’s enough to do without it ; the practice increases 
daily,” cried Tamlyn. “ Arnold is much liked.” 

“ How are all the old patients ” 

‘ ‘ That is a comprehensive question, ” smiled Tamlyn. ‘ ‘ Some 
are flourishing, and some few are, of course, dead.” 

“ Is Dockett with you still ^ ” 

“No. Dockett is in London at St. Thomas’s. Sam Jenkins 
/s with us in his place. A clever young fellow ; worth two of 
’^Dockett.” ^ 

“ Who is Sam Jenkins ” 

“A nephew of Lady Jenkins — you remember her ? At least, 
of her late husband’s.” 

“I should think I do remember Lady Jenkins,” laughed 
Shuttleworth. ‘ ‘ How is she ^ Flourishing about the streets as 
usual in that red-wheeled carriage of hers, dazzling as the rising 
sun?” 

“ Ladj^ Jenkins is not well,” replied Tamlyn, gravely, “ She 
gives me some concern.” 
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‘‘In what way does she give you concern ? ” 

“ Chiefly because I can’t find out what it is that’s amiss with 
her ? ” 

“ Has she been ill long ? ” 

“For some months now. She is not very ill : goes out in her 
carriage to dazzle the town, as you observe, and has her regular 
soirees at home. But I don’t like her symptoms : I don’t under- 
stand them, and they grow worse. She has never been well, 
really well, since that French journey.” 

“What French journey 1 ” 

“At the end of last summer, my Lady Jenkins must needs 
get it into her head that she should like to see Pans. Stupid 
old thing, to go all the way to France for the first time in her 
life ! She did go, taking Mina Knox with her — who is growing 
up as pretty a girl as you’d wish to see. And, by the way, 
Shuttleworth, Mina is in luck. She has had a fortune left her. 
An old gentleman, not related to them at all, except that he W'as 
Mina’s godfather, left her seven thousand pounds last year in his^ 
will. Arnold is trustee.” 

“I am glad of it. Little Mina and I used to be great friends. 
Her mother is as disagreeable as ever, I suppose ^ ” 

“ As if she’d ever change from being that ^ ” returned Tamlyn, 
“ I have no patience with her. She fritters away her owai 
income, and then comes here and worries Arnold’s life out with 
her embarrassments. He does for her more than I should do. 
Educates young Dicky, for one thing.” 

“ No doubt. Knox always had a soft place m his heart. But 
about Lady Jenkins ? ” 

“Lady Jenkins went over to Pans with her maid, taking? 
Mina as her companion. It was in August. They stayed three 
weeks there, racketing about to all kinds of show-places, and 
overdoing it, of course. When they arrived at Boulogne on 
their way back, expecting to cross over at once, they found they 
had to wait. A gale was raging, and the boats could not get 
out. So they put up at an hotel there ; and, that night. Lady 
Jenkins was taken alarmingly ill — the journey and the racketing 
and the French living had been too much for her. Young 
people can stand these things, Johipiy Ludlow ; old ones can’t,” 
added Tamlyn, looking at me across the hearth. 
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“ Very true, sir. How old is Lady Jenlcins ” 

“Just seventy. But you wouldn’t have thought her so much 
before that French jouiney. Until then she was a lively, active, 
bustling woman, with a good-natured, pleasant word for every 
one. Now she is weary, dull, inanimate ; seems to be, half her 
time, in a sort of lethargy ” 

“What was the nature of the illness?” asked Shuttleworth. 

‘ ‘ A seizure ” 

“No, nothing of that sort. I’m sure I don’t know what it 
was, ” added old Tamlyn, rubbing back his scanty grey hair in 
perplexity. “ Any way, they feared she was going to die. The 
French doctor said her getting well was a miracle. She lay ill 
ten days, keeping her bed, and was still ill and very weak when 
she reached home. Mina believes that a lady who was detained 
at the same hotel by the weather, and who came for\vard and 
offered her services as nurse, saved Lady Jenkins’s life. She 
was so kind and attentive , never going to her bed afterwards 
until Lady Jenkins was up from hers. She came home with 
them.” 

“Who did? This lady?” 

“Yes; and has since remained with Lady Jenkins as com- 
panion. She IS a Madame St Vincent ; a young widow ” 

“A Frenchwoman ' ” exclaimed Mr. Shuttleworth. 

“Yes ; but you wouldn’t think it. She speaks English just 
as we do, and looks English. A very nice, pleasant young 
woman ; as kind and loving to Lady Jenkins as though ••he were 

her daughter. 1 am glad they fell in with her. She (Ih, 

A& it you, Sam ? ” 

A tall smiling young fellow of eighteen, or so, had come in. 
It was Sam Jenkins and, somehow, I took to him at once, 
Mr. Shuttleworth shook hands and said he was glad to hear he 
promised to be a second Abernethy. Upon which Sam’s wide 
mouth opened in laughter, showing a set of nice teeth. 

“ I thought Dr. Knox was here, sir,” he said to Mr. Tamlyn, 
as if he would apologize for entering. 

“ Dr. Knox is gone over to the Brook, but I should think he’d 
be back soon now. Why ? Is he wanted ? ” 

“Only a message, sir, ^om old Willoughby’s. They’d like 
him to call there as soon as convenient in the morning.” 
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Now, Sam, don’t be irreverent,” reproved his master. “ Old 
Willoughby * I should say Mr. Willoughby if I were you. He 
is no older than I am. You young men of the present day are 
becoming very disrespectful ; it was different in my time.” 

Sam laughed pleasantly. Close upon that. Dr. Knox came in. 
He was more altered than Janet, looking graver and older, his 
light hair as wild as ever. He was just thirty now. 

Mr. Shuttleworth left in the morning, and afterwards Dr. 
Knox took me to see his step-mother. Her house (but it was 
his house, not hers). Rose Villa, was in a suburb of the town, 
called the London Road. Mrs. Knox was a dark, unpleasing- 
looking woman ; her voice harsh, her crinkled black hair untidy 
—it was never anything else in a morning. The two eldest girls 
were in the room. Mina was seventeen, Charlotte twelve months 
younger. Mina was the prettiest ; a fair girl with a mild face 
and pleasant blue eyes, her manner and voice as quiet as her 
face. Charlotte seemed rather strong-mmded. 

‘‘Are you going to the soiree next door to-night, Arnold?” 
cried Mrs. Knox, as we were leaving. 

“ I think not,” he answered “Janet wrote to decline.” 

“You wished her to decline, I dare say ! ” retorted Mrs. Knox. 
“You always did despise the soirees, Arnold.” 

Dr Knox laughed pleasantly. “ I have never had much time 
for soirees,” he said; “and Janet does not care for them. 
Besides, we think it unkind to leave Mr. Tamlyn alone.” At 
which latter remark Mrs. Knox tossed her head. 

“1 must call on Lady Jenkins, as I am up here,” observed 
Dr. Knox to me, when we were leaving. “You don’t min^^do 
you, Johnny?” 

“ I shall like it. They were talking al;^out her last night.” 

It was only a few yards higher up. A handsome dwelling, 
double the size of Rose Villa, with two large iron gates flanked 
by imposing pillars, on which was written in gold letters, as 
large as life, “ Jenkms House.” ^ 

Dr. Knox laughed. “Sir Daniel Jenkins re-christened it 
that,” he said, dropping his voice, lest any ears should be behind 
the open windows : “it used to be called ‘ Rose Bank.’ They 
moved up, here four years aga; he was taken ill soon afterwards 
and died, leavmg nearly all his money to his wife unconditionally : 
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it is over four thousand a-year. He was in business as a dry- 
salter, and was knighted during the time he was mayor. ” 

“Who will come in for the money ^ ” 

“ That is as Lady Jenkins pleases. There are lots of relations, 
Jenkinses. Sir Daniel partly brought up two orphan nephews 
— at least, he paid for their schooling and left each a little money 
to place them out in life. You have seen the younger of them, 
Sam, who is with us ; the other, Dan, is articled to a solicitor in 
the town, old Belford. Two other cousins are in the .drysalting 
business ; and the ironmonger, Sir Daniel’s youngest brother, 
left several sons and daughters. The old drysalter had no end 
of nephews and nieces, and might have provided for them all. 
Perhaps his widow will do so.” 

Not possessing the faintest idea of what “drysaltmg” might 
be, unless it had to do with curing hams, I was about to inquire, 
when the house-door was thrown open by a pompous-looking 
gentleman in black — the butler— who showed us into the dining- 
room, where Lady J enkins was sitting. I liked her at first sight. 
She was short and stout, and had pink cheeks and a pink turned- 
up nose, and wore a “front” of flaxen curls, surmounted by a 
big smart cap with red roses and blue ribbons in it ; but 
there was not an atom of pretence about her, and her blue 
eyes were kindly. She took the hands of Dr. Knox in hers, 
and she shook mine warmly, saying she had heard of Johnny 
Ludlow. 

Turning from her, I caught the eyes of a younger lady fixed 
upon me. She looked about seven-and-twenty, and wore a 
fashionable black-and-white muslin gown. Her hair was dark, 
her eyes were a reddish brown, her cheeks had a fixed bloom 
upon them. The face^as plain, and it struck me that I had 
seen it somewhere before. Dr. Knox greeted her as Madame 
St. Vincent. 

When we first went in, Lady Jenkins seemed to wake up 
from a doze. In two minutes she had fallen into a doze again, 
or as good as one. Her eyelids drooped, she sat perfectly quiet, 
never speaking unless spoken to, and her face wore a sort of 
dazed, or stupid look. Madame St. Vincent talked enough for 
both of tiiem ; she appealed frequently to Lady Jenkins — “Was 
it not so, dear Lady Jenkins?^ ” — or “Don’t you remember that, 
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doar La ly Junlviiifi ^ ” and Lady Jenkins docilely answered “Yes, 
dear,” or “ Yes, Hafcfcy.” 

That Madame St. Vincent was a pleasant woman, as Mr. 
Tamlyn had said, and that she spoke English as we did, as 
he had also said, there could nob be a doubt. Pier tongue 
could not be taken for any but a native tongue ; moreover, 
unless my ears deceived me, it was native Worcestershire. Ever 
and anon, too, a homely word would be dropped by her m the 
heat of conversxtion that belonged to Worcestershire proper, 
and to no other county. 

“You will come to my soiree this evening, Mr. Ludlow,” Lady 
Jenkins w^oke up to say to me as we were leaving 

“ Johnny can come , I dare say he would like to,” put m Dr. 
Knox ; “ although 1 and Janet cannot ” 

“Which is very churlish of you,” interposed Madame St. 
Vincent. 

“ Well, you know what impediments he in our way,” he said, 
smiling. “Sam can come up with Johnny, if you like, Lady 
J enkins. ” 

“ To be sure ; let Sam come,” she answered, readily. “ How 
is Sam and how does he get on ^ ” 

“ He is very well, and gets on well.” 

Dr. Knox walked down the road m silence, looking grave. 
“Every tune I see her she seems to me more altered,” he 
observed presently, and I found he was speaking of Lady 
Jenkms. “ Somethbig is amiss with her, and I cannot tell what. 
I wish Xamlyn would let me take the case in hand ! ” 

Two peculiarities obtained at Lefford The one was that the 
universal dinner hour, no matter how much you might go in for ^ 
fashion, was in the middle of the day ; the other was that every 
evening gathering, no matter how unpretentious, was invariably 
called a “ soiree.” They were the customs of the town. 

The soirt^e was in full swing when I reached Jenkins House 
that night — at six o’clock. Madame St. Vincent and Charlotte 
Knox sat behind the tea-table in a cloud of steam, hUing the 
cups as fast as the company emptied them ; a footman, display- 
ing large white calves, carried round a tray of bread-and-butter 
and cake. Lady Jenkins sat near the hre in an easy-chair, 
wearing a red velvet gown and lofty Hirban. She noddeS to the 
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people as they came in, and sun led at them with quite a silly 
expression, htina and Charlotte Knox were in white muslin 
and pink roses. Mma looked very pretty indeed, and as mild as 
milk ; Charlotte was downright and strong-minded. Every Jive 
minutes or so, Madame St. Vincent — the white streamers on her 
rich black silk dress floating behind her — would leave the tea- 
table to run up to Lady Jenkins and ask if she wanted anything. 
Sam had not come with me : he had to go out unexpectedly with 
Dr. Knox. 

“Mr. Jenkins,” announced the pompous butler, showing in 
a tall young fellow of twenty. He had ]ust the same sort of 
honest, good-natured face that had taken my fancy in Sam, and 
I guessed that this was his brother, the solicitor. He came up 
to Lady Jenkins. 

^ ‘ How do you do, aunt ” he said, bending to kiss her. ‘ Hear- 
ing of your soiree to-night, I thought I might come.” 

“Why, my dear, you know you may come ; you arc always 
welcome. W^hich is it ? ” she added, looking iiji at him stupidly, 
“Dan, or Sam ^ ” 

“ It IS Dan,” he answered . and if ever I heard pain in a tone, 
I heard it in his. 

“You are Johnny Ludlow, I know ’ ” he said, holding out his 
hand to me in the w^armest manner, as he turned from his aunt. 
“Sam told me about you this morning.” And we were friends 
from that moment. 

Dan brought himself to an anchor by Mina Knox. He was no 
beauty certainly, but he had a good face. Leaning over^iMina’s 
chair, he began whispering to her — and she whispeied b^iJc 
^gain Was there anything between them ^ It looked like it — 
at any rate, on his side — ^judging by his earnest expression and 
the loving looks that sh^t from his honest grey eyes. 

“Are you really French ” I asked of Madame St. Vincent, 
while standing by her side to drink some tea 

“Really,” she answered, smiling. “ Why'^” 

“ Because you speak English exactly like ourselves.’ 

“I speak it better than I do French,” she candidly said. 
“ My mother was English, and her old maid-servant was English, 
and they educated me between them It was my father who 
was French — and he died early ” 
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“ Was your mother a native of Worcestershire ? ” 

“ Oh dear, no : she came from Wales. What made you think 
of such a thing ? ” 

“Your accent is just like our Worcestershire accent. I am 
Worcestershire myself : and I could have thought you were.” 

She shook her head. “Never was there in my life, Mr. 
Ludlow. Is that why you looked at me so much when you were 
here with Dr. Knox this morning ^ ” 

“No : I looked at you because your face struck me as being 
familiar,” I frankly said: “I thought I must have seen you 
somewhere before. Have I, I wonder ? ” 

“ Very likely — if you have been muck in the South of France,” 
she answered . “ at a place called Bretage.” 

“But I have never been at Bretage.” 

“ Then I don’t see how we can have have lived there 

all my life. My father and mother died there”>«i^ poor husband 
died there. I only came away from it last year. ” 

“It must be my fancy, I suppose. One does see like- 
nesses ” 

“Captain Collinson,” shouted the butler again. 

A military-looking man, got up m the pink of fashion, loomed 
in with a lordly air ; you’d have said the room belonged to him. 
At first he seemed all hair: bushy curls, bushy whiskers, a 
moustache, and a fine flowing beard, all purple black. Quite a 
flutter stirred the room * Captain Collinson was evidently some- 
body. 

After making his bow to Lady Jenkins, he distributed his 
favours generally, shaking hands with this person, talking with 
that. At last he turned our way. \ 

“Ah, how do .you do, madame'^” jl^e said to Madame St.' 
Vincent, his tone ceremonious. “ I fear I am late.” 

It was not a minute that he stood before her, only while he 
said this : but, strange to say, something in his face or voice 
struck upon my memory. The face, as much as could be seen 
of it for hair, seemed familiar to me — just as madame’s had 
seemed. 

‘ ‘ Who is he r’ I whispered to her, following him with my 
eyes. 

“ Captain Collinson.” 
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‘‘Yes, 1 heard the name. But — do you know anything of 
him ? — who he is ? ” 

> She shook her head. “Not much; nothing of my own 
knowledge. He is in an Indian regiment, and is home on sick 
leave.” 

“ I wonder which regiment it is ? One of our fellows at Dr. 
Frost’s gob appointed to one in Madras, I remember.” 

“The 30th Bengal Cavahy, is Captain Collmson’s. By his 
conversation, he appears to have spent nearly the whole of his 
life in India. It is said he is of good family, and has a snug 
private fortune. I don’t know any more about him than that,” 
concluded Madame St. Yinceiit, as she once more rose to go to 
Lady Jenkins. 

“He may have a snug private fortune, and he may have 
family, but I do not like him,” put in Charlotte Knox, in her 
decisive manner. 

“ Neither do I, Lotty,” added Dan — who was then at the tea- 
table * and his tone was just as emphatic as Charlotte’s. 

‘ He had come up for a cup of tea for Mma. Before he could 
carry it to her, Captain Oollmson had taken up the place he had 
occupied at Mina’s elbow, and was whispering to her in a mc)st 
impressive manner. Mina seemed all in a flutter — and there 
was certainly no further room for Dan. 

“Don’t you want it now, Mma ? ” asked Dan, holding the cup 
towards her, and holding it m vain, for she was too much occupied 
to see it, m 

“ Oh, thank you — no — I don’t think I do want it now. Sorry 
you. should have had the trouble ” 

■ ^^Her words were just as fluttered as her manner, Dan brought 
f ftie tea back and put it or^ the tray. 

“Of course, she can’t spare time to drink tea while he is 
there,” cried Charlotte, resentfully, w'ho had watched what 
passed. “ That man has bewitched her, Dan.” 

“ Not quite yet, I think,” said Dan, quietly. “ He is trying to 
do it. There is no love lost between you and him, I see, Lotty. ” 

“ Not a ghost of it, ” nodded Lotty. ‘ ‘ The town may be going 
wild in its admiration of him, but I am not ; and the sooner he 
betakes himself back to India to his regiment, the better, ” 

“ I hope he will not take Mflia with him,” said Dan, gravely. 

Johnny Ludlow —III 24 
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I hope not, either. But she is silly enough for anything.^’ 

“Who is that, that’s silly enough for anything'?” cried 
Madame St. Vincent, whisking back to her place. 

“Mina,” promptly replied Charlotte. “She asked for a cup 
of tea, and then said she did not want it ” 

Some of the people sat down to cards ; some to music ; some 
talked. It was the usual routine at these soirees, Mrs. Knox 
condescended to inform me — and, what more, she added, could 
be wished for ? Conversation, music, and cards — they were the 
three best diversions of life, she said, not that she herself much 
cared for music. 

Poor Lady Jenkins did not join actively m any one of the 
three: she for the most part dozed in her chair. When any 
one spoke to her, she would wake up and say Yes or No ; liut 
that was all. Captain Collinson stood in a corner, talking to 
Mina behind a sheet of music He appeared to be going over 
the bars with her, and to be as long doing it as if a whole- opera 
were scored there. 

At nine o’clock the supper-room was thrown open, and Captain^- 
Collinson handed in Lady Jenkins. Heavy suppers were not 
the mode at LefFord ; neither, as a rule, did the guests sit down, 
except a few of the elder ones ; bub the table was covered with 
dainties. Sandwiches, meats in jelly, rissoles, lobster salad, 
and similar things that could be eaten with a fork, were supplied 
in abundance, with sweets and jellies. 

“ I hope you’ll be able to make a supper, my dear,” said Lady 
Jenkins to me in her comfortable way — for supper seemed to 
wake her up. “You see, if one person began to give a graix^d 
sitting-down supper, others would think themselves obliged t^ 
do it, and every one can’t afford that. So we all confine ourselves 
to this.” 

“And I like this best,” I said. 

“Do you, my dear? I’m glad of that. Dan, is that you^ 
Mind you make a good supper too.” 

We both made a famous one. At least, I can answer for 
myself. And, at half-past ten, Dan and I departed together. 

“How very good-natured Lady Jenkins seems to be!” I 
remarked. f. 

“She is good-nature itself, and always was,” Dan warmly 
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answered. She has never been a bit different from what you 
l^ee her to-night kind to us all. You should have known her 
^though m her best days, before she grew ill. I never saw any- 
one so altered.” 

‘ ‘ What is it that’s the matter with her ? ” 

“I don’t know,” answered Dan. “ I wish I did know. Sam 
teUs me Tamlyn does not know. I’m afraid he thinks it is the 
break-up of old age. I should be glad, though, if she did not 
patronize that fellow Collinson so much.” 

“Every one seems to patronize him.” 

“Or to let him patronize them,” corrected Dan. “I can’t 
like the fellow. He takes too much upon himself.” 

‘ ‘ He seems popular. Quite the fashion. ” 

Yos, he is that. Since he came here, three or four months 
ago, the women have been running after him. Do you like him, 
Johnny Ludlow ^ ” abruptly added Dan. 

“ I hardly know whether I do or not : I’ve not seen much of 
.him,” was my answer. “Asa rule, I don’t care for those people 
who take much upon themselves. The truth is, Dan,” I laughed 
jokingly, “you think Collinson shows too much attention to 
Mina Knox.” 

Dan walked on for a few moments in silence. “I am not 
much afraid of that,” he presently said. “It is the fellow 
himself I don’t like.” 

“And you do like Mina ? ” 

“Well — yes ; I do. If Mma and I were older and my means 
justified it, I would make her my wife to-morrow — I don’t mind 
tilling you so much. And if the man is after her, it is for the 
"sake of her money, mim^ not for herself. I’m sure of it. I 
can see.” 

“I thought Collinson had plenty of money of his own.” 

“So he has, I believe. But money never comes amiss to an 
extravagant and idle man ; and I think that Mina’s money makes 
her attraction in Collinson’s eyes. I wish with aU my heart she 
had never had it left her ! ” continued Dan, energetically. 
“ What did Mina want with seven thousand pounds ? ” 

“I dare ^ay you would not object tp it, with herself.” 

“I’d as soon not have it. I»hope I shall make my way in my 
profession, and make it well, and I would as soon take Mina 
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without money iis with it. I’m sure her mother might have it 
and welcome, for me ! She is always hankering aftci it. 

“How do you know she is ^ ” 

“We do her business at old Balford’s, and she gets talking 
about the money to him, making no scruple of openly wishing it 
was hers. She bothers Dr Knox, who is Mina’s trustee, to lend 
her some of it. As if Knox would !— she might just as well go 
and bother the moon. No ’ But for that confounded seven 
thousand pounds Collinson would let Mina alone 

I shook my head. He could not kno.v it. Mina was very 
pretty, Dan saw my incredulity. 

“I will tell you why I judge so,” ho resumed, dropping Ins 
voice to a lower key. “Unless I am very much mistaken, 
Collinson likes some one else— and that’s Madame St. Yincont. 
Sam thinks so too ” 

It was more than I thought. They were cool to one another. 

“But we have seen them ■when no one else was by,” con- 
tended Dan : “when he and she were talking together alon^ 
And I can tell you that there was an expression on his face, am 
anxiousness, an eagerness — I hardly know how to word it — that 
it never wore for Mina. Collinson’s love is given to madamc 
Bely upon that. ” 

“ Then why should he not declare it ? ” 

“Ah, I don’t know. There may be various reasons. Her 
poverty perhdx)s— for she has nothing but the salary Lady 
Jenkins pays her. Or, he may not care to marry one who is 
only a companion : they say he is of good family himself. 
Another reason, and possibly the most weighty one, maj' 'be, 
that madame does not like him. ” 

“ I don’t think she does like him.” 

“I am sure she does not She gives him angry looks, and 
she turns away from him with ill-disguised coldness. And so, 
that’s about how the state of affairs lies up there,” concluded 
Dan, shaking hands with me as we reached the door of his 
lodgings, “Captain Collinson’s love is given to Madame St. 
Ymcent, on the one hand, and to Mina’s money on the other ; 
and I think he is in a pretty puzzle which of the two to choose. 
Good-night, Johnny LudloV. Be sure to remember £liis is only 
between ourselves. ” ^ 
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IJ. 

A WEEK or so passed on. Janet was up to her eyes in pre- 
parations, expecting a visitor. And the visitor was no other 
than Miss Cattledon — if you have not forgotten her. Being 
fearfully particular in all ways, and given to fault-finding, as 
poor Janet only too well remembered, of coarse it was necessary 
to have things in apple-pie order. 

“ I should never hear the last of it as long as Aunt Jemima 
stayed, if so much as a speck of dust was in any of the rooms, or 
a chair out of place,” said Janet to me laughingly, as she and the 
maids dusted and scrubbed away. 

‘‘What’s she coming for, Janet?” 

“She invited herself,” replied Janet ; “and indeed we shall 
be glad to see her. Miss Deveen is going to visit some friends 
in Devonshire, and Aunt Jemima takes the opportunity of 
coming here the while. I am sorry Arnold is so busy just now. 
He will not have much time to give to her — and she likes 
attention. ” 

The cause of Dr. Knox’s increased occupation, was Mr. 
Tamlyn’s illness. For the jiast few days he had had feverish 
symptoms, and did not go out. Few medical men would have 
found the indisposition sufficiently giave to remain at homo ; 
but Mr. Tandy n was an exception. He gave in at the least 
thing now * and it was nothing at all unusual for Arnold Knox 
“to find all the patients thrown on his own hands ** 

^ A*.mongst the patients so thrown this time was Lady J enkins. 
f.^She had caught cold at that soiree I have just told of. Going to 
the door in her old -fashioned, hospitable way, to speed the 
departure of the last guests, she had stayed there in the 
draught, talking, and began at once to sneeze and cough. 

“There cried Madame St. A^iiicent, when my lady got 
back again, “you have gone and caught a chill.” 

“I think I have,” admitted Lady Jenkins. “I’ll send for 
Tamlyn in the morning.” 

“Oh, my dear Lady Jenkins, we shall not want Tamlyn,” 
dissented* madame. “I’ll take care, of you myself, and have you 
well in no tune.” 
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But Lady Jenkins, though very much swayed by her kind 
companion, who was ever anxious for her, chose to have up Mr. 
Tamlyn, and sent him a private message herself. 

He went up at once — evidently taking madame by surprise — - 
and saw his patient. The cold, being jjromptly treated, turned 
out to be a mere nothing, though Madame St. Vincent insisted 
on keeping the suflferer some days in bed. By the time Mr. 
Tamlyn was ill, she was well again, and there was not much 
necessity for Dr. Knox to take her : at least, on the score of her 
cold. But he did it. 

One afternoon, when he was going up there late, he asked me 
if I would like the drive. And, while he paid his visit to Lady 
Jenkins, I went in to Rose Villa. It was a fine, warm afternoon, 
almost like summer, and Mrs. Knox and the girls were sitting 
in the garden. Dicky was there also. Dicky was generally at 
school from eight o’clock till six, but this was a half-holiday. 
Dicky, eleven years old now, but very little for his age, was 
more troublesome than ever. Just now he was at open A\^ar 
with his two younger sisters and Miss Mack, the governess^ 
who had gone mdoors to escape him. 

Leaning against the trunk of a tree, as he talked to Mrs. 
Knox, Mina, and Charlotte, stood Captain Collinson, the rays of 
the sun, now drawing westward, shining full upon him, bringing 
out the purple gloss of his hair, whiskers, beard, and moustache 
deeper than usual. Cajitam Collinson incautiously made much 
of Dicky, had told him attractive stories of the glories of war, 
and pijomised him a commission when he should be old enough. 
The result was, that Dicky had been living in the seventh heaven, 
had bought himself a tin sword, and wore it strapped to Iws 
waist, dangling beneath his jacket. Dicky, wild to be a soldiery 
worshipped Captain Collinson as the prince of heroes, and fol- 
lowed him about like a shadow. An inkling of this ambition of 
Dicky s, and of Captain Collinsoii’s promise, had only reached 
Mrs, Knox s ears this very afternoon. It was a ridiculous 
promise of course, worth nothing, but Mrs. Knox took it up 
seriously. 

“A commission for Dicky !— get Dicky a commission! ” she 
exclaimed in a flutter that set her bracelets jangling, just as I 
arrived on the scene. “Why, what can you mean^I Captain 
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Collinson ? ” Do you think I would have Dicky made into a soldier 
— to be shot at 9 Never. He is my only son. How can you put 
such ideas into his head ? ” 

“Don’t mind her,” cried Dicky, shaking the captain’s coat- 
tails. “ I say, captain, don’t you mind her.” 

Captain CoUmson turned to young Dicky, and gave him a 
reassuring wink. Upon which, Dicky went strutting over the 
grass-plat, brandishing his sword. I shook hands with Mrs. 
Knox and the girls, and, turning to salute the captain, found 
him gone. 

“You have frightened him away, Johnny Ludlow,” cried 
Charlotte ■ but she spoke in jest. 

“He was already going,” said Mma. “He told me he had 
an engagement.” 

“And a good thing too,” spoke Mrs. Knox, crossly. “Fancy 
his giving dangerous notions to Dicky ! ” 

Dicky had just discovered our loss. He came shrieking back 
to know where the captain was. Gone away for good, his mother 
told him. Upon which young Dicky plunged into a fit of passion 
and kicking. 

“Do you know how Lady Jenkins is to-day*?” I asked of 
Charlotte, when Dicky’s noise had been appeased by a promise 
of cold apple-pudding for tea. 

“ Not so well ” 

“ Not so well ! I had thought of her as being much better.” 

‘ ‘ 1 don’t think her so, ” continued Charlotte. ‘ ‘ Madame St. 
Vincent told Mina this morning that she was all riglit ; but 
when I went in just now she was m bed and could hardly answer 
me ” 

“ Is her cold worse ^ ” 

“No ; I think that i« gone, or nearly so. She seemed dazed 
— stupid, more so than usual.” 

“I certainly never saw any one alter so greatly as Lady 
Jenkins has altered in the last few months,” spoke Mrs Knox. 
“ She is not like the same woman.” 

“ I’m sure I wish we had never gone that French journey ! ” 
said Mina. “She has never been well since. Oh, here’s 
Arnold ! ” 

Dr. iJnox had come straight iiTto the garden from Jenkins 
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House. Dicky rushed up to besiege hi^ arms and legs ; but, as 
Dicky was in a state of flour — which he had just put upon him- 
self in the kitchen, or had had put upon him by the maids — the 
doctor ordered him to keep at arm’s-length ; and the doctor was 
the only person who could make himself obeyed by Dicky. 

“ You have been to see Lady Jenkins, Arnold,” said his step- 
mother. “How is she ? ” 

“Nothing much to boast of,” lightly answered Dr. Knox. 
“Johnny, are you ready ^ ” 

“lam going to be a soldier, Arnold,” put in Dicky, dancing 
a kind of war-dance round him. “Captain Collinson is going to 
make me a captain like himself.” 

“All right,” said Arnold. “You must grow a little bigger 
first.” 

“And, Arnold, the captain says Oh, my!” broke off 

Dicky, “what’s this ? What have I found ? ” 

The boy stooped to pick up something glittering that had 
caught his eye. It proved to be a curiously-shaped gold watch- 
key, with a small compass in it. Mina and Lotty both called 
out that it was Caj)tain Collinson’s, and must have droi)ped from 
his chain during a recent romp with Dicky. 

“ I’ll take it m to him at Lady Jenkins’s,” said Dicky. 

“ You will do nothing of the sort, sir,” corrected his mother, 
taking the key from him : she had been thoroughly put out by 
the suggestion of the “commission.” 

“ Should you chance to see the captain when you go out,” she 
added to me, “ tell him his watch-key is here.” 

The phaeton waited outside. It was the oldest thing I eve;’ 
saw in regard to fashion, and might have been in the firni^ 
hundreds of years. Its hood could be screwed up and down at 
' will; just as the perch behind, where Thomas, the groom, 
generally sat, could be closed or opened. I asked Dr. Knox 
whether it had been built later than the year One. 

“Just a little, I suppose,” he answered, smiling. “This 
vehicle was Dockett’s special aversion. He christened it the 
‘ conveyance, ’ and we have mostly called it so since. ” 

We were about to step into it, when Madame St. Vincent 
came tripping out of the gate^up above. Dr. Knox met^her. 

“I was 3orry not to have been r.n the way when you left, 
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doctor,” she said to him in a tone of apology : “I had gone to 
get the jelly for Lady Jenkins. Do tell me what you think of 
her ? ” 

She does not appear very lively,” he answered ; “ but I can’t 
find out that she is in any pain.” 

wish she would get better ’ — she does give me so much 
concern,” warmly spoke madame. “Not that I think her 
seriously ill, myself. I’m sure I do everything for her that I 
possibly can.” 

“Yes, yes, my dear lady, you cannot do more than you do,” 
replied Arnold. “I will be up m better time to-morrow. ” 

“Is Captain Collinson here?” I stayed behind Dr. Knox to 
ask. 

“Captain Collinson here!” returned Madame St, Vincent, 
tartly, as if the question offended her. “No, he is not. What 
should bring Captain Collinson here ? ” 

“ I thought he might have called in upon leaving Mrs. Knox’s. 

I only wished to tell him that he dropped his watch-key next 
door. It was found on the grass. ” 

“I don’t know anything of his movements,” coldly remarked 
madame. And as I ran back to Dr. Knox, I remembered what 
Dan Jenkins had said— -that she did not like the captain. And 
I felt Dan was right. 

Dr. Knox drove home in silence, I sitting beside him, and 
Thomas in the perch. He looked very grave, like a man i)rc- 
occupied. In passing the railway-station, I made some remark 
about Miss Cattledon, who was coming by the train then on its 
way ; but he did not appear to hear me. 

^ Sam Jenkins ran out as we drew up at Mr Tandy ii’s gate. 

^ An urgent message had^come for Dr. Knox : some one taken ill 
at Cooper’s — at the other end of the town. 

“Mr. Tamlyn thinks you had better go straight on there at 
once, sir,”' said Sam. 

“I suppose I must,” replied the doctor. “It is awkward, 
though” — pulling out his watch. “Miss Cattledon will be due 
presently and Janet wanted me to meet her,” he added to me. 
“ Would you do it, Johnny ? ” 

“What — meet Miss C<attledon pii yes, certainly.” 

The conveyance drove oi^* with the doctor and Thomas, I 
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went indoors with Sam. Janet said I could moot her aunt just 
as well as Arnold, as I knew her. The brougham was brought 
round to the gate by the coachman, Wall, and I went away in it. 

Smoothly and quietly glided in the train, and out of a first- 
class carriage stepped Miss Cattledon, thin and prim and upright 
as ever. 

“ Dear me ! is that you, Johnny Ludlow ? ” was her greeting 
to me when I stepped up and spoke to her; and her tone was all 
vinegar. “ What do yoio do here ^ ” 

“ I came to meet you. Did you not know 1 was staying at 
Lefford ” 

“ I knew that. But why should they send you to meet mo ” 

“ Dr. Knox was coming himself, but he has just been called 
out to a patient. How much luggage have you, Miss Cattledon ? ” 

“Never you mind how much, Johnny Ludlow: my luggage 
does not concern you. ” 

“But cannot I save you the trouble of looking after it ^ If 
you will get into the brougham, I will see to the luggage and 
bring it on in a fly, if it’s too much to go on the box with Wall.’’ 

“You mean well, Johnny Ludlow, I dare say; but I always 
see to my luggage myself, I should have lost it times and again, 
if I did not.” 

She went pushing about amongst the porters and the trucks, 
and secured the luggage. One not very large black box went up 
by Wall; a smaller inside with us. So we drove out of the 
station in state, luggage and all, Cattledon holding her head 
bolt-upHght. 

“How is Janet, Johnny Ludlow? ” 

“ Quite well, thank you,” 

“And those two children of hers — are they very trouble- 
some ^ 

“Indeed, no ; they are the best little things you ever saw. I 
wanted to bring the boy wnth me to meet you, but Janet would 
not let me. ” 

Urn ’ ” grunted Cattledon : “ showed a httle sense for once. 
What is that building ^ ” 

“ That’s the Town Hall. I thought you knew Lefford, Miss 
Cattledon 

One cannot be expected Co retain the buildings of a"" town in 
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one’s head as if they were photographed there,” returned she in 
a sharp tone of reproof. Which shut me u}). 

“ And, pray, how does that young woman continue to conduct 
herself ? ” she asked presently. 

^‘What young woman I said, believing she must be ir- 
reverently alluding to Janet. 

“ Lettice Lane.” 

Had she mentioned the name of some great Indian Begum 1 
could not have been more surprised. That name brought back 
to memory all the old trouble connected with Miss Deveen’s 
emeralds, their loss and their finding : which, take it for all in 
all, was nothing short of a romance. But why did she question 
me about Lettice Lane. I asked her w^hy. 

“ I asked it to be answered, young man,” was Cattledon’s grim 
retort. 

Yes, of course,” I said, with deprecation. “But how should 
I know anything about Lettice Lane ^ ” 

“If there’s one thing I hate more than another, Johnny 
Ludlow, it is shuffling. I ask you how th.it young -woman is 
going on ; and I request you to answer me.” 

“Indeed, I would if I could. I don’t understand why you 
should ask me. Is Lettice Lane not living still with you — with 
Miss Deveen ” 

Cattledon evidently thought I was shuffling, for she looked 
daggers at me. “Lettice Lane,” she said, “is with Janet 
Knox.” 

“ With Janet Knox ' Oh dear, no, she is not.” ^ 

“Don’t you get into a habit of contradicting your elders, 
Johnny Ludlow. It is very unbecoming m a young man.” 

“ But — see here. Miss Cattledon. If Lettice were Ining with 
Janet, I must have seem her. I see the servants every day. 1 
assure you Lettice is not one of them. ” 

She began to see that I was in earnest, and condescended to 
explain in her stiff way. “ Janet came to town last May to 
spend a week with us,” she said. “Before that, Lettice Lane 
had been complaining of not feeling strong : I thought it Avas 
nothing but her restlessness ; Miss Deveen and the doctor 
thought she wanted country air — that London did not agree AvitJi 
her. J^Lnet was parting Avith her nurse at the tune ; she 
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engaged Lettice to replace her, and brought her down to Lefford. 
Is the matter clear to you now, young man ? ” 

“Quite so. But indeed, Miss Cattledon, Lettice is not with 
Janet now. The nurse is named Harriet, and she is not in the 
least like Lettice Lane.” 

“ Then Lettice Lane must have gone roving again — unless you 
are mistaken,” said Cattledon, severely. “Wanting country air, 
forsooth ! Change was what she wanted. ” 

Handing over Miss Cattledon, when we arrived, to the care 
of Janet, who took her upstairs, and told me tea would be ready 
soon, I went into Mr. Tamlyn’s sitting-room. He was in the 
easy-chair before the fire, dozing, buti opened his eyes at my 
entrance. 

“ Visitor come all right, Johnny 2 ” 

“ Yes, sir ; she is gone to take her cloaks off. Janet says tea 
is nearly ready, ” 

“I am quite ready for it,” he remarked, and shut his eyes 
again. 

I took up a book I was reading, “ Martin Chuzzlewit,” and s^ 
down on the broad window-seat, legs up, to catch the now fading 
light. The folds of the crimson curtain lay between me and Mr. 
Tamlyn~and I only hoped Mrs. Gamp would not send me into 
convulsions and disturb him. 

Presently Dr. Knox came in He went up to the fire, and 
stood at the corner of the mantelpiece, his elbow on it, his back 
to me ; and old Tamlyn woke up. 

“ W3l,” began he, “what was the -matter at Cooper’s, 
Arnold ? ” 

“ Eldest boy fell off a ladder and broke his arm. It is only 
simple fracture.” ^ 

Been very busy to day, Arnold 2 ” 

“Pretty well.” 

“Hope I shall be out again in a day or two. How did you 
find Lady J enkins ” 

“ Not at all to my satisfaction. She was in bed, and—aiid in 
fact seemed hardly to know me.” 

Tamlyn said nothing to this, and a silence ensued. Dr. Knox 
broke it. He turned his eygs from the fire on which i^hey had 
been fixed, and looked full at his pa^^tner. 
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“ Has it ever struck you that there’s not quite fair play going 
on up there ? ” he asked in a low tone. 

“Up where? ” 

“With Lady Jenkins.” 

“How do you mean, Arnold ^ ” 

“ That something is being given to her ^ ” 

Tamlyn sat upright in his chair, pushed back his scanty hair, 
and stared at Dr. Knox. 

“ WJiat do you mean, Knox ^ What do you suspect ” 

“ That she is being habitually drugged ; gradually, slowly ” 

“Merciful goodness ! ” interrupted Tamlyn, rising to his feet 
in excitement. “ Do you mean slowly poisoned ? ” 

“ Hush ' — 1 hear Janet,” cried Dr. Knox, 
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You might have heard a i>iii drop in the room. They were 
listening to the footsteps outside the door, but the footste])s did 
not make the hush and the nameless horror that pervaded it : 
the words spoken by Dr. Knox had done that Old Tamlyn 
stood, a picture of dismay. For myself, sitting in the windf)w- 
seat, my feet comfortably stretched out before me, and j)artially.., 
sheltered by the red curtains, I could only gaze at them both. 

Janet’s footsteps died away. She appeared to have been 
crossing the hall to the tea-room. And they began to talk 
again. 

“ I do not say that Lady J enkins is being poisoned ; absolutely, 
deliberately poisoned,” said Dr. Knox, in the liushed tones to 
which his voice had dropped ; “I do not yet go quite so far as 
that. ]^ut I do think that she is in some way being tampered 
with. ” 

“ In what way ” gasped Tamlyn. 

“Drugged.” 

The doctor’s countenance wore a pu€.zled expression as he 
spoke ; his eyes a far-away look, just as though he did not see 
his own theory clearly. Mr. Tamlyn’s face changed: the 
astonishment, the alarm, the dismay depicted on it gave place 
suddenly to relief. 

•“It cannot be, Arnold. Bely upon it you are mistaken. 
Who would harm her ? ” 

“Ko one that 1 know of; no suspicious person is about her 
to do it,” replied Dr. Knox.® “And there lies the puzzle. I 
suppose she does not take anything iferself ? Opium, say ” 
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^‘Good Heavens, no,” warmly spoke old Tamlyii. “No 
woman living is less likely to do that than Lady Jenkins.” 

“Less likely than she tms. But you know yourself how 
unaccountably she has changed.” 

“ She does not take opium or any other drug. I could stake 
my word upon it, Arnold.” 

“ Then it is being given to her — at least, I think so. If not, 
her state is to me inexplicable. Mind you, Mr. Tamlyn, not a 
breath of tliis must transpire beyond our two selves,” urged 
Dr. Knox, his tone and his gaze at his senior partner alike 
impressively earnest. “If anything is wrong, it is being wilfully 
and covertly enacted , and our only chance of tracing it home is 
to conceal our suspicion of it.” 

“I beg your pardon, Dr. Knox,” I interrupted at this 
juncture, the notion, suddenly flashing into my mind, that he 
was unaware of my presence, sending me hot all over , “ did 
you know I was here ” 

They both turned to me, and Dr. Knox’s confused shirt was a 
sufficient answer 

“You heard all I said, Johnny Ludlow'?” spoke Dr. Knox. 

“ All. I am very sorry.” 

“Well, it cannot be helped now. You will not let it trans- 
pire ” 

‘ ‘ That I certainly will not. ” 

“We shall have to take you into our confidence— to include 
you in the plot,” said Arnold Knox, with a smile. “Iflbelieve 
we might have a less trustworthy adherent.” 

^ “ You could not have one more true.” 

“Right, Johnny,” added Mr. Tamlyn. “But I do hoiie Dr. 
Knox is mistaken. I iSiink you must be, Arnold. What are 
your grounds for this new theory ” 

“I don’t tell you that it is quite new,” replied Dr. Knox. 
“A faint idea of it has been floating m my mind for some little 
time. As to grounds, I have no more to go upon than you have 
had. Lady Jenkins is lu a state that we do not understand ; 
neither you nor I can fathom what is amiss with her ; and I 
need not point out that such a condition of things is unsatisfactory 
to a medical man, and sets him thiflkmg.” 

“I am sure I have not been able to tell what it is that ails 
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her,” concurred old T<imlyn, in a helpless kind of tone*. ‘‘She 
seems always to he in a lethargy, more or less ; to possess no 
proper self-will ; to have parted, so to say, with all her interest 
in life.” 

“Just so. And I cannot discover, and do not believe, that 
she is in any condition of health to cause this. I heliem that the 
evil is being daily induced,'^ emphatically continued Dr. Knox. 
“And if she does not herself induce it, by taking impro])er 
things, they are being administered to her by others. You will 
not admit the first theory, Mr. Tamlyn ? ” 

“No, that I will not. Lady Jenkins no more takes baneful 
dings of her own accord than I take them.” 

‘ ‘ Then the other theory must come up, It draws the point 
to a narrow compass, but to a more startling one. ” 

“Look here, Arnold If I did admit the first theory, you 
would be no nearer the light. Lady Jenkins could not obtain 
drugs, and be everlastingly swallowing them, without detection. 
Madame St. Ymcent would have found her out in a day.” 

“Yes.” 

“And would have stopped it at once herself, or handed it 
over to me to be dealt with. She is truly anxious for Lady 
Jenkins, and spares no pains, no time, no trouble for her. ” 

“I believe that,” said Dr. Knox. “Whatsoever is being 
done, Madame St. Vincent is kept in the dark— just as much as 
we are. Who else is about her ? ” 

“No one much but her maid, that I know of,” replied old 
Tamlyn, after a pause of consideration. “And I should think 
she was as free from suspicion as madamo herself. It seems a 
strange thing ” 

“ It is. But I fear I am right Tl^ question now will bo, 
how are we to set about solving the mystery ^ ” 

“She is not quite always in a lethargic state,” observed 
Tamlyn, his thoughts going off at a tangent. 

“She is so more or less,” dissented Dr. Knox. “Yesterday 
morning I was there at eight o’clock ; I went early purposely, 
and she was in a more stupidly lethargic state than I had before 
seen her. Which of course proves one thing.” 

“ Wliat thing ^ I fail to catch your meaning, Arnold:” 

“That she is being drugged in the night as well as the day.” 
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If she is drugged at all,” corrected Mr. Tamlyn, shaking his 
head. “But I do not give in to your fancy yet, Arnold. All 
this must edify you, Johnny ! ” 

Tamlyn spoke the words in a jesting sense, meaning of course 
that it had done nothing of the kind. He was wrong, if to edify 
means to interest. Hardly ever during my life had I been more 
excited. 

“It is a frightful shame if any one is playing with Lady 
Jenkins,” I said to them. “ She is as good-hearted an old lady 
as ever lived. And why should they do it? Where’s the 
motive ? ” 

“ There lies one of the ditficulties — the motive,” observed Dr. 
Knox. “ I cannot see any ; any end to be obtained by it. No 
bving being that I know of can have an interest in wishing for 
Lady Jenkins’s death or illness.’ 

“ How is her money left ? ” 

“A pertinent question, Johnny. 1 do not expect any one 
could answer it, excepting herself and Belford, the lawyer. I 
SI oppose her relatives, all the nephews and nieces, will inherit it : 
and they are not about her, you see, and cannot be dosing her. 
No ; the motive is to me a complete mystery. Meanwhile, 
Johnny, keep your ‘ears and eyes open when you are up 
there ; there’s no telling what chance word or look may be 
dropped that might serve to give you a clue : and keep your 
mouth shut,” 

I laughed. ^ 

“If I could put aside my patients for a week, and invent 
some excuse for taking up my abode at J enkins House, I know ■ 

should soon find out all the mystery,” went on Dr. Knox. 

“Arnold, why not tal^ Madame St. Yincent into your con- 
fidence ? ” 

Dr. Knox turned quickly round at the words to face his 
senior partner. He held up his finger warningly. 

“Things are not ripe for it,” he said. “Let me get, or try 
to get, a little more inkling into matters than I have at present, 
as touching the domestic economy at Jenkins House. I may 
have to do as you say, later: but women are only chattering 
magpies ; •marplots, often with the best intentions ; and Madame 
St. Yincent may be no excepMon.” 

J(/har.;y Lu'Uow — 111. 25 
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“Will you please come to tea?” interrupted Janet, opening 
tlie door. 

Miss Cattledon, in a sea-green silk gown that I’m sure I had 
seen many times before, and the velvet on her thin throat, and 
a bow of lace on her head, shook hands with Mr. Tamlyn and 
Dr. Knox, and we sat down to tea. Little Arnold, standing by 
his mother in his plaid frock and white drawers (for the time to 
dress little children as men had not come in then by many a 
year), had a piece of bread-and-butter given to him. While he 
was eating it, the nurse appeared. 

“Are you ready, Master Arnold ? It is quite bedtime.” 

“ Yes, he is ready, Harriet ; and he has been very good,” spoke 
Janet. And the little fellow went contentedly off without a word. 

Miss Cattledon, stirring her tea at the moment, put the spoon 
down to look at the nurse, staring at her asYf she had never 
seen a nurse before. 

“That’s not Lettice Lane,’^ she observed sententiously, as the 
door closed on Harriet. “Where is Lettice Lane ^ ” 

“She has left. Aunt Jemima.” 

If a look could have withered Janet, Cattledon’s was severe ' 
enough to do it. But the displeasure was meant for Lettice, 
not for Janet. 

“What business had she to leave? Did she misbehave 
herself ? ” 

“ She stayed with me only two monihs,” said Janet. “And 
she left because she still continued poorly, and the two children 
were rather too much for her. The baby was cutting her teeth, 
which disturbed Lettice at night; and I and Arnold both 
thought we ought to have some one stronger. ” 

“Did you give her warning?” asked Cattledon, who was' 
looking her very grimmest at thought ot the absent Lettice ; “ or 
did she give it you ? ” 

Janet laughed presently. “I think it was a sort of mutual 
warning, Aunt J emima. Lettice acknowledged to me that she 
was hardly equal to the care of the children ; and I told her I 
thought she was not. We found her another place. ” 

“A rolling-stone gathers no moss,” commented Cattledon. 

Lettice Lane changes herjplaces too often.” ^ 

’“She stayed some time with ])Iiss Deveen, Aunt Jemima. 
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And she likes her present place. She gets very good wages, 
better than she had with me, and helps to keep her mother.” 

^ “What may her duties be Is she housemaid again ? ” 

“ She IS lady’s-maid to Lady Jenkins, an old lady who lives 
up the London hoad. Lettice has grown much stronger since 
she went there Why, what do you think. Aunt Jemima ? ” 
added Janet, laughing, “Lettice has actually been to Paris. 
Lady Jenkins went there just after engaging Lettice, and took 
her.” 

Miss Cattledon tossed her head. “Much good that would do 
Lettice Lane ! Only fill her up with worse conceits than ever. 
I wonder she is not yet off to Australia ! She used always to be 
talking of it.” 

You don’t appear to like Lettice Lane, ma’am,” smiled old 
Tamlyn. 

“No, I do not, sir. Lettice Lane first became known to me 
under unfavourable circumstances, and 1 have not liked her 
since. ” 

“ Indeed 1 What were they ? ” 

“Some of Miss Deveen’s jewels disappeared ~ were stolen; 
and Lettice Lane was suspected. It turned out later that she 
was not guilty ; but I could not get over my dislike to her. We 
cannot helii our likes and dislikes, which often come to us with- 
out rhyme or reason,” acknowledged Miss Cattledon, “and I 
admit that I am perhaps too persistent in mine.” 

Not a soul present, myself excepted, had ever heard about the 
loss of the emeralds : and somehow I felt sorry that C^tledon 
had spoken of it. Not that she did it iii ill-nature— I give her 
that due. Questions were immediately poured out, and she had 
to give the full history. 

The story interested tffem all, Dr Knox especially. 

“And who did take the jewels ? ” ho asked 

But Cattledon could not enlighten him, for Miss Deveon had 
not betrayed Sophie Chalk, even to her. 

“I don’t know who it was,” tartly confessed Cattledon, the 
point being a sore one with her. “Miss Deveen promised, T 
believe, to screen the thief ; and did so. ” 

“Perhaps it was really Lettice Lane *2 ” 

I believe not. I am sure not. *It was a lady . Miss Deveen 
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told me that much. No ; of that disgraceful act Lattice LaU^ 
was innocent : hut I should never he surprised to hear of her 
falling into trouble. She is capable of it.” 

Of poisoning somebody, perhaps? ” spoke Dr. Knox, 

“Yes,” acquiesced Cattledon, grimly. 

How prejudiced she was against Lettice Lane ! But she had 
given this last answer only in the same jesting spirit in which it 
appeared to have been put, not really meaning it. 

“ To be wrongly suspected, as poor Lettice Lane was, ought 
to make people all the more considerate to her,” remarked Janet, 
her thoughts no doubt reverting to the time when she herself 
was falsely suspected— and accused. 

“True, my dear,” answered old Tamlyn. “Poor Lettice must 
have had her troubles.” 

“And she has had her faults,” retorted Cattledon. 

But this story had made an impression on Dr. Knox that 
Cattledon never suspected, never intended. He took up the 
idea that Lettice Lane was guilty. Going into Mr. Tamlyn ’s 
sitting-room for “Martin Chuzzlewit,” when tea was over, Li 
found his hand on my shoulder. He had silently followed me. 

“ Johnny Ludlow,” he said, looking down into my eyes in the 
dim room, which was only lighted by the dim fire, “ I don’t like 
this that I have heard of Lettice Lane.” 

And the next to come in was Tamlyn. Closing the door, he 
walked up to the hearthrug where we stood, and stirred the fire 
into a blaze. 

“lam telling Johnny Ludlow that this story of Miss Deveen’s 
emeralds has made an unfavourable impression on me,” quoth 
Dr. Knox to him. “ It does not appear to me to be at all clear^ 
that Lettice Lane did not take them ; ^nd that Miss Deveen, in 
her benevolence, screened her from the consequences.” 

“ But, indeed ” I was beginning, when Dr. Knox stopped 

me. 

“A moment, Johnny. I was about to add that a woman who 
is capable of one crime can sometimes be capable of another ; 
and I should not be surprised if it is Lettice Lane who is tamper- 
ing with Lady Jenkins.” 

“But,” I repeated, “Lettice Lane did not take tire jewels. 
She knew nothing about it. She w^s perfectly innocent.” 
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‘‘You cannot answer for it, Johnny.” 

“Yes, I can ; and do. I know who did take them.” 

“ Yoio know, Johnny Ludlow ? ” cried old Tamlyn, while Dr. 
Knox looked at me in silence. 

“ I helped Miss Deveen to find it out. At least, she had 
me with her during the progress of the discovery. It was a 
lady who took the jewels— as Miss Cattledon told you. She 
fainted away when it was brought home to her, and fell on my 
shoulder.” 

I believe they hardly knew whether to give me credit or not. 
Of course it did sound strange that I, young Johnny Ludlow, 
should have been entrusted by Miss Deveen with a secret she 
would not disclose even to her many years’ companion and 
friend, Jemima Cattledon. 

“ Who was it, then, Johnny '2 ” began Mr. Tamlyn. 

“I should not like to tell, sir. I do not think it would be 
right to tell. For the young lady’s own sake, Miss Deveen 
hushed the matter up, hoping it would be a warning to her in 
future. And I dare say it has been.” 

“ Young, was she ? ” 

“Yes She has married since then. I could not, in honour, 
tell you her name ” 

“Well, I suppose we must believe you, Johnny,” said Dr. 
Knox, makmg the admission unwillingly. “ Lettice Lane did 
get fingering the jewels, it appears ; you admit that.” 

“But she did not take them. It was — another. And, 
cautiously choosing my words, so as not to say anything that 
could direct suspicion to Sophie Chalk — whose name most likely 
"they had never heard in their lives — I gave them an outline of 
the way in which Miss Bevcen had traced the matter out. The 
blaze lighted up Mr. Tamlyn’s grey face as I told it. 

“You perceive thal it could not have been Lettice Lane, Dr. 
Knox,” I said, in conclusion. “I am sorry Miss Cattledon 
should have spoken against her,” 

“Yes, I perceive Lettice could not have been guilty of stealing 
the jewels,” answered Dr. Knox. “Nevertheless, a somewhat 
unfavourable impression of the girl has been made upon me, and 
I shall Idbk a little after her. “ Why does she want to emigrate 
to Australm'^” 
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“Only because two of her brothers are there. I dare say it 
is all idle talk — ^that she will never go.” 

They said no more to me. I took up my book and quitted 
the room, leaving them to talk it out between themselves. 


II. 

Mr. Tamlyn might be clever in medicine ; he certainly was not 
in diplomacy. Dr. Knox had particularly impressed upon him 
the desirability of keeping their suspicion a secret for the 
present, even from Madame St. Vincent ; yet the first use old 
Tamlyn made of his hberty was to disclose it to her. 

Tossed about in the conflict of doubts and suspicions that kept 
arising in his mind, Mr. Tamlyn, from the night I have just 
told you of, was more uneasy than a fish out of water, his 
opinion constantly vacillating. “You must be mistaken, 
Arnold ; I feel sure there’s nothing wrong going on,” he would 
say to Iiis junior partner one minute ; and, the next minute, 
decide that it was going on, and that its perpetrator must be 
Lettice Lane. 

The uneasiness took him abroad earlier than he would other- 
wise have gone. A slight access of fever attacked him the day 
after the subject had been broached— which fever he had no 
doubt worried himself into. In the ordinary course of things ho 
would have stayed at home for a week after that : but he now 
went out on the third day. 

“I will walk,” he decided, looking up at the sunshine. “It 
will do me good. What lovely weather we are having. ” 

Betaking himseK through the streets*^to the London Road, he 
reached Jenkins House. The door stood open ; and the doctor, 
almost as much at home in the house as Lady Jenkins herself, 
walked in without knocking. 

The dining-room, where they mostly sat in the morning, was 
empty ; the drawing-room was empty ; and Mr. Tamlyn went 
on to a third room, that opened to the garden at the back with 
glass-doors. 

“ Any one here ? or is the" house gone a-maying ? ” cried the 
gurgeow as he entered mi eame suddenly upon a group of three 
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people, all upon their knees before a pile of old music — Madame 
St. Vincent, Mina Knox, and Captain Collinson. Two of them 
got up, laughing. Mina remained where she was. 

“We are searching for a manuscript song that is, missing,” 
explained madame, as she gave her hand to the doctor “ Mina 
feels sure she left it here; but I do not remember to have 
seen it.” 

“It was not mine,” added Mina, looking round at the doctor 
in her pretty, gentle way. ‘ ‘ Caroline Parker lent it to me, and 
she has sent for it twice. ” 

“I hope you’ll find it, my dear.” 

“I must have left it here,” continued Mina, as she rapidly 
turned over the sheets “ I was singing it yesterday afternoon, 
you remember,” she added, glancing up at the captain. “It 
was Avhile you were upstairs with Lady Jenkins, Madame St. 
Vincent.” 

She came to the end of the pile of music, but could not find 
the song. Putting it all on a side-table, Mina said a general 
good-bye, escaped by the glass-doors, and ran home by the little 
gate that divided the two gardens. 

Captain Collinson left next. Perhaps he and Mina had both 
a sense of being de trop when the doctor was there. Waiting to 
exchange a few words with Mr Tamlyn, and bidding Madailie 
St. Vincent an adieu that had more of formality in it than 
friendship, the captain bowed himself out, taking his tasselled 
cane with him, madame ringing for one of the men-servants to 
attend him to the hall-door. Tasselled canes were the fashion 
then. 

“They do not make a practice of meeting here, do they^” 
began old Tamlyn, wh^n the captain was beyond hearing. 

“ Who ? What ? ” asked Madame St. Vincent. 

“ The captain and little Mina Knox.” 

For a minute or two it appeared that madame could not catch 
his meaning. She looked at him in perplexity. 

“ I fail to understand you, dear Mr. Tamlyn. ” 

“The captain is a very attractive man, no doubt; a good 
match, I dare say, and all that : but still we should not like 
poor liitle Mina to be whirled off^to India by him. I asked if 
they often met here.” 
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“Whirled off to India?” repeated madame, in astonishment. 
“Little Mina ? By him ? In what capacity ? ” 

“As his wife.” 

“But—dear me ! — what can have put such an idea into your 
head, my good sir ? Mina is a mere child.” 

“Old enough to take up foolish notions,” quoth the doctor, 
quaintly ; “ especially if they are put into it by a be-whiskered 
grenadier, such as he. I hope he is not doing it I I hope you 
do not give them opportunities of meeting here 1 ” 

Madame seemed quite taken aback at the implication. Her 
voice had a sound of tears in it. 

“Bo you suppose I could be capable of such a thing, sir ? I 
did think you had a better opinion of me. Such a child as 
Mina ! We were both on our knees, looking for the song, when 
Captain Collinson came in ; and he must needs go down on his 
great stupid knees too. He but called to inquire after Lady 
Jenkins.” 

“ Very thoughtful of him, of course. He is often up here, I 
fancy ; at the next house, if not at this.” 

“ Certainly not often at this. He calls on Lady Jenkins 
occasionally, and she likes it. I don’t encourage him. He may 
be a brave soldier, and a man of wealth and family, and every- 
tliing else that’s desirable ; but he is no especial favourite of 
mine.” 

“Well, Sam Jenkins has an idea that he would like to get 
making bve to Mma. Sam was laughing about it in the surgery 
last night with Johnny Ludlow, and I happened to overhear 
him. Sam thinks they meet here, as well as next door : and 
you heard Mina say just now that she was singing to him here" 
yesterday afternoon. Stay, my dear lady, don’t be put out. I 
am sure you have thought it no harm, have been innocent of all 
suspicion of it. Mistaken, you tell me ? Well, it may be I am. 
Mina is but a child, as you observe, and— and perhaps Sam was 
only jesting. How is our patient to-day ? ” 

“ Pretty well. Just a little drowsy. ” 

“ In bed, or up ? ” 

“Oh, up.” 

“Will you tell her I am here ? ” ^ 

M^(iame St. Yinc^nt, her plum.agc somewhat ruffled, betook 
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herself to the floor above, Mr. Tamlyn following. Lady J enkins, 
m a loose gown of blue quilted silk and a cap with yellow roses 
in it, sat at the window, nodding. 

“Well,” said he, sitting down by her and taking her hand, 
“ and how do you feel to-day ? ” 

She opened her eyes and smiled at him. Better, she thought : 
oh yes, certainly better. 

“You are sleepy.” 

“Rather so. Getting up tired me.” 

“Are you not going for a drive to-day? It would do you 
good.” 

“ I don’t know. Ask Patty. Patty, are we going out 
to-day ? ” 

The utter helplessness of mind and body which appeared to be 
upon her as she thus appealed to another, Mr. Tamlyn had 
rarely seen equalled. Even while listening to Madame St. 
Ymcent’s answer — that they would go if she felt strong enough 
— ^lier heavy eyelids closed again. In a minute or two she was 
in a sound sleep. Tamlyn threw caution and Dr. Knox’s in- 
junction to the winds, and spoke on the moment’s impulse to 
Madame St. Vincent. 

“You see,” he observed, i:>ointing to the sleeping face. 

“ She IS only dozing off again.” 

“ Only ! My dear, good lady, this perpetual, stupid, lethargic 
sleepiness is not natural. You are young, perhaps inexperienced, 
or you would know it to be not so,” 

“I scarcely think it altogether unnatural,” softly dissented 
madame, with deprecation “ She has really been very poorly.” 

“But not sufficiently so to induce this helplessness. It has 
been upon her for months, and is gaining ground.” 

‘ ‘ She is seventy years of age, remember. ” 

“ I know that. But people far older than that are not as she 
is without some cause : either of natural illness, or — or — some- 
thing else. Step here a minute, my dear.” 

Old Tamlyn walked rapidly to the other windewq and stood 
there talking in low tones, his eyes fixed on Madame St. Vincent, 
his hand, in his eagerness, touching her shoulder. 

“ Knoic thinks, and has imparted his opinion to me— ay, and 
his doubts also— that something is being given to her,” 
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‘‘ That something is being given to her ! ” echoed Madame St, 
Vincent, her face flushing with surprise. “'Given to her in 
what way ? ” 

“ Or.else that she is herself taking it. But I, who have known 
her longer than Knox has, feel certain that she is not one to do 
anything of the sort. Besides, you would have found it out 
long ago.” 

“I protest I do not understand you,” spoke madanie, 
earnestly. “What is it that she c(mld take? She has taken 
the medicine that comes from your surgery. She has taken 
nothing else.” 

“ Knox thinks she is being drugged.” 

“Drugged 1 Lady Jenkins drugged How, drugged? What 
with What for ? Who would drug her ” 

“There it is; who would do it?” said the old doctor, inter- 
rupting the torrent of words poured forth in surprise. “I 
confess I think the symptoms point to it. But I don’t see how 
it could be accomplished and you not detect it, considering that 
you are so much with her.” ^ 

“ Why, I hardly ever leave her, day or night,” cried madame. 
“ My bedroom, as you know, is next to hers, and I sleep with the 
intervening door open There is no more chance, sir, that she 
could be drugged than that I could be.” 

“When Knox first spoke of it to me I was pretty nearly 
startled out of my senses,” went on Tamlyn. “ For I caught up 
a wor^ notion than he meant to convey — that she was being 
systematically poisoned, ” 

A dark, vivid, resentful crimson dyed madame’s face. The 
suggestion seemed to be a reproof on her vigilance. 

‘ ‘ Poisoned ! ” she repeated in angry j^idignation. ^ ‘ How dare 
Dr. Knox suggest such a thing ? ” 

“ My dear, he did not suggest it against you. He and I both 
look upon you as her best safeguard. It is your being with her, 
that gives us some sort of security : and it is your watchfulness 
we shall have to look to for detection.” 

“ Poisoned ! ” reiterated madamo, unable to get over the ugly 
word “I think Dr. Knox ought to be made to answer for so 
wicked a suspicion.” ^ 

“Knox did not mean to go so^faras that, it was my mis- 
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apprehension. But he feels perfectly convinced that she is 
being tampered with. In short, drugged. ” 

“It is not possible,’’ reasoned madame. ‘‘It could not be 
done without my knowledge. Indeed, sir, you may dismiss all 
idea of the kind from your mind ; you and Dr. Knox also. I 
assure you that such a thing would be simply impracticable.” 

Mr. Tamlyn shook his head. “Any one who sets to work to 
commit a crime by degr(3es, usually possesses a large share of 
innate cunning — more than enough to deceive lookers-on,” he 
remarked. “I can understand how thoroughly repulsive this 
idea is to you, my good lady; that your mind shrinks from 
admitting it ; but I wish you would, just for argument’s sake, 
allow its possibility. ” 

But madame was harder than adamant. Old Tamlyn saw 
what it was — that she took this accusation, and would take it, as 
a reflection on her care. 

“Who is there, amidst us all, that would attempt to injure 
Lady Jenkins^” she asked. “The household consists only of 
myself and the servants. They would not seek to harm their 
mistress. ” 

“Not so sure; not so sure. It is amidst those servants 
that we must look for the culprit. Dr. Knox thinks so, and 
so do I.” 

Madame’s face of astonishment was too genuine to be doubted. 
She feebly lifted her hands in disbelief. To suspect the servants 
seemed, to her, as ridiculous as the suspicion itself. ^ 

“Her maid, Lettice, and the housemaid, Sarah, are the only 
two servants who approach her when she is ill, sir : Sarah but 
very little. Both of them are kind-hearted young women.” 

Mr. Tamlyn coughed.** Whether he would have gone on to 
impart his doubt of Lettice cannot be known. During the slight 
silence Lettice herself entered the room with her mistress’s 
medicine. A quick, dark-eyed young woman, in a light print 
gown. 

The stir aroused Lady J enkins. Madame St. Vincent measured 
out the physic, and was handing it to the patient, when Mr. 
Tamlyn seized the wine-glass. 

“It’s* all right,” ho observed,* after smelling and tasting, 
Speaking apparently to lumSelf ; and Lady Jenkins took it, 
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“That is tho young woman you must especially watch, 
whispered Mr. Tamlyn, as Lettice retired with her waiter. 

“ What ! Lettice ” exclaimed madame, opening her eyes. 

“Yes^ I should advise you to do so. She is the only one 
who is much about her mistress,” he added, as if he would 
account for the advice. Watch her.''’ 

Leaving madame at the window to digest the mandate and to 
get over her astonishment, he sat down by Lady Jenkins again, 
and began talking of this and that : the fineness of the weather, 
the gossip passing in the town. 

‘ ‘ What do you take ^ ” he asked abruptly. 

“Take?” she repeated. “What is it that I take, Patty?” 
appealing to her companion. 

“Nay, but I want you to tell me yourself,” hastily interposed 
the doctor. “Don’t trouble madame.” 

“But I don’t know that I can recollect.” 

“Oh yes, you can. The effort to do so will do you good — 
wake you out of this stupid sleepiness. Take yesterday : what 
did you have for breakfast ? ” 

“ Yesterday ^ Well, I think they brought me a poached egg.” 

“ And a very good thing, too. What did you drink with it ? ” 

“ Tea. I always take tea.” 

“ Who makes it ? ” 

“ I do,” said madame, turning her head to Mr. Tamlyn with a 
meaning smile. “ I take my own tea from the same tea-pot.” 

“Good. What did you take after that, Lady Jenkins ? ” 

“ I dare say I had some beef-tea at eleven. Did I, Patty ? 1 
generally do have it.” 

“Yes, dear Lady Jenkins ; and delicious beef- tea it is, and if 
does you good. I should like Mr. Tamlyn to take a cup of it. ” 

“I don’t mind if I do.” 

Perhaps the answer was unexpected : but Madame St. Vincent 
rang the bell and ordered up a cup of the beef-tea. Tiie beef-tea 
proved to be “all right,” as he had observed of the medicine. 
Meanwhile he had continued his questions to his patient. 

She had eaten some chicken for dinner, and a little sweetbread 
for supper. There had been interludes of rofresliment : an egg 
beaten up with milk, a cup^of tea and bread-and-b^Her, ap(} 
so on, 
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‘‘You don^t starve her,’' laughed Mr. Tamlyri. 

‘‘No, indeed,” warmly replied madame. “I do whafc I can 
to nourish her.” 

“What do you take to drink ? ” continued the doctor. 

“ Nothing to speak of,” interposed madame. “ A drop of cold 
bran dy-and- water with her dinner.” 

“Patty thinks it is better for me than wine,” put in Lady 
Jenkins. 

“I don’t know but it is. You don’t take too much of it ? ” 

Lady Jenkins paused. “ Patty knows. Do I take too much, 
Patty?” 

Patty w<^s '<^miling, amused at the very idea. “I measure one 
table-spoo)^'‘^^l of brandy into a tumbler and put three or four 
table-spoor^ll^ls of water to it. If you think that is too much 
brandy, Mr, Tamly n, I will put less. ” 

“ Oh, nonsense,” said old Tamlyn. “It’s hardly enough.” 

“She has the same with her supper,” concluded madame. 

Well, old Tamlyn could make nothing of his suspicions. And 
he came home from Jenkins House and told Knox he thought 
they must be both mistaken 

“Why did you speak of it to madame?” asked Dr. Knox. 
“We agreed to be silent for a short time.” 

“I don’t see why she should not be told, Arnold. She is 
straightforward as the day — and Lettice Lane seems so, too. I 
tasted the beef-tea they gave her — took a cup of it, in fact — and 
I tasted the physic. Madame says it is impossible that anything 
in the shape of drugs is being given to her ; and upon liiy word 
I think so too. ” 

F / “ All the same, I wish you had not spoken.” 

And a little time went on. 


IIL 

The soirde to-night was at Rose Yilla ; and Mrs. Knox, attired 
in a striped gauze dress and the jangling ornaments she favoured, 
stood to receive her guests. Beads on her thin brown neck, 
beads oiv her sharp brown wrists, beads in her ears, and beads 
dropping from her waist. ^She looked all beads. They were 
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drab beads io-iiiglit;, each resting in a little J<uiet 

and Miss Oattledon went up in the brougham, the Litter mt>re 
stitSy ungracious than usual, for she still resent<-‘J Mrs. Knox’s 
former behaviour to Janet. 1 walked. 

“Wliere can the people from next door b^*?” wondered 
Mrs. Knox, as the time went on and Lady Jfc'nkins did not 
appear. 

For Lady Jenkins went abroad again. In a day or two after 
Mr. Tamlyn’s interview with her, LefFord had tho pleasure oi 
seeing her red-wheeled carriage whirling about the {Streets, herself 
and her companion within it. Old Tamlyn said she was getting 
strong. Dr. Knox said nothing ; but he kept his (^es open. 

‘ ‘ I hope she is not taken ill again ? I hope s ^ is not too 
drowsy to come ’ reiterated Mrs. Knox. “Someth nes madame 
can’t rouse her up from these sleepy fits, do what she will.” 

Lady Jenkins was the great card of the soiree, and Mrs. Knox 
grew cross. Captain Collinson had not come eithei*' Slie drew 
me aside. 

“Johnny Ludlow, I wish you would step into tli® 
and see whether anything has happened. Do you it ? So 

strange that Madame St. Vmcent does not send or ” 

1 did not mind it at all. I rather liked the expedition, and 
passed out of the noisy and crowded room to the lo^<^ly> warm 
night-air. The sky was clear , the moon radiant. 

I was no longer on ceremony at Jenkins House, having been 
up to it pretty often with Dan or Sam, and on my (>wn score. 
Lady Jenkins had been pleased to take a fancy to me, had 
graciously invited me to some drives in her red-wdicelcd carriage, 
she dozing at my side pretty nearly all the time. I could not. 
help being struck with the utter abnegation of will she displayed. 
It was next door to imbecility. • 

“Patty, Johnny Ludlow would like to go that way, I think, 
to-day may we ” she would say. “ Must we turn back already, 
Patty “^—it has been such a short drive ” Thus she deferred to 
Madame St. Vincent in all things, small and great : if she had 
a will or choice of her own, it seemed that she never thought of 
exercising it. Day after day she would say the drives were 
short : and very short indeed they were made, upon some plea 
or other, when I made a third in the carriage. “ 1 am*so afraid 
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of fatigue for her/’ madanie whispered to me one day, ulieii she 
seemed especially anxious. 

“But you take a much longer drive, when she and you are 
alone,” 1 answered, that fact having struck me. “What differ* 
ence does my being in the carriage make? — are you arraid of 
fatigue for the horses as well ? ” At which suggestion madame 
burst out laughing. 

“ When I am alone with her 1 take care not to talk,” she 
explained ; “but when three of us are here there’s sure to be 
talking going on, and it cannot fail to weary her. ” 

Of course that was madame’s opinion : but my impression was 
that, let us talk as much as we would, in a high key or a low 
one, that poor nodding woman neither heard nor heeded it. 

‘ ‘ Don’t you think you are fidgety about it, madame ? ” 

“Well, perhaps I am,” she answered. “I assure you, Lady 
Jenkins is an anxious charge to me.” 

Therefore, being quite at home now at Jenkins House (to 
return to the evening and the soire'e I was telling of), I ran in 
the nearest way to do Mrs. Knox’s behest. That was through 
the two back gardens, by the intervening little gate. 1 knocked 
at the glass-doors of what was called the garden-room, in which 
shone a light behind the curtains, and went straight in. Sitting 
near each other, conversing with an eager look on their faces, 
and both got up for Mrs. Knox’s soiree, were Captain Collinson 
and Madame St. Vincent. 

“ Mr, Ludlow ! ” she exclaimed. “How you startled me 1 ” 

“I beg your pardon for entering so abruptly. Mrs:' Knox 
asked me to run in and see whether anything was the matter, 
and I came the shortest way. She has been expecting you for 
some time.” 

“ Kothing is the matter,” shortly replied madame, who seemed 
more put out than the occasion called for : she thought me rude, 
I suppose. “ Lady Jenkins is not ready ; that is all. She may 
be half-an-hour yet. ” 

“ Half-an-hour ! I won’t wait longer, then,” said Captain 
Collinson, catching up his crush hat. “I do trust she has not 
taken another chill. Au re voir, madame.” 

With a nod to me, he made his exit by the way I had entered. 
The same peculiarity struck mo no-w^ that I had observed before : 
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whenever I went into a place, be it Jenkins House ox' Bose “Villa, 
the gallant captain immediately quitted it. 

“Do 1 frighten Captain Collinson away?” I said to madame 
on the spur of the moment. 

“ You frighten him ! Why should you ? ” 

“I don’t know why. If he happens to be here when I come 
in, he gets up and goes away. Did you never notice it? It is 
the same at Mrs. Knox’s, It was the same once at Mrs. Hamp- 
shire’s.” 

Madame laughed. “ Perhaps he is shy,” said she, jestingly. 

“ A man who has travelled to India and back must have rubbed 
his shyness off, one would think. I wish I knew where I had 
met him before ! — if I have met him. Every now and again his 
face seems to strike on a chord of my memory. ” 

“ It is a handsome face,” remarked madame. 

“ Pretty well. As much as can be seen of it. He has hair 
enough for a Russian bear or a wild Indian.” 

“Have mid Indians a supei’abundance of hair?” asked she 
gravely. 

I laughed. “ Seriously speaking, though, Madame St. V incent, 
I think I must have met him somewhere.” 

“Seriously speaking, I don’t think that can be,” she an- 
swered; and her jesting tone had become serious. “I believe 
he has passed nearly all his life in India.” 

“Just as you have passed yours in the South of France. And 
yet there is something in your face also familiar to me ” 

“I sTiould say you must be just a little fanciful on the subject 
of likenesses. Some people are ” 

“ I do not think so. If I am I did not know it. I ” 

The inner door opened and Lady J enkins appeared, becloaked 
and beshawled, with a great green hood over her head, and 
leaning on Lettice Lane. Madame got up and threw a mantle 
on her own shoulders. 

“Dear Lady Jenkins, I was just coming to see for you. 
Captain Collinson called in to give you his arm, but he did not 
wait. And here’s Mr. Johnny Ludlow, sent in by Mrs. Knox 
to ask whether we are all dead.” 

“Ay,” said Lady Jenkins, nodding to me as she sat^do wn on 
the sofa ; “ but I should like a cup of tea before we start, ” 
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A cup of tea ^ ” 

“ Ay ; I’m thirsty. Let me have it, Patty.” 

She spoke the last words in an imploring tone, as if Patty were 
her mistress. Madame threw off her mantle again, nr^ied the 
green hood of her lady, and sent Lettice to malce some tea. 

“You had better go back and tell Mrs. Knox we are coming, 
though I’m sure I don’t know when it will be,” she said aside to 
me. 

I did as I was told ; and had passed through the garden-gate, 
when my eye fell upon Master Bichard Knox. He w^as standing 
on the grass in the moonlight, near the clump of laurels, silently 
contorting his small form into cranks and angles, after the gleeful 
manner of Punch in the show when he has been giving his wife 
a beating. Knowing that agreeable youth could not keep him- 
self out of mischief if he tried, I made up to him. 

“Hush — sh — sh!” breathed he, silencing the question on 
my bps. 

“ What’s the sport, Dicky ? ” 

“ She’s with him there, beyond the laurels ; they are walking 
round,” he whispered. “Oh my’ such fun! I have been 
peeping at ’em. He has his arm round her waist.” 

Sure enough, at that moment they came into view — Mina and 
Captain Collmson. Dicky drew back into the shade, as did 1. 
And I, to my very great astonishment, trod upon somebody else’s 
feet, wdio made, so to say, one of the laurels. 

“ It’s only I,” breathed Sam Jenkins. “ I’m on the watch as 
well as Dicky. It looks like a case of two loviers, does it not ? ” 

The “loviors” were parting. Captain Collmson held her 
^^and betw^een both his to give her his final whisper. Then Mina 
f^tripped lightly over the grass and stole m at the glass-doors of 
the garden-room, wdiile the captain stalked round to the front- 
entrance and boldly rang, making believe he had only then 
arrived. * 

“Oh my, m?/.'” repeated the enraptured Dicky, “won’t I 
have the pull of her now ! She’d better tell tales of me again ! ” 

“Is it a case, think you^” asked Sam of me, as w^e slowly 
followed in the wake of Mma. 

“It loqks like it,” 1 answered. 

Janet was singing one of l^r charming songs, as we stole in at 
Jflhnny Ludlow.— IiI. 26 
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the glass-doors : '‘Hlow, blow, thou wintry wind : ” just as she 
used to sing it in that house in the years gone by. Her voice 
had not lost its sweetness. Mina stood near the piano now, a 
thoughtful look upon her flushed face. 

“ Where did you and Dicky go just now, Sam ? ” 

Sam turned short round at the query. Charlotte Knox, as 
she put it, carried suspicion in her low tone. 

Where did I and Dicky go ^ ” repeated Sam, rather taken 
aback. ‘‘I — I only stepped out for a stroll in the moonlight. 
I don’t know anything about Dicky.” 

“I saw Dicky run out to the garden first, and you went next,” 
persisted Charlotte, who was just as keen as steel. ‘‘Dick, 
what was there to see ? I will give you two helpings of trifle at 
supper if you tell me.” 

For two helpings of trifle Dick would have sold his birthright. 
“Such fun!” he cried, beginning to jump. “She was out 
there with the captain, Lotty : he came to the window here and 
beckoned to her . I saw him. 1 dodged them round and round 
the laurels, and I am pretty nearly sure he kissed her.” 

“Who was ^ — who did ” But the indignant glow on Lotty’s 
face proved that she scarcely needed to put the question. 

“ That nasty Mina. She took and told that it was me who eat 
up the big bowl of raspberry cream in the larder to-day ; and 
mother went and believed her 1 ” 

Charlotte Knox, her brow knit, her head held erect, walked 
away after giving us all a searching look apiece. “I, like Dicky, 
saw Collinson call her out, and I thought I might as well see 
what he wanted to be after,” Sam whispered to me. “I did not 
see Dicky at all, though, until he came into the laurels witiiTi 
you.” 

“ He is talking to her now,” I said, directing Sam’s attention 
to the captain, 

“ I wonder whether I ought to tell Dr. Knox ? ” resumed Sam. 
“What do you think, Johnny Ludlow*? She is so young, and 
somehow I don’t trust him. Dan doesn’t, either.” 

“Dan told me he did not.” 

“Dan fancies he is after her money. It would be a tempta- 
tion to some people, — sevemthousand pounds. Yet he- seems to 
I’.iT e plenty of his own.” 
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‘‘ If he did nitiiTy her he could not touch the money for three 
or four years to come. ’’ 

‘‘Oh, couldn’t he, though,” answered Sam, taking me up. 
“ He could touch it next day.” ^ 

“ I thought she did not come into it till she was of age, and 
that Dr. Knox was trustee.” 

‘ ‘ That’s only m case she does not marry. If she marries it 
goes to her at once. Here comes Aunt Jenkins ! ” 

The old lady, as spruce as you please, in a satin gown, was 
shaking hands with Mrs. Knox. But she looked half silly : 
and, may I never be believed again, if she did not begin to nod 
directly she sat down, 

“Do you hail from India? as the Americans phrase it,” 1 
suddenly ask of Captain Collmson, when chance pinned us 
together m a corner of the supper-room, and he could not 
extricate himself. 

“Hail from India!” he repeated. “Was I born there, I 
conclude you mean ? ” 

“Yes.” 

“Not exactly. I went there, a child, with my father and 
mother. And, except for a few years during my teens, when I 
was home for education, I have been in India ever since. Why 
do you ask ? ” 

“ For no parfcicular reason. I was telling Madame St. Vincent 
this evening that ib seemed to me I had seen you before ; but I 
suppose it could not be. Shall you be going back soon ? ” 

“lam not sure. Possibly in the autumn, when my leave will 
expire : not till next year if I can get my leave extended. I 
S^fehall soon be quitting LefFord.” 

“Shall you?” « 

“ Must do it. I have to make my bow at a levee ; and I must 
be in town for other things as well. I should like to enjoy a 
little of the season there : it may be years before the opportunity 
falls to my lot again. Then I have some money to invest : I 
think of buying an estate. Oh, I have all sorts of business to 
attend to, once I am in London.” 

“ Where’s the use of buying an estate if you arc to live in 
India V”* 

“ I don’t intend to live in«India always,” he answered, with a 
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laiigli. ‘‘I shall quit the service as soon as ever I can, and settle 
down comfortably in the old country. A home of my own will 
be of use to me then.” 

Now Jt was that very laugh of Captain Collinson’s that seemed 
more familiar to me than all the rest of him. That I had heard 
it before, ay, and heard it often, I felt sure. At least, I should 
have felt sure but for its seeming impossibility. 

“You are from Gloucestershire, I think I have heard,” he 
observed to me. 

“No; from Worcestershire.” 

“ Worcestershire ? That’s a nice county, I believe. Are not 
the Malvern Hills situated in it ? ” 

“ Yes. They are eight miles from Worcester.” 

“I should like to see them. I must see them before I go 
back. And Worcester is famous for— what is it ^ — china ? — yes, 
china. And for its cathedral, I believe. I shall get a day or 
two there if I can. I can do Malvern at the same time. ” 

“Captain CoUinson, would you mind giving Lady Jenkins 
your arm? ” cried Mrs. Knox at this juncture. “ She is goin^ 
home.” 

“There is no necessity for Captain Collinson to disturb him- 
self : I can take good care of Lady Jenkins,” hastily spoke 
Madame St. Vincent, in a tart tone, which the room could not 
mistake. Evidently she did not favour Captain Collinson. 

But the captain had already pushed himself through the throng 
of people and taken the old lady in tow. The next minute I 
found myself close to Charlotte Knox, who was standing at the 
supper-table, with a plate of cold salmon before her. 

“Are you a wild bear, Johnny Ludlow^” she asked 
privately, under cover of the surrounding clatter. 

Not that I know of. Why ? ” 

“Madame St. Vincent takes you for one.” 

I laughed. “ Has she told you so ? ” 

“She has not told me : I guess it is some secret,” returned 
Charlotte, beginning upon the sandwiches. “I learnt it in a 
curious way.” 

A vein of seriousness ran through her half-mocking tone ; 
seriousness lay in her keen and candid eyes, lifted to mine. 

“Yes, it was rather curious, the. way it came to me : and per- 
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Iia|>B on iriy part not altogether honourable. Early this mui’ning, 
Johnny, before ten o’clock had struck, mamma made me go in 
and ask how Lady J enkms was, and whether she would be able 
to come to-night. 1 ran m the nearest way, by the gla«s-doors, 
boisterously of course — mamma is always going on at me for 
that — and the breeze the doors made as I threw them open blew 
a piece of paper off the table. I stooped to pick it up, and saw 
it was a letter just begun m madame’s handwriting.” 

‘‘Well?” 

“Well, my eyes fell on the few words written ; but I declare 
that I read them heedlessly, not with any dishonourable intention ; 
such a thought never entered my mind. ‘Dear Sissy,’ the 
letter began, ‘You must not come yet, for Johnny Ludlow is 
here, of all people in the world ; it would not do for you and 
him to meet.’ That was all.” 

“I suppose madame had been called away,” continued 
Charlotte, after a pause. “I put the paper on the table, and 
was going on into the passage, when I found the room-door 
' locked : so I just came out again, ran round to the front-door 
and went in that way. Now if you are not a bear, Johnny, why 
should you frighten people ” 

I did not answer. She had set me thinking. 

“Madame St. Vincent had invited a sister from France to 
come and stay with her : she does just as she likes here, you 
know. It must be she who is not allowed to meet you. What 
is the mystery ” « 

“ Who is talking about mystery ? ” exclaimed Caroline Parker ; 
, who, standing near, must have caught the word. “ What is the 
r^nystery, Lotty?” 

And Lotty, giving her^ome evasive reply, put down her fork 
and turned away. 
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I. 

‘‘If Aunt Jenkins -were the shrewd woman she used to be, I’d 
lay the whole case before her, and have it out ; but she is not,” 
contended Dan Jenkins, tilting the tongs in his hand, as we sat 
round the dying embers of the surgery fire. 

His brother Sam and I had walked home together from Mrs. 
Knox’s soiree, and we overtook Dan in the town. Anoth^PI^ 
soir^^e had been held in Lefford that night, which Dan had 
promised himself to before knowing Mrs. Knox would have one. 
We all three turned into the surgery. Dr. Knox was out with 
a patient, and Sam had to wait up for him. Sam had been 
telling his brother what we witnessed up at Eose Villa— -the 
promenade round the laurels that Captain Collinson and Mina 
had stolen in the moonlight. As for me, though I heard what 
Sam said, and put in a confirming word here and there, I was 
thinking my own thoughts. In a small way, nothing had ever 
puzzled me much more than the letter Charlotte Knox had seen.^ 
Who was Madame St. Vincent ^ and wlio was her sister, that I, i 
Johnny Ludlow, might not meet her ? 

“You see,” continued Dan, “one reason why I can’t help 
suspecting the fellow, is this — he does not address Mina openly. 

If he were honest and above board, he would go in for her 
before all the world. He wouldn’t do it in secret.” 

“ Wliat do you suspect him of ? ” cried Sam. 

“I don’t know. I do suspect him— -that he is somehow not 
on the square. It’s not altogether about Mina ; but i have no 
confidence in the man.” 
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Sam laiigliecl. course you liaNe not, Dan. You want to 

keep Mma for yourself.” 

Dan pitched his soft hat at Sam’s head, and let fall the tongs 
with a clatter. _ - 

“ Collinson seems to be all right,” J put in. “He is going up 
to London to a lev^e, and he is going to buy an estate. At 
least, he told me so to-night in the supper-room. ” 

“ Oh, m one sense of the word the fellow is all right,” acknow- 
ledged Dan. * ‘ He is what he pretends to be ; he is m the army 
list ; and, for all I know to the contrary, he may have enough 
gold to float an argosy of ships. What I ask is, why he should 
go sneaking after Mma when he does not care for herd' 

“That may be just a fallacy of ours, Dan,” said his 
brother. 

“No, it’s not Collinson is in love with Madame St. Yincent ; 
not with Mina.” 

“Then why does he spoon after Mina ” 

“That’s just it — why ” 

“Any way, I don’t think madame is in love with him, Dan. 
It was proposed that he should take aunt home to-night, and 
madame was as tart as you please over it, letting all the room 
know that she did not want him.” 

“Put it down so,” agreed Dan, stooping to pick up the tongs. 

^ ‘ Say that he is not fond of madame, but of Mina, and would 
like to make her his wife : why does he not go about it in a 
proper manner ; court her openly, speak to her mother ^instead 
of pursuing her covertly like a sneak ? ” 

“It may be his way of courting.” 

“May it! It is anything but a right way. He is for ever 
seeking to meet her on ^he sly. I know it. He got her out in 
the garden to-night to a meeting, you say : you and J ohnny 
Ludlow saw it. ” 

‘ ‘ Dicky saw it too, and Charlotte got the truth out of him. 
There may be something in what you say, Dan.” 

“There’s a great deal in what I say,” contended Dan, his 
honest face full of earnestness. “Look here. Here’s an officer 
and a gentleman ; a rich man, as we are given to believe, and 
we*'ve nc 4 leason to doubt it. He seems to spend enough — Carter 
saw him lose five pounds la#t night, betting at billiards. If ho 
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is ill love with a young lady, there's nothing to hinder a inati 

like that from going in for her openly ” 

Except her age,” struck in Sam. “He may think they’ll 
refuse IWtna to him on that score.” 

“ Stuff! I wish you w'ouldn’t interrupt me, Sam. Every day 
will help to remedy that — and he might undertake to wait a year 
or two. But I feel sure and certain he does not really care for 
Mina ; I feel sure that, if he is seeking m this underhand way 
to get her to promise to marry him, he has some ulterior motive 
in view. My own belief is he would like to kidnap her.” 

Sam laughed. “ You mean, kidnap her money ? ” 

“Well, I don’t see what else it can be. The fellow may have 
outrun the constable, and need some ready money to put him 
straight. Rely upon this much, Sam — that his habits are as 
fast as they can well be. I have been learning a little about 
him lately.” 

Sam made no answer. He began to h)ok grave. 

“ Not at all the sort of man who ought to marry Mina, or any 
other tender young girl. He’d break her heart in a twelver- 
month.” 

Sam spoke up. “ I said to Johnny Ludlow, just now, that it 

might be better to tell Dr. Knox. Perhaps ” 

“ What about ” interrupted the doctor himself, pouncing in 
upon us, and catching the words as he opened the door. 
“What have you to tell Dr. Knox about, Sam ^ And why are 
all you young men sitting up here You’d be better in bed.” 

The last straw, you know, breaks the camel’s back Whether 
Sam would really have disclosed the matter to Dr. Knox, I can’t . 
say ; the doctor’s presence and the doctor’s question decided it. 

Sam spoke in a low tone, standing behind the drug-counter 
with the doctor, who had gone round to look at some entry in 
what they called the day-book, and had lighted a gas-burner to 
do it by. Dr. Knox made no remark of any kind while he 
listened, his eyes fixed on the book : one might have thought he 
did not hear, but his lips were compressed. 

“If she were not so young, sir — a child, as may be said — I 
should not have presumed to speak,” concluded Sam. “I don’t 
know whether I have done wong or right.” ' 

“Right,” emphatically iironounced the doctor. 
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But the word had hardly left his lips ^yhell there occuned a 
startling interruption. The outer door of the surgery, the one 
he had come in by, was violently drummed at, and then thrown 
open. Charlotte Knox, Miss Mack the governess, ijiid Sally 
the maid — the same Sally who had been at Rose Villa when the 
trouble occurred about Janet Carey, and the same Miss Mack 
who had replaced Janet — came flocking in. 

‘ ‘ Dicky's lost, Arnold, ” exclaimed Charlotte. 

Dicky lost ! ’’ repeated Dr. Knox. How can ho be lost at 
this time of night ? ” 

‘‘He is lost. And we had nearly gone to bed without finding 
it out The x>eople had all left, and the doors were locked, when 
some one — Gerty, I think — began to complain of Dicky 

“It was I who spoke,” interposed the governess ; and though 
she was fat enough for two people she had the meekest little 
voice 111 the world, and allowed herself to be made a perfect tool 
of at Rose Villa “Dicky did behave very ill at supper, eating 
rudely of everything, and ” 

“Yes. yes,” broke in Charlotte, “1 remember now, Macky. 
You Scid Dicky ought to be restrained, and you wondered he 
was not iil ; and then mamma called out, ‘ But where is Dicky ? ’ 
‘Gone to bed to sleep oft* his supper,’ we all told her : and she 
sent Sally up to see that he had put his candle out.” 

“And of course,” interrupted Sally, thinking it was her turn 
to begin, “when I found the room empty, and saw by the 
moonlight that Master Dicky had not come to bed at all, I ran 
down to say so. And his mamma got angry, accusing us servants 
j)f having carelessly locked him out-of-doors. And he can’t be 
found, sir— as Miss Dotty says.” 

“No, he cannot be^ound anywhere,” added Dotty. “We 
have searched the house and the gardens, and been in to inquire 
at Dady Jenkins’s ; and he is gone. And mamma is frantic, and 
said we were to come to you, Arnold.” 

“ Master Dicky’s playing truant : he has gone off with some 
of the guests,” observed Dr Knox. 

“Well, mamma is putting herself into a frightful fever over 
him, Arnold. That old well in the field at the back was opened 
the day before yesterday; she says Dicky may have strayed 
there and fallen in, ” 
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“Dicky’s affcoi’ more imscliicf than that,” said the doetel‘, 
sagely. “A well in a solitary field would have no charms for 
Dicky. I tell you, Lotty, he must have inarched homo with 
some one or other. Had you any lads up there to-night ” 

“Noj^not any. You know mamma never will have them. 
Lads, and Dicky, would be too much.” 

.“If Master Dicky have really gone off, as the doctor 
thinks, I’d lay my next quarter’s wages that it’s with Captain 
Collinson,” cried Sally. “He is always wanting to be after 
the captain.” 

Lotty lifted her face, a gleam of intelligence flashing across it. 
“Perhaps that’s it,” she said ; “I should not wonder if it is. 
He has strayed off after, or with. Captain Collinson. What is 
to be done, Arnold ? ” 

“Not strayed with him, I should think,” observed the doctor. 

‘ ‘ Captain Collinson, if he possesses any sense or consideration, 
would order Dicky back at once,” 

“Won’t you come with us to the captain’s lodgings, Aniold, 
and see ? ” cried Charlotte. “ It would not do, would it, for us^. 
to go there alone at this time of night ? The ca^itain may be in 
bed.” 

Arnold Knox looked at his sister ; looked at the three of 
them, as if he thought they were enough without him. He was 
nearly done up with his long day’s work. 

“I suppose I had better go with you, Lotty,” he said. 
“ Though I don’t think Captain Collinson would kidnap any one 
of you iTyou went alone.” 

“Oh dear, no ; it is Mina he wants to kidnap, not us,” answered 
Lotty, freely. And Arnold glanced at her keenly as he heard 
the words. 

n 

Did you ever know a fellow in the hey-dey of his health and 
restlessness who was not ready for any night expedition — 
especially if it were to search after something lost ? Dr. Knox 
took up his hat to accompany the visitors, and we three took up 

OUl'’S. 

We proceeded in a body through the moonlit streets to 
Collinson’s lodgings ; the few stragglers we met no doubt taking 
us all for benighted wayfarers, trudging home from som^ one or 
other of the noted Leffbrd soirees, ^^ollinson had the rooms at 
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the hairdresser’s — good rooms, Liined as the best lodgings in the 
town. The gas was alight in lus sitting-rooin over the shop ; a 
pretty fau’ proof tliat the captain was yet up. 

“Stay, Lotty,” said Dr. Knox, arresting her impatient hand, 
that was lifted to pull the bell. “ No need to arouse the house : 
I dare say Pink and his family are in bed. I will go up to 
Collinson.” 

It was easy to say so, but difficult to do it. Dr. Knox turned 
the handle of the door to enter, and found it fastened. He had 
to ring, after all. 

Nobody answeied it. Another ring and another shared the 
same fate. Dr. Knox then searched for some small loose stones, 
and flung them up at the window. It brought forth no more 
than the bell had. 

“Dicky can’t lie there, or that gravel would have brought him 
to the window,” decided Lotty. “1 should say Captain Collinson 
is not there, either.” 

“ He may bo in Ins room at the back,” observed Dr. Knox. 
And he rang again. 

Presently, after a spell of at least ten minutes’ waiting, and no 
end of ringing, an upper window was opened and a head 
appeared — that of the hairdresser. 

“ Whatever’s the matter? ” called out he, seeing us all below. 
“It’s not fire, is it ^ ” 

“I am sorry to distuib you. Pink,” called back Dr. Knox. 
“ It IS Captain Collinson I w^ant. Is he in, do you know ” 

“Yes, sir; he came in about twenty minutes ago, and some- 
Jiody with him, for 1 heard him talking,” aimwered Pink. “He 
must be in his sitting-room, if he is not gone to bed.” 

‘ ‘ There is a light in yie room, but I don’t think he can be in. 
I have thrown up some gravel, and he does not answ’’er.” 

“ I’ll come down and see, sir.” 

Pink, the most obliging little man in the world, descended to 
the captain’s room and thence to us at the door. Captain 
Collinson was not in. He had gone out again, and left his gas 
alight. 

“You say some one camo in with him, Pink. Was it a young 
lad?” • 

“I can’t tell, sir. I Ijeard the captain’s latch-key, and I 
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heard him come un upstairs, talking to somebody ; but 1 was 
just dropping off to sleep, so .did not take much notice.” 

That the somebody was young Dick, and that Captain Collin- 
son had^gone out to march Dick home again, seemed only 
probable. There was nothing for it but to go on to Rose 
Villa and ascertain ; and we started for it, after a short con- 
sultation 

I shall not have the remotest idea where to look for Dick if 
he IS not there,” rcmaiked Dr. Knox. 

“And in that case, I do believe mamma will have a fit,” 
added Charlotte. ‘ ‘ A real fit, I mean, Arnold. I wish some- 
thing could be done with Dicky ! The house is always in a 
commotion.” 

Captain CoUinson was at Rose Villa, whether Dicky was or 
not. At the garden-gate, talking to Mina in the moonlight, 
stood he, apparently saying good-night to her. 

“Dicky? oh dear, yes, I -have just brought Dicky back,” 
laughed the captain, before /Dr. Knox had well spoken his young 
half-brother’s name, while Mina ran indoors like a frightened 
hare. “ Upon getting home to my rooms just now I found some 
small mortal stealing in after me, and it proved to be Dicky. 
He followed me home to get a top I had promised him, and 
which I forgot to bring up here when I came to-night.” 

“ I hope you did not give it him,” said Dr. Knox. 

“Yes, I did. I should never have got him back without,” 
added the captain. “ Good-night.” 

He laughed again as he went away. Dicky’s vagaries seemed 
to be rare fun for him. 

Dicky was spinning the top on the kitchen table when we 
went in— for that’s where they had alL gathered : Mrs. Knox, 
Gerty, Kate, and the cook. A big humming-top, nearly as large 
and as noisy as Dick. Dr. Knox caught up the top and caught 
Dicky by the hand, and took both into the parlour. 

“Now then, sir!” he sternly asked. “What did you mean 
by this night’s escapade ? ” 

“Oh, Arnold, don’t scold him,” implored Mrs. Knox, follow- 
ing them in with her hands held up. “ It ms naughty of him, 
of course, and it gave me a dreadful fright ; but it was perhaps 
excusable, and he is safe at home again. The captain was to 
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bt’ing the toj), and did not, and poor Dicky ran after him to 
get it.” 

“You be quiet, Arnold; I am not to bo scolded,” put in 
cunning Dicky. “You just give me my top.” 

“As to scolding you, I don’t know that it would be of any 
further use : the time seems to have gone by for it, and I must 
take other measures,” sjjoke Dr. Knox. “Come up to bed now, 
sir. I shall see you in it before I leave.” 

“But I want my top.” 

“Which you will not have,” said the doctor : and he marched 
oif Dicky. 

“How cross you are with him, Arnold!” spoke his step- 
mother when the doctor came down again, leaving Dicky howling 
on his pillow for the top. 

“It needs some one to be cross with him,” observed Dr. 
Knox. 

“ He IS only a little boy, remember.” 

“He is big enough and old enough to be checked and corrected 
— if it ever is to be done at all. I will see you to-morrow : 1 
wish to have some conversation with you.” 

“About Dicky ? ” she hastily asked. 

“About him and other things. Mina,” he added m a low 
tone, as he passed her on his way out, but I, being next to him, 
caught the words, “ I did not like to see you at the gate with 
Captain Collinson at this hour. Do not let it occur again. 
Young maidens cannot be too modest.” 

And, at the reproof, Miss Mina coloured to the ver jT roots of 
her hair. 


IT. 

They sat in the small garden-room, its glass-doors open to the 
warm spring air. Mrs Knox wore an untidy cotton gown, of 
a flaming crimson-and-white i)atterii, and her dark face looked 
hot and angry. Dr. Knox, sitting behind the talilo, was being 
annoyed as niuch as he could be annoyed — and no one ever 
annoye;! liau ])ut his step-mother — as the lines in his patient 
brow betrayed* 
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is for liis own good that I suggest this ; his welfare,” 
urged Dr. Knox, “Left to his own will much longer, he must 
not be. Therefore I say that he must be placed at school.” 

“ Yoi:^only propose xt to thwart me,” cried Mrs. Knox. “A 
fine expense it will be ! ” 

“It will not be your expense. I pay his schooling now, and 
I shall pay it then. My father left me, young though I was, 
Dicky’s guardian, and I must do this. I wonder you do not see 
that it will be the very best thing for Dicky. Every one but 
yourself sees that, as things are, the boy is being ruined.” 

Mrs. Knox looked sullenly through the open doors near which 
she sat; she tapped her foot impatiently upon the worn mat, 
lying on the threshold. 

“I know you won’t rest until you have carried your point and 
separated us, Arnold ; it has been in your mind to do it this long 
while. And my boy is the only thing I care for m life,” 

“It is for Dicky’s own best interest,” reiterated Dr. Knox. 
“ Of course he is dear to you ; it would be unnatural if he were 
not ; but you surely must wish to see him grow up a good and 
self-reliant man : not an idle and self-indulgent one,” 

“ Why don’t you say outright that your resolve is taken and 
nothing can alter it ; that you are going to banish him to school 
to-morrow 1 ” 

“Not to-morrow, but he shall go at the half-quarter. The 
child will be ten times happier for it ; believe ‘that.” 

“Do jou realhj mean it?” she questioned, her black eyes 
flashing tury at Arnold “ Will nothing deter you ? ” 

“Nothing,” he replied, in a low, firm tone. “I— -bear with 
me a moment, mother— I cannot let Dicky run riot any longer. 
He is growing up the very incarnation selfishness ; he thinks 
the world was made for him alone ; you and his sisters are only 
regarded*by him as so many ministers to his pleasure. See how 
he treats you all. See how he treats the servants. Were I to 
allow this state of things to continue, how should I be fulfilling 
my obligation to my dead father ? — my father and Dicky’s. ” 

“I will hear no more,” spoke Mrs. Knox, possibly thinking 
the argument was getting too strong foi her. “7 have wanted 
to speak to you, Arnold, and I may as well do it now. <eThings 
must be put on a different footing upJiere. ” 
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Wliafc tilings ? ” 

“Money matters. I cannot continue to do upon my small 
income.” 

Arnold Knox passed liis hand across his troubled brov^^ almost 
in despair. Oh, what a weary subject this was I Not for long 
together did she ever give him rest from it. 

“ Your income is sufficient, mother ; I am tired of saying it. 

It is between three and four hundred a-yoar ; and you are free 
from house-rent.” 

“ Why don’t you remind me that the house is yours, and have 
done with it ! ” she cried, her voice harsh and croaking as a 
raven’s.” 

“Well, it is mine,” he said good-humouredly. 

“ Yes ; and instead of settling it upon me when you married, 
you must needs settle it on your wife ! Don’t you talk of seltish- 
ness, Arnold.” 

“ My wife does not derive any benefit from it. It has made 
no difibronce to you.” 

“She would derive it, though, if you died. Where should 1 
be then?” 

“I am not going to die, I hope. Oh, mother, if you only 
knew how those discussions vex me ! ” 

“ Then you should show yourself generous.” 

“Generous 1” he exclaimed, in a pained tone And, goaded 
to it by his remembrance of what he had done for her in the 
present and in tlie past, ho went on to speak more^ plainly 
than he had ever spoken yet. “Do you forget that a great 
m)rtiou of what you enjoy should, by right, be mine^ h 
^mine ’ ” 

“Yours ! ” she scornfully said. 

“Yes : mine. Not by legal right, but by moral. When my 
father died he loft the whole of his property to you. Consider- 
ably more than the half of that property had been brought to 
him by my mother : some people might have thought that much 
should have descended to her son ” 

“He did not leave me the whole. You had a share of it.” 

“Not of the income, i liad a sum of five hundred pounds 
left me,wfor a specific purpose— to ^complete my medical educa- 
tion. Mother, I have nevtg’ grumbled at this ; never. It was 
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my father’s will and pleasure that the wh^le should be yours, 
and that it should go to your children after you ; and 1 am 
content to think that he did for the best ; the house was obliged 
to come to me ; it had been so settled at my mother’s marriage ; 
but youUiave continued to live in it, and I have not said you 
nay.” 

“ It is like you to remind me of all this ! ” 

“I could remind you of more,” he rejoined, chafing at her 
unjust words, her resentful manner. ^‘That for years 1 im- 
poverished myself to help you to augment this income. Three 
parts of what I earned, before my partnership with Mr. Tamlyn, 

1 gave to you.” 

‘‘Well, I needed it. Do, for goodness’ sake, let the past 
alone, if you can : where’s the use of recalling it ? Would you 
have us starve ^ AYould you see me taken off to prison ? And 
that’s what it will come to, unless I can get some money to pay 
up with. That table-drawer that you’ve got your elbow on, is 
full of bills. I’ve not paid one for these six months.” 

“ I cannot think what it is you do with your money ! ” 

“Do with my money! Why, it goes in a hundred waysr 
How very ignorant you are, Arnold. Look at what dress costs, 
for myself and four girls » Look at what the soirees cost ! ' We 
have to give all sorts of dishes now ; lobster salads and raspberry 
creams, and all kinds of expensive things. Madame St. Vmcent 
introduced that ” 

“You must put down the soirees and tlie dress — if you cannot 
keep th^m within the bounds of your income.” 

“Thank you Just as I had to put down the 
and James, How cruel you are, Arnold ! ” 

“ I hope I am not. I do not wish to be so. ” 

“It will take two hundred pounds to set me straight ; and 1 
must have it from you, or from somebody else,” avowed Mrs. 
Knox. 

“You certainly cannot have it, or any portion of it, from me. 
My expenses are heavy now, and I have my own children 
coming on. ” 

His tone was unmistakably decisive, and Mrs Knox saw that 
it was so. For many yeai-s slxe had been in the liabit regard- 
ing Arnold as something like a bucket in a well, winch brings 
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up water every time it is let down. Just so had he brought up 
money for her from his pocket every time she worried for it. 
But that was over now : and he had to bear these reproaches 
periodically. ^ 

‘ ‘ You know that you can let me have it, Arnold. You can 
lend it me from Mina’s money. ” 

His face flushed slightly. He pushed his fair hair back with 
a gesture of annoyance. 

“The last time you spoke of that I begged you never to 
mention it again,” he said in a low tone. “Why, what do you 
take me for, mother ? ” 

“Take you for?” 

“ You must know that I could not touch Mina’s money with- 
out becoming a false trustee. Men have been brought to the 
criminal bar to answer for a less crime than that would be.” 

“ If Mina married, you would have to hand over the whole 
of it.” 

“ Of course I should. First of all taking care that it was 
settled upon her.” 

“I don’t see the necessity of that. Mina could let me have 
what she pleased of it.” 

“Talking of Mina,” resumed Dr. Knox, passing by her 
remark, “ I think you must loC)k a little closely after her. She 
is more intimate, I fancy, with Captain Collinson than is 
desirable, and ” 

“Suppose Captain Collinson wants to marry her ? ” interrupted 
Mrs. Knox. 

“Has he told you that he w'ants to do so ? ” 

“No; not in so many words. But he evidently likes her. 
What a good match it would be ! ” 

^ ‘ Mina is too young to be married yet. And Captain Collinson 
cannot, I should suppose, have any intention of the sort. If lie 
had, he would speak out : when it would be time enough to con- 
sider and discuss his proposal. Unless he does speak, J must 
beg of you not to allow Mina to be alone with him.” 

“She never is alone with him.” 

“ 1 think she is, at odd moments. Only last night I saw her 
with him^at the gate. Before that, while your soiree \vas going 
on, Dicky— -I believe he could tell you so, if you asked him-- 
Jobnny Ludlow — III. 27 
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saw them walking together in the garden, the captain’s arm 
round her waist.” 

“Girls are so fond of flirting! And young men think no 
harm of a little passing familiarity.” 

“Just so. But for remembering this, I should speak to 
Captain Gollinson. The thought that there may bo nothing 
serious in it prevents me. At any rate, I beg of you to take 
care of Mina. ” 

“And the money I want?” she asked, as he took up his hat 
to go. 

But Dr. Knox, shortly repeating that he had no money to 
give her, made his escape. He had been ruffled enough already. 
One thing was certain ; that if some beneficent sprite from faiiy- 
land increased Mrs. Knox’s annual income cent, per cent, she 
would still, and ever, be in embarrassment. Arnold knew this. 

Mrs, Knox sat on, revolving difficulties. How many similar 
interviews she had held with her step-son, and how often ho 
had been brought round to pay her bills, she could but remember. 
Would he do it now ? A most unpleasant doubt, that he woukl 
not, lay upon her. 

Presently the entrance was darkened by some tall form inter- 
posing itself between herself and the sunlight. She glanced up 
and saw Captain CoUinson. He stood there smiling, his tasselled 
cane jauntily swayed in his left hand. 

“ My dear madam, you looked troubled. Is anything wrong ? ” 

“Trebled ! the world’s full of trouble, I think,” spoke Mrs. 
Knox, in a pettish kind of way. “Dr. Knox has been here to 
vex me.” 

Captain CoUinson stepped airily in, and sat down near Mrs.^ 
Knox, his eyes expressing proper concern : indignation blended 
with sympathy. 

“Very inconsiderate of Dr. Knox : very wrong ! Can I help 
you in any way, my dear lady ? ” 

“ Arnold is always inconsiderate. First, he begins upon me 
about Dicky, threatening to put him altogether away at school, 
poor ill-used child ! Next, he ” 

“Sweet little angel ^ ” interlarded the captain. 

“Next, he refuses to lend me a trifling sum of mopey— and 
h© knows how badly I want it ! ” 
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“Paltry!” ejaculated the captain. “When he must be 
making so much of it 1 ” 

“Rolling m it, so to say,” confirmed Mrs. Knox. “ Look at 
the practice he has 1 But if he did not give me any of his, he 
might advance me a trifle of Mina’s.” 

“Of course he might,” warmly acquiesced Captain Collinson. 

What with the warmth and the sympathy, Mrs. Knox rather 
lost her head. Many of us are betrayed on occasion into 
doing the same. That is, she said more than she should 
have said. 

“You see, if Mina married, as I pointed out to Arnold, the 
money would no longer be under his control at all. It would 
bo hers to do as she jdeased with. She is a dear, good, generous 
gnl, and would not scruple to let me have one or two hundred 
pounds. What would such a trifle be out of the whole seven 
thousand ^ ” 

“Very true; nothing at all,” cried the captain, toying with 
his handsome beard. 

“But no ; Arnold will not hear of it . he answered me in a 
way that I should not like to repeat He also said he should 
take care, if Mma did marry before she was of age, that her 
money was settled upon her , said it on purpose to thwart me.” 

“Cruel 1 ” aspirated the cajitain. 

“Some girls might be tempted to marry off-hand, and say 
nothing to him, if only to get her fortune out of his control. I 
don’t say Mma would.” ^ 

“Miser ! My dear madam, rely upon it that whenever Miss 
Mina does marry, her husband will join with her in letting you 
have as much money as you wish. I am sure it would be his 
pride and pleasure to do^so.” 

Was it an implied promise'^ meant to be so understood^ 
Mrs. Knox took it for one. She came out of her dumps, and 
felt exalted to the seventh heaven. 

Meanwhile, Arnold Knox was with Lady Jenkins, to whom 
he had gone on quitting his stcji-mother. The old lady, up and 
dressed, sat in her dining-room. There appeared to be no 
change in her condition : drow.sy, lethargic, gentle, yielding ; 
imbecile, or not many shades removed from it. And yet, 
neither Dr, Knox nor his fsllow-practitioner could sec any cause 
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to account for this. Of bodily illness she had none : except that 
she seemed feeble. 

‘‘I wish you would tell me what it is you are taking,” said 
Dr. Knox, bending over her and speaking in low, x>ersuasive 
tones. ‘*I fear that you are taking something that does you 
harm. ” 

Lady Jenkins looked up at him, apparently trying to consider. 
“I’ve nofc had anything since I took the physic,” she said. 

“What physic?” 

“ The bottles that Mr. Tamlyn sent me.” 

“But that was when you were ill. Are you sure you have 
not taken anything else?— that you are not taking anything^ 
Any”— he dropped his voice to a still lower key — “opiates'^ 
Laudanum, for instance ^ ” 

Lady Jenkins shook her head. “I never took any sort of 
opiate in my life.” 

“Then it is being given to her without her knowledge,” 
mentally decided the doctor. “I hear you were at the next 
door last night, as gay as the best of them,” he resumed aloud,'- 
changing his tone to a light one. 

“Ay. I put on my new bronze satin gown : Patty said I was 
to. Janet sang her pretty songs. ” 

“Did she ? When are you coming to spend an evening with 
us ? She will sing them again for you. ” 

“I should like to come — if I may.” 

“ If you may ’ There’s nothing to prevent it. You are quite 
well enough ” 

“ There’s Patty. We shall have to ask her whether I may.” 

Anything Arnold Knox might have rejoined to*fchis was stopped 
by the entrance of Patty herself, a light blue shawl on her 
shoulders. A momentary surprise crossed her face at sight 
of the doctor. 

“ Oh, Dr. Knox ! I did not know you were here,” she said, as 
she threw off the shawl. “I was running about the garden for 
a few minutes. What a lovely day it is ! — the sun so warm.” 

“It is that. Lady Jenkins ought to be out in it Should 
you not like to take a run in the garden ? ” he laughingly added 
to her. 

“Should L Patty?” 
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The utter abnegation of will, both of tone and look, as she 
cast an appealing glance at her companion, struck Dr. Knox 
forcibly. He looked at both of them from under his rather 
overhanging eyebrows. Did Madame St. Yincent extort this 
obedience — or was ic simply the old lady’s imbecility ? Surely 
it must be the latter. 

“1 think,” said madame, ‘^a walk in the garden will be very 
pleasant for you, dear Lady Jenkins. Lcttice shall bring down 
your things. The may-tree is budding beautifully.” 

Already ! ” said the doctor : “I should like to see it. Will 
you go with me, madame I have two minutes to spare.” 

Madame St. Yincent, showing no surprise, though she may 
have felt it, put the blue shawl on her shoulders again and 
followed Dr. Knox. The may-tree was nearly at the end of the 
garden, down by the shrubbery. 

“Mr. Tamlyn mentioned to you, I believe, that we suspected 
something improper, in the shape of opiates, was being given to 
Lady Jenkins, ” began Dr. Knox, never as much as lifting his 
eyes to the budding may-tree. 

“ Yes ; I remember that he did,” replied Madame St. Yincent. 

“ I hardly gave it a second thought.” 

“Tamlyn said you had a difficulty m believing it. Neverthe- 
less, I feel assured that it is so.” 

“Impossible, Dr. Knox.” 

“ It seems impossible to you, I dare say. But that it is being 
done, I would stake my head upon. Lady Jenkins «is being 
stupefied in some way : and I have brought you out here to tell 
jrou so, and to ask your co-operation in tracing the culprit.” 

“But— I beg your pardon. Dr. Knox— who would give her 
anything of the kind ? ¥ou don’t suspect me, I hope ? ” 

“ If I suspected you, my dear lady, I should not be talking to 
you as I am. The person we must suspect is Lettice Lane.” 
“Lettice Lane ! ” 

‘ ' I have reason to think it. Lettice Lane’s antecedents are 
not, I fear, quite so clear as they might be • though it is onlv 
recently I have known this. At any rate, she is the personal 
attendant of Lady Jenkins ; the only one of them who has the 
opportunity of being alone with "her. I must beg of you to 
watch Lettice Lane.” 
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Madame St. Vincent looked a little hewildered ; perhaps felt 
so. Stretching up her hand, she plucked one of the budding 
may-blossoms. 

Mr.^amlyn hinted at Lettice also. I have always felt con- 
fidence in Lettice. As to drugs — Dr. Knox, I don’t believe a 
word of it. ” 

Lady Jenkins is being drugged, emjjhatically pronounced 
Dr. Knox. “And you must watch Lettice Lane. If Lettice is 
innocent, we must look elsewhere. ” 

“ Shall I tax Lettice with it ^ ” 

‘ ‘ Certainly not. You would make a good detective, ” he added, 
with a laugh; “showing your hand to the enemy. Surely, 
Madame St. Vincent, you must yourself see that Lady Jenkins 
is being tampered with. Look at her state this morning : though 
she is not quite as bad as she is sometimes.” 

“I have known some old people sleej) almost constantly.” 

“So have I. But theirs is simply natural sleep, induced by 
exhausted nature : hers is not natural. She is stupefied.” 

“Stupefied with the natural decay of her |>owers,” dissenteii- 
madame. “ But— to drug her I No, I cannot believe it. And 
where would be the motive 1 ” 

“That I know not. But T am sure I am not mistaken,” he 
added decisively. “You will watch Lettice Lane ^ ” 

“I will,” she answered, after a pause. “ Of course it may be 
as you say ; I now see it. I will watch her to the very utmost 
of my al;fility from this hour. ” 


III. 

“Dear Johnny, « 

‘ ‘ I expect your stay at Lefford is drawing towardsT^a" 
close ; mine is, here. It might be pleasant if we travelled home 
together. I could take Lefibrd on my way— starting by an early 
train— and pick you up. You need some one to take care of 
you, you know. Let me hear when you intend to be ready. I 
will arrange my departure accordingly. 

“Hope you have enjoyed yourself, old fellow,” 

“ Ever yours, 

“ J. T.” 
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The above letfcer froni Tod, who was still in Leicestershire, 
reached me one morning at breakfast-tinie. Dr. Knox and 
Janet, old Tamlyn — all the lot of them — called out that they 
could not spare me yet. Even Cattledon graciously intimated 
that she should miss me. Janet wrote to Tod, telling him he 
was to take Lehbrd on his way, as ho proposed, and to stay a 
week when he did come. 

It was, I think, that same day that some news reached us 
touching Captain Collinson — that he was going to be married. 
At least that he had made an offer, and was accepted. Not to 
Mina Knox ; but to an old girl (the epithet was Sam’s) named 
Belmont. Miss Belmont lived with her father at a nice place 
on the London Bead, half-a-mile beyond Jenkins House ; he 
had a great deal of money, and she was his only child. She was 
very plain, very dowdy, and quite forty years of age ; but very 
good, going about amongst the poor with tracts and soup. If 
the tidings were true, and Captain Collinson had made Miss 
Belmont an offer, it appeared pretty evident that his object was 
her money : he could not well have fallen m love with her, or 
court a wife so much older than himself. 

When taxed with the fact— and it was old Tamlyn who did it, 
meeting him opposite the maiket-housc— Collinson simpered, 
and stroked his dark beard, and said Lefford was fond of marvels. 
But ho did not deny it. Half-an-hour later he and Miss Belmont 
were soon together in the High Street. She had her old cloth 
mantle on and her brown bonnet, as close as a Quaker^s, and 
carried her fiat district basket in her hand. Tl?e captain 
presented a contrast, with his superb dandy-cut clothes and 
fiourishing his ebony cane. 

“I think it must be quite true,” Janet observed, as ’we 
watched them pass the house. ‘ ‘ And I shall be glad if it is ; 
Arnold has been tormenting himself with the fancy that the 
gallant captain was thinking of little Mina.” 

A day or two after this, it chanced that Dr. Knox had to visit 
Sir Henry Westmorland, who had managed to give a twist to his 
ankle. Sir Henry was one of those sociable, good-hearted men 
that no one can help liking ; a rather elderly bachelor. He and 
Tamlypwere old friends, and we had all dined atEoxgrove about 
a week before. 
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** Would you like to go over with me, Johnny^” asked Dr. 
Knox, when he was starting. 

I said I should like it very much, and gob into the “ convey- 
ance,” the doctor letting me drive. Thomas was not with 
us. We soon reached Foxgrove : a low, straggling, red-brick 
mansion, standing in a small park, about two miles and a half 
from Letford, 

Dr. Knox went in ; leaving me and the conveyance on the 
smooth wide gra^^el-drive before the house. Presently a groom 
came up to take charge of it, saying Sir Henry was asking for 
me. He had seen me from the window. 

Sir Henry was lying on a sofa near the window, and Knox was 
already beginning upon the ankle. A gentlemanly little man, 
nearly bald, sat on the ottoman in the middle of the room. I 
found it was one Major Leckie. 

Some trifle — are these trifles chance 9 — turned the conversa- 
tion upon India. I think Knox spoke of some snake -bite in a 
man’s ankle that had laid him by for a month or two : it was no 
other than the late whilom mayor, Sir Daniel Jenkins. Upon^ 
which, Major Leckie began relating his experience of some 
reptile bites in India. The major had been home nearly two 
years upon sick leave, he said, and was now going back again. 

‘‘The 30th Bengal Cavalry ! ” repeated Dr. Knox, as Major 
Leckie happened to mention that regiment — which was his, and 
the doctor remembered that it was Captain Collmson’s. ‘ ‘ One 
of the officers of that regiment is staying here now.” 

“ Is h^t” cried the major, briskly. “ Which of them ^ ” 

“Captain Collinson.” 

“ Collinson ! ” echoed the major, his whole face alight with, 
pleasure. “Where is he ? How long has he been here ? I did 
not know he had left India.” 

“He came home last autumn, I fancy ; Was not well, and got 
twelve months’ leave. He has been staying at Leflbrd for some 
time. ” 

“ I should like to see him ’ Good old Collinson ! He and I 
were close friends. He is a nice fellow. ” 

“Old, you style him ! ” cried Dr. Knox. “I should rather 
callhim youilg — of the two.” 

Major Leckie laughed. “It is a word we are all given to 
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using, doctor. Of course Collinson’s not old in years. Why is 
he staying at LefFoi-d ? ” 

“ I’m sure I don’t know. Unless it is that he has fallen in 
love. I heard him remark one day that the air of the place 
suited him.” 

Ah ah, Master Collinson ! ” laughed the major. In love, 
are you, sir ’ Caught at last, are you ! Who is the lady ? ” , 

‘‘Nay, I spoke only in jest,” returned Dr. Knox. “ Ho seems 
to be a general admirer ; but I don’t know that it is any one in 
particular Report has mentioned one or two ladies, but rej)ort 
is often a false town-crier.” 

“ Well, slie will be m luck — whoever gets him. He is one of 
the nicest, truest fellows I know ; and will make a rare good 
husband.” 

“ It is said he has private means. Do you know whether 
that’s true ” 

‘'He has very good private means. His father left him a 
fortune. Sometimes we fancy he will not stay with us long. I 
should not be surprised if he sells out while he is at home, and 
settles down." 

“ Johnny Ludlow heard him say something the other night to 
tliat effect,” observed the doctor, looking at me. 

‘'Yes,” I said, conLirming the words. “He is about buying 
an estate now, I believe. But he talked of going back to India 
for a few years.” 

‘ ' I hope he will There’s not a man amongst us, that I w'ould 
not rather spare than Collinson. I bhoidd like to see^him. I 
pnght walk into Leffbrd now — if you will give me his address, 
doctor. Will you spare me for an hour or two, Sir Henry 

“Well, I must, I suppose,” grumbled Sir Henry. “It’s 
rather bad of you, though, Leckie ; and after putting me off 
with so miserably sliort a stay. You get here at ten o’clock last 
night, and you go off at ten o’clock to-night ' Fine behaviour 
that I ” 

“lam obliged to go to-night, Westmorland ; you know 1 am', 
and I could not get to you earlier, although I tried. I won’t be 
away a minute longer than I can help. I can walk into Lefford 
in haif-^-hour— my pace is a quick one. No ; and I won’t stay 
an unconscionable time wiUi Collinson,” he added, m answer to 
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a growl of the baronet’s. Trust me. T’ll bo back umler two 
hours.” 

“Bring him back with you for the rest of the clay,” said Sir 
Henry. 

“ Ohf' thank you. And I am sure you will say he is the best 
fellow going. I wonder you and he have not found out one 
another before. ” 

“If you don’t mind taking a seat in yonder nondescript 
vehicle— that Mr. Johnny Ludlow here has the audacity to say 
must have been built in the year One,” laughed Dr. Knox, 
pointing outside, “I can drive you to Captain Collinson’s 
lodgings.” 

“A friend in need is a friend indeed,” cried the major, laugh- 
ing also. “What style of vehicle do you call it ” 

“ We call it the conveyance. As to its style — well I never 
had the opportunity of asking that of the builder. I believe my 
father bought it second-hand when he first went into practice 
many a year ago.” 

The doctor drove this time ; Major Leckie sitting beside him, 
I in the perch behind. Leaving the major at the hairdresser’s, 
upon reaching Lefford, Dr. Knox and I went home. And this is 
what occurred —as we heard later. 

Ringing at the private door, which was Captain Collinson’s 
proper entrance, a young servant-girl appeared, and— after the 
manner of many young country servants — sent Major Lockie 
alone up to Captain CoUinson’s rooms, saying she supposed the 
captain was at home. It turned out that he was not at home. 
Seated before the fire was a gentleman in a crimson dressing 
gown and sli^ipers, smoking a huge pipe. 

“Come in,” cried out he, in answer t^ the major’s knock. 

“I beg your pardon,” said the major, entering. “I under- 
stood that Captain Collinson lodged hero. ” 

“He does lodge here,” replied he of the dressing-gown, 
putting his pipe into the fender, as he rose. “ What is it that 
you want with him ? ” 

“1 only called to see him. I am one of his brother-officers — 
home on sick leave ; as I understand he is. ” 

“CoHinson is out,” said the gentleman. “I am .sorry it 
should happen so Can you leave ai^y message ? 
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“ Will he ho long? I should much lihe to see him ” 

“He will he h<ick to dinner to-inglit ; not much before that, 

I think, lie is gone hy train to— to— -some place a few miles 
off. Boom— or Boom — or Doom — or some such name. I am a 
stranger here.” * 

“Toome, 1 suppose,” remarked the major. “It’s the last 
station before you get to Lcfford — T noticed the name last night. 

I am very sorry. 1 should liked to have seen Collinson. Tell 
him so, will you. I am Major Leckie.” 

“ You will be calling again, peihaps ?” 

‘ ‘ I can’t do that. I must spend the rest of this day with my 
friend, Sir Henry Westmorland, and I leave to-night. Tell 
Collinson that I embark in a few days. Stay : this is my 
address in London, if he will write to me. I wonder he did not 
attempt to lind me out — I came home before he did : and he 
knew that he could always get my address at my bankers’.” 

“I will tell Collinson all you say. Major Leckie,” said the 
stranger, glancing at the card. “ It is a pity he is out.” 

“ Should he come back m time — though I fear, by what you 
say, there’s little chance of it — be so good as to say that Sir 
Henry Westmorland will l>e happy to see him to dinner this 
evening at Foxgrove, at six o’clock — and to come over as much 
earlier as he can.” 

With tlie List words. Major Leckie left, Collinson’s friend 
politely attending him down to the front-door. I was standing 
at Mr. Tamlyn’s gate as he passed it on his way back to Fox- 
grove. Dr, Knox, then going off on foot to see a patient, came 
/icross the yard from the surgery at the same moment. 

“ Such a mischance ! ” the major stopped m his rapid walk to 
say to us. “Collinson has gone to Toome to-day. I saw a 
friend of his, who is staying with him, and he thinks he won’t 
be back before night. ” 

‘‘I did not know Collinson had any one staying with him,” 
remarked the doctor. ‘ ‘ ^Somo one called in upon him, 
probably. ” 

“ This man is evidently staying with him ; making hims’elf at 
home too,” said the major. “He was in a dressing-gown and 
slippery, and had his feet on the fender, smoking a pipe. A tall, 
dark fellow, face all hair.” 
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Why^ that is Collinson himself,” cried L 
“Not a bit of it,” said the major. “This man is no more like 
Collinson —except that Collinson is dark and has a beard — than 
he is like me. He said he was a stranger in the place. ” 

A rapid conclusion crossed me that it must be a brother of 
Collinson’s — ^for a resemblance to himself, accordnig to the 
major’s description, there no doubt was. Major Leckie wished 
me good-day, and continued his way up the street, Hr. Knox 
with him. 

“ What are you gazing at, Johnny Ludlow ? ” 

I turned at the question, and saw Charlotte Knox. She was 
coming to call on Janet. We stood there talking of one thing 
and another. I told Charlotte that Collinson’s brother, as I 
took it to be, was staying with him ; and Charlotte told me of a 
quarrel she had just had with Mina on the score of the captain. 

“Mina won’t believe a word against him, Johnny. When I 
say he IS nothing but a flirt, that he is only playing with her, 
she bids me hold my tongue. She quite scorns the notion that 
he would like to marry Miss Belmont.” > 

“Have you seen any more letters, that concern me, in at 
Madame St, Vincent’s ? ” I asked. 

“Ho you think I should be likely to?— or that such letters 
are as plentiful as blackberries?” retorted Charlotte. “And 
you ?— ha\re you discovered the key to that letter ? ” 

“I have not discovered it, Charlotte.* I have taxed my 
memory in vain. Never a girl, no matter whose sister she may 
be, can i recall to mind as being likely to owe me a grudge,” 

“It was not that the girl owed you a grudge,” quickly spoke'’ 
Charlotte, “It was that she must not meet you.” 

“Hoes not the one thing imply the^ther? I can’t think of 
any one. There was a young lady, indeed, in the years gone 
by , when I was not much more than a lad, who — may — have — - 
taken up a prejudice against me,” I added slowly and thought- 
fully, for I was hardly sure of what I said. “But she cannot 
have anything to do with the present matter, and I am quite 
sure*she was not a sister of Madame St. Vincent.” 

“What was her name ? ” asked Charlotte. 

“Sophie Chalk.” 
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LIGHT. 

I. 

Tod arrived at Lefford. I met him at the train, just as I had 
mot Miss Cattledon, who was with us still. As we walked out 
of the station together, many a man cast a glance after the tall, 
fine youiig fellow — ^wdio looked strong enough to move the world, 
if, like Archimedes, the geometrician of Syracuse, he had only 
possessed the necessary lever. 

‘‘ Shall you be able to stay a week, Tod ” 

“Two weeks if they’d like it, Johnny. How you have picked 
up, lad ’ ” 

“Picked up ? ” 

“ In looks. They are all your own again. Glad to see it, old 
fellow.” 

Some few days had elapsed since the latest event recorded in 
this veritable little history— the call that Major Leckie made on 
Captain Collinson, and found his brother there, instead»of him- 
g^lf-_but no change worth noting to the reader had occurred in 
me towm politics. Lady Jenkins was ailing as much as ever, 
and Madame St. Vincent was keeping a sharp watch on the 
maid, Lettice Lane, witltout, as yet, detecting her in any evil 
practices : the soire'es w’ere numerous, one being held at some 
house or other every night in the work-a-day week : and the 
engagement of Captain Collinson to Miss Belmont was now 
talked of as an assured fact. Collinson himself had been away 
from Lefford during these intervening days. Pink, the hair- 
dresser, thought he had taken a run up to London, on some little 
matter of business, As to the brother, we had heard no more 
of him, * 
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But, if Captain Collmson had taken a run up to London, lie 
had unquestionably run down again, though not to Lefford. On 
the day but one before the coming of Tod, Janet and Miss 
Cattledon went over by train to do some shopping at the county 
town, v^iich stood fifteen miles from Lefford, I being with them. 
Turning into a pastry-cook’s in the middle of the day to get 
something to eat, we turned in upon Captain Collmson. He sat 
at a white marble-topped table in the corner of the shop, eating 
an oyster patty 

“We heard you were in London,” said Janet, shaking hands 
with him, as he rose to offer her his seat. 

“Got back tins morning. Shall be at Lefford to-morrow: 
perhaps to-night,” he answered. 

He stood gobbling up his patty quickly. I said something to 
him, just because the recollection came into my mind, about the 
visit of his brother. ^ 

“My brother’ ” he exclaimed in answer, staring at me with 
all Ins eyes. “What brother? How do you know anything 
about my brother ? ” 

“Major Leckie saw him when he called at your lodgings. 
Saw him instead of you. You had gone to Toome We took it 
to be your brother, from the descrijition ; he was so like yourself. ” 

The captain smiled. “I forgot that,” he said. “We are, 
much alike. Ned told me of Leckie ’s call. A pity I could not 
see him ! Things always happen cross and contrary. Has 
Leckie left Foxgrove yet ^ ” 

^ ‘ Oh, *116 left it that same night. I should think ho is on his 
way back to India by this time.” 

“His visit to Lefford seems to have been as flying a one as^ 
my brother’s was, and his did not last a day. How much ^ ” to 
the girl behind the counter. “Sixpence? There it is.” And, 
with a general adieu nodded to the rest of us, the captain left 
the shop. 

“I don’t like that dandy,” spoke Cattledon, in her severest 
tone. “I have said so before. I’m sure ho is a man who 
cannot be trusted. ” 

I answered nothing : but I had for a little time now tliought 
the same. There was that about him that gave you the idea ho 
was in some way or other ffot trm. And it may as well bc^ 
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mentioned here that Captain Collinson got back to Lefford that 
same evening, in time to make his appearance at Mrs. Parker’s 
soiree, at which both Miss Belmont and Mina Knox were 
present. 

So now we come to Tod again, and to the day of his firrival. 
Talking of one thing and another, telling him of this and that, 
of the native politics, as we all like to do when a stranger comes 
to set himself down, however temporarily, amidst us, I mentioned 
ih.Q familicmty that m two of the people struck upon my memory. 
NTever did I see this same Captain Collinson, never did I see 
Madame St. Vincent, or hear them speak, or listen to their 
laugh, but the feeling that I had met them before — had been, so 
to say, intimate with both one and the other— came forcibly 
upon me. 

‘‘And yet it would seem, upon the face of things, that I never 
have been,” I continued to Tod, w'hen.telling of this. “ Madame 
St. Vincent says she never left the South of Franco until last 
year ; and the captain has been nearly all his life in India ” 

“ Y^ou know you do take fancies, Johnny.” 

“True. But, are not those fancies generally borne out by 
the result Any way, they puzzle mo, both of them : and 
there’s a ring in their voices that ” 

“A ring in their voices ! ” put in Tod, laughing. 

“Say an accent, then , cs])ecially m'madame’s ; and it sounds, 
to my cars, unmistakably Worcestershire.” 

“Johnny, you arc f/inciful ! ” 

I never got anything better from Tod. “You will Itavc the 
boirour of meeting them both here to-night,” I said to him, “for 
^t is Janet’s turn to give the soiree, and I know they are 
expected.” 

Evening came. At sif o’clock the first instalment of guests 
knocked at the door ; by half-past six the soiree was m full 
glory : a regular cr<iwd. Every one seemed to have come, with 
the exception of the ladies from Jenkins House. Sam Jenkins 
brought in their excuses. 

Sam had run up to Jenkins House with some physic for. the 
Imiler, who said lie* had a surfeit (from drinking too much old 
ale, Tan^lyn thouglit), and Sam had made use of the opportunity 
to see his aunt. Madame St. Vincent objected. It would try 
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the dear old lady too much, madame said. She was lying in a 
sweet sleep on the sofa m her own room ; had been quitelblithe 
and lively all day, but was drowsy now ; and she had better not 
be disturbed untd bedtime. Perhaps Mr, Sam would kindly 
make their excuses to Mrs. Arnold Knox. 

“Can’t you come yourself, madame?” asked Sam, politely. 
“If Aunt Jenkins is asleep, and means to keep asleep till bod- 
time, she can’t want you:” 

“ I could not think of leaving her,” objected madame. She 
looks for me the moment she wakes.” 

So Sam, I say, brought back the message. Putting himself 
into Ins evening-coat, he came into the room while tea was 
going on, and delivered madame’s excuses to Janet as distinctly 
as the rattle of cups and saucers allowed. You should have 
seen Cattledon that evening -—in a grey silk gown that stood on 
end, a gold necklace, and dgi,ncing shoes. 

“This is the second soire'e this week that Lady Jenkins has 
faded to appear at,” spoke Mrs. Knox— not Janet— in a resent- 
ful tone. “ My firm opinion is that Madame St. Vincent keeps 
her away.” ^ 

“Keeps her away,” cried Arnold. “Why should she do 
that f 


WeU, yes; gives way to her fads and fancies about bein- 
ill, instead of rousmg her out of them. As to loliy she does it ” 
continued Mrs. Knox, “I suppose she is beginning to grow 
neiTous about her. As if an innocent, quiet soiree could hurt 
liady J eKkms ’ ” 


Johnny,” whispered «am, suDsiciing into the backorcund 
after delivering his message, “ may I never stir again if I didn’t 
see Oollinson hiding in aunt’s garden ’ ” 0 

“Hiding in your aunt’s garden ! ” I e'xclaimed. “What was 
he doing that for ? ” 

“Goodness knows Did you ever notice a big bay-tree that 
you pass on the left, between the door and the gate 2 Well he 
was standing behind it. I came out of the house at a doubk 
quick pace knowing 1 should be late for the soiree, cleared the 
steps at a leap, and the path to the gate at another. Too quick 
1 suppose, for Collinson He was bending forward to look at 
the parlour windows, and drew back as I passed. * 
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*■ l)id you speak, Sam ’ ” 

“No, I came flying on, taking no notice. 1 dare say he 
tliinks I did not see him. One does not like, you know, to 
speak to a man who evidently wants to avoid you. But now — I 
wonder what he ivas doing there continued Sam, reflectively. 
“Watching Madame St. Vincent, I should say, through the lace 
curtains. ’’ 

“ But for what purpose ^ ” 

“ I can’t even imagine. There he was.” 

To my mind this sounded curious. But that Mina Knox was 
before my eyes — just at the moment listening to the whispers of 
Dan Jenkins—I should have thought the captain was looking 
after her. Or, rather, '}iot listening to Dan Mina had a pained, 
restless look on her face, not in the least natural to it, and kept 
her head turned away. And the more Dan whispered, the more 
she turned it from him. 

“ Here he IS, Sam.” 

Sam looked round at my words, and saw Captain Collinson, 
then coming in He was got up to perfection as usual, and wore 
a white rose in his button-hole His purple-black hair, beard, 
whiskers and moustache were grand ; his voice had its ordinary 
fashionable drawl. I saw Tod — at the opposite side of the room — 
cease talking with old Tamlyn, to fix his keen eyes on the captain. 

“Very sorry to be so late,” apologized the captain, bowing 
over Janet’s hand. “ Been detained at home writing letters for 
India. Overland mail goes out to-morrow night.” 

Sam gave me a knock with his elbow. “What a coilfounded 
story 1” he whispered. “Wonder what the gallant captain 
Jjneans, Johnny ! Wonder what game he is up to ? ” 

> It was, I dare say, nearly an hour after this that I came across 
Tod. He was standing •against the wall, laughing slightly to 
himself, evidently in some glee. Captain Collinson was at the 
piano opposite, his back to us, turning over the leaves for 
Caroline Parker, who was singing. 

“ What are you amused at, Tod ? ” 

“ At you, lad. Thinking what a muff you are.” 

“I always am a muff, I know. But why am I one just novr 
in particular r’ 

“ For not knowing that man,” nodding towards Collinson. I 
Jobuny Ludlow.— III. ^ 28 
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thought I recognized him as he came in ; felt sure of him when 
I heard him speak. Men may disguise their faces almost at 
will ; but not their voices, Johnny.” 

“ Why, who IS he ? ” I asked in surprise. 

“I’ll Cell you when we are alone. I should have known him 
had we met amid the Hottentots. I thought he was over in 
Australia ; knew he went there.” 

“But — IS he not Captain Collinson ? ” 

Tod laughed. “Just as much as I am, Johnny. Of course 
he may have assumed the name of Collinson in place of liis own : 
if so, nobody has a right, I take it, to say him nay But, as to 
his being a captain in the Bengal Cavalry — well, I don’t think 
he is. ” 

“ And you say I know him ! ” 

“I say you ought to—but for being a muff. I suppose it is 
the hair he is adorned with4}hat has thrown you off the scent.” 

“But, where have I seen him, Tod ? Who ” 

“Hush, lad. We may be overheard.” 

As a general rule, all the guests at these soirees left together. 
They did so to-night. The last to file out at the door were the 
Hampshires, with Mrs. Knox, her daughter, and Miss Mack— 
for Janet had made a point of inviting poor hard-worked, put- 
upon Macky. Both families lived in the London Road, and 
would go home in company. Dan had meant to escort Mina, 
but she pointedly told him he was not wanted, and took the 
offered arm of Captain Collinson. Cpon which, Dan turned back 
in a huff? Sam laughed at that, and ran after them himself. 

How long a time had elapsed afterwards, I hardly know. 
Perhaps half-an-hour ; perhaps not so much. We had not 
parted for the night • in fact, Mr. Tamlyn and Tod were still 
over the ga-me at chess they had begun since supper; which 
game seemed in no mood to be finished. I watched it : Dr. 
Knox and Miss Cattledon stood talking over the fire ; while 
Janet, ever an active housekeeper, was in the supper-room, 
helping the maids to clear the table. In the midst of this, 
Charlotte Knox came back, rushing into the room in a state of 
intense excitement, with the news that Mina and Captain 
Collinson were eloping together. 

The account she gave was^this— though just at first nothing 
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clear could be made out of her. Upon starting, tlie Hampshires, 
Mrs. Knox, and Miss Mack went on in front ; Captain CoUinson 
and Mina walked next, and Charlotte fell behind with Sam. 
Fell very much behind, as it appeared ; for when people are 
talking of what interests them, their steps are apt to linger ; and 
Sam was telling her of having seen Captain Collinson behind the 
bay-tree. It was a beautiful night, ’warm and pleasant. 

Charlotte and Sam let the captain and Mina get pretty nearly 
the length of a street before them ; and they, in their turn, were 
as much behind the party in advance. Suddenly Sam exclaimed 
hhat the captain was taking the wrong way. His good eyes had 
discerned that, instead of keeping straight on, which was the 
proper (and only) route to the London Hoad, he and Mina had 
turned down the lane leadmg to the railway-station. ‘‘Halloa ! ” 
he exclaimed to Charlotte, “what’s that for ” “ They must be 

dreaming,” was Charlotte’s laughing reply: “or, perhaps the 
captain wants to take an excursion by a night-train ! ” Whether 
anything m the last remark, spoken in jest, struck particularly 
on the mind of Sam, Charlotte did not know : away he started 
as if he had been shot, Charlotte running after him in curiosity. 
Arrived at the lane, Sam saw the other two flying along, just as 
if they wanted to catch a tram and had not a minute to do it in. 
Onward went Sam’s long legs in pursuit ; but the captain’s legs 
w^ere long also, and he was pulling Mina with him : altogether 
Sam did not gain much upon them. The half-past eleven o’clock 
train was then gliding into the station, where it was timed to 
halt two minutes. The captain and Mina dashed Sn to the 
^platform^ and, when Sam got up, he was putting her into the 
nearest carriage. Such was Charlotte’s statement : and her eyes 
looked wild, and her breath was laboured as she made it. 

“Have they gom ‘^ — gone on by the tram ? ” questioned Dr. 
Knox, who seemed unnaturally calm. 

“Goodness, no'” panted the excited Charlotte “Sam 
managed to get his arm round Mina’s waist, and the captain 
could not pull her away from him. It was a regular struggle on 
the platform, Arnold. I appealed to the station-master,* who- 
stood by, I told him it was my sister, and that she was being 
kidnapped against her will ; Sam also appealed to him. So he 
gave the signal when the time ivaS up, and let the train go on.” 
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‘‘Not against her will, I fear,” spoke Arnold Knox ffom 
hfetween his condemning lips. “ Where are they now, Lotty ? ” 

“On the platform, quarrelling; and still struggling which 
shall keeg possession of Mina. I came running here to fetch 
you, Arnold, and I believe I shall never get my breath 
again. ” 

With one accord we all, Cattledon excepted, set off to the 
station ; even old Tamlyn proved he had some go in his legs yet. 
Tod reached it first : few young men could come up to him at 
running. 

Sam Jenkins had exchanged his hold of Mina for a hold on 
Captain Collinson. The two were struggling together ; but Sam’s 
grasp was firm, and he held him as m a vice. “No, no,” he 
was saying, “you don’t escape me, captain, until some one comes 
here to take charge of Mina.” As to Mina, little simpleton, she 
cowered in the shade of the Corner, shivering and crying The 
station-master and the two night-porters stood about, gaping and 
staring. 

Tod put his hand on the captain’s shoulder ; his other hand 
momentarily holding back Dr. Knox. “Since when have you 
been Captain Collmson,” he quietly asked. 

The captain turned his angry eyes upon him. “What is 
that to you?” he retorted. “I am Captain Collinson ; that is 
enough for you.” 

“ Enough for me, and welcome. Not enough, as I judge, for 
this gentleman here,” indicating the doctor. “ When I knew 
you your name was not Collinson.’' 

“ How dare you insult me ? ” hissed the captain. “ My name 
not Collinson 1 ” ^ 

“Not at all!” was Tod’s equable answer. “It used to be 
Fabun Pell.” 


n. 

The liistory of the Clement-Pells and their downfall was given 
in the First Series of these stories, and the reader can have no 
difficulty in recalling Fabian to his memory. There are.iimes, 
even to this day, when it seep>s to mq, that I must have been a 
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muff, as Tod said, not to know him. But, some years had 
elapsed since I saw him ; and those years, with their ill-fortune^ 
and exposure, and the hard life he had led in Australia, had 
served to change him greatly ; above all, there was now the 
mass of hair disguising the greater part of his face. •Bit by bit 
my recollection came to me, and I knew that he was, beyond 
all shadow of doubt, Eabian Pell. 

How long we sat up that night at Mr. Tamlyn’s, talking over 
its events, I cannot precisely tell. For quite the half of what 
was left of it. Mina, brought to his own home by Arnold for 
safety, was consigned to Cattledon’s charge and bed, and retired 
to the latter in a state of humiliation and collapse. 

The scene on the platform had soon come to a conclusion. 
With the security of Mina assured by 'the presence of her brother 
and the rest of us, Sam let go his hold of the captain. It had 
been a nice little plot this, that the captain had set on foot in 
secret, and persuaded that silly girl, not much better than a 
child, to accede to. They were to have run away to London 
that night, and been married there the next day ; the captain, 
as was found out later, having already managed to procure a 
licence. You see, if Mma became his wife without any settle- 
ment, her money at once lapsed to him and he could do what he 
would with it. How, as Captain Collinson, he would have braved 
the matter out to Dr. Knox that night, and excused himself for 
his treachery, he best knew. Tod checkmated him by proclaim- 
ing him as Fabian Pell. A lame attempt at denial, which Tod, 
secure in his assertion, laughed at ; a little bravado, ^id Captain 
Collinson collapsed. Against the truth — that he was Fabian 
Pell — brought home to him so suddenly and clearly, he could not 
hold out ; the man’s hardihood deserted him ; and he turned 
tail and went off the platform, calling back that Mr. Todhetley 
should hear from him in the morning. 

We came away then, bringing Mina. Sam went to escort 
Charlotte home, where they would have the pleasure of impart- 
ing the news to Mrs. Knox, who probably by that time was 
thinking that Lotty had eloped as well as Mina. And now we 
were sitting round the fire in old Tamlyn’s room, discussing 
ivhat had happened. Sam came back in the midst of it. Arnold 
p-as down in the mouth, and no*mistake. 
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‘‘Did you see Mrs. Knox ? ” he asked of Sam. 

“ Not to speak to, sir. I saw her through the kitchen window. 
She was spreading bread-and-jam for Dicky, who had come 
down in his night-gown and would not be coaxed back to bed,” 

“Wha€^ an injudicious woman she is!” put in old Tamlyn. 
“Enough to ruin the boy.” 

Perhaps Dr. Knox was thinking, as he sat there, his hand 
pressed upon his brow, that if she had been a less injudicious 
woman, a different mother altogether, Mina might not have 
been in danger of falling into the present escapade : but he said 
nothing. 

“I remember hearing of the notorious break-up of the 
Clement-Pells at the time it took place,” observed old Tamlyu 
to Tod. “And to think that this man should bo one of them ! ” 

“He must carry his impudence about with him,” was TotTs 
remark. 

“ They ruined hundreds of poor men and women, if nob 
thousands,” continued old Tamlyn. “I conclude your people 
knew all about it ? ” 

“Indeed, yes. We were in the midst of it. My father lost 
— ^how much was it, Johnny? ” 

“Two hundred pounds,” I answered; the question bringing 
vividly back to me our adventures in Boulogne, when the pater 
and Mr, Brandon went over there to try to get the money back. 

“I suppose,” resumed the surgeon, “your father had that 
much balance lying m their hands, and lost it all ? ” 

“No,” said Tod, “ he did not bank with them. A day or two 
before Clement-Pell burst up, he drove to our house as bold as 
brass, asking my Jather in the most off-hand manner to let him 
have a cheque for two hundred pounds until the next day. The 
Squire did let him have it, without scruple, and of course lost it. 
He would have let him have two thousand had Pell asked for it. ” 

“But that was a fraud. Pell might have been punished 
for it.” 

“I don’t know that it was so much a fraud as many other 
things^ Pell did, and might have been punished for,” observed 
Tod. “At any rate, not as great a one. He escaped out of the 
way, as I dare say you know, sir, and his family escaped, with 
him. It was hard on them. They ha(I been brought up in the 
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greatest possible extravagance, in all kinds of luxury. This 
one, Fabian, was in the army. He, of course, had to retire.*^ 
His own debts would have forced that step upon him, apart 
from the family disgrace.” 

Did he re-enter it, I wonder.” 

Tod laughed.. J should say not. He went to Australia. 
Not above a year ago I heard that he was still there. He must 
have come back here fortune-hunting ; 5?*emMiuntmg ; and 
passed liimseK off as Captain Collinson the better to do it. Miss 
Mina Knox’s seven thousand pounds was a prize to tight for.” 

That’s it 1 ” cried Sam. “Dan has said all along it was the 
money he was after, dishonourable wretch, not Mina herself. 
He cares too much for Madame St. Vincent to care for Mma : 
at least we think so. How did he get the funds, I wonder, that 
ho has been flourishing about upon ^ ” 

‘‘ Won them at billiards,” sugge^ed Tod. 

“No,” said Sam, “I don’t think that. By all accounts he 
lost more than he won in the billiard-rooms.” 

Dr. Knox looked up from a reverie. “Was it himself that 
Major Lockie saw — and did he pass himself off as another man 
to escape detection? Did he go off for the remainder of the 
week lest the major should look him up again? ” 

And we knew it must have been so 

Little sleep did I get that night, or, rather, morning, for the 
small hours had struck when we went to bed. The association 
of ideas is a great thing in this world ; a help in^ many an 
emergency. This association led me from Fabian Pell to his 
^istprs : and the mysterious memory of Madame St, Vincent that 
had so puzzled my mind cleared itself up. As f^iough a veil had 
been withdrawn from njy eyes, leaving the recollection unclouded 
and distinct, I saw she was one of those sisters : the eldest of 
them, Martha Jane. And, let not the reader call me a muff, as 
Tod again did later, for not having found her out before. When 
I knew her she W'as an angular, raw-boned girl, with rather a 
haggard and very pale face, and nothing to say for herself. 
Now she was a fillcd-out woman, her face round, her colour 
healthy, and one of the most self-possessed talkers I ever 
listencil to. In the old days her hair was reddish and fell in 
curls : now it was dark, ^id worn in braids and plaits fashion-* 
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ably incomprehensible. Whether tlie intervening years had 
darkened the hair, or whether madame cunningly dyed it, must 
remain a question. 

Dan Jenkins and his brother were right. They no doubt had 
seen loo^s of anxious interest given to Madame St. Vincent by 
Captain Collinson. Not as a lover, however ; they were mis- 
taken there ; but as a brother who was living in a state of peril, 
and whom she was doubtless protecting and trying to aid. But 
how far had her aid gone ^ That she kept up the ball, as to his 
being Captain Collinson, the rich, honourable, and well-con- 
nected Indian officer, went without saying, as the French have 
it ,* and no one could expect her to proclaim him as Fabian Pell, 
the swindler ; but had she been helping him in his schemes upon 
Mina^ As to her display of formal coolness to him, it must 
have been put on to mislead the public. 

And what was I to do ? ' Must I quietly bury my discovery 
within me and say nothing? or must I tell Dr. Knox that 
Madame St. Vincent was no other than Martha Jane Pell ? 
What ought I to do ? It was that question that kept me awake. 
Never liking to do harm where I could not do good, I asked 
myself whether I had any right to ruin her. It might be that 
she was not able to help herself ; that she had done no worse 
than keep Fabian’s secret : it might be that she had wanted him 
gone just as much as Dan Jenkins had wanted it. 

I’ll tell Tod in the morning,” was my final conclusion, and 
hear what he thinks.” 

f* 

When I got downstairs they were beginning breakfast, and 
Miss Catfcledon was turning from the table to carry up Mina’s 
tea. Mina remained in the depths of tears and contrition, and 
Cattledon had graciously told her she might lie in bed. Break- 
fast was taken very late that morning, the result of the previous 
night’s disturbance, and the clock was striking ten when we rose 
from it. 

“ Tod, I want to speak to you,” I said in his ear. ‘‘I want to 
tell you something.” 

“ All right, lad. Tell away.” 

Not here. Won’t you come out with me somewhere ? We 
must be elone.” ^ 

“Then it must wait, Johnny. I- am going ronu4 to t}jtt 
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stables with Tamlyn. He wishes me to see the horse they have 
got on trial. By the description, I don’t think much of him : 
should give him a pretty long trial before I bought him.” 

They went out. Not long after that, I was strolling across 
the court-yard with Sam J enkins, who had been despatched on 
some professional errand, when we saw Sir Henry Westmorland 
ride up and rein in his horse. He asked for Dr. Knox. Sam 
went back to the house to say so, while Sir Henry talked to me. 

“Look here,” said Sir Henry to the doctor, after they had 
shaken hands, “ I have had a curious letter from Major Leckie 
this morning. At least ” — taking the letter from his pocket and 
opening it — “it contains an odd bit of news. He says — where 
is it stand still, sir,” — to the horse. “Here it is ; just listen, 
doctor. ‘Dr. Knox must have made a mistake in saying 
Collinson was at Lefford. Collinson is in India ; has not been 
home at all. I have had a letter from him by the overland mail 
just in, asking me to do a commission for him. Tell Dr. Knox 
this. If the man he spoke of is passing himself off for Collinson 
of ours, he must be an impostor.’ What do you think of that, 
doctor^” concluded Sir Henry, folding the letter again.” 

“He is an impostor,” replied Dr. Knox. “We found him 
out last night. ” 

‘ ‘ What a rogue ! Has he been taking people in — fleecing 
them 1 ” 

“He has taken us all in, Sir Henry, in one sense of the 
word ; he was on the point of doing it more effectuall;^ when he 
was stopped. As to fleecing people, I don’t know about that. 
He seems to have had plenty of money at his command — whence 
obtained is another question.” 

“Cheated some one out of it ; rely upon that,” remarked the 
baronet, as he nodded a good-day to us, and rode off. 

Mina was downstairs when we returned indoors. Anything 
more pitiful than her state of contrition and distress I should 
not cai'e to see. No doubt the discovery, just made, tended to 
strengthen her repentance. In a silly girl’s mind some romance 
might attach to the notion of an elopement with a gallant captain 
of consideration, brave in Her Majesty’s service ; but to elope 
with JVIr. Fabian Pell, the chevalier d’industric^ jhab quite 
onotluir affair. Mina inilcl in temperament,- gentle ip 
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manners, yefc she might have flown at the cx-captain’s face with 
sharp nails, had he come in her way. 

“I did not really like him,” she sobbed forth : and there was 
no doubt that she spoke truth. “But they were always on at 
me, persuading me ; they never let me alone ” 

“Who persuaded you, my dear ? ” asked Janet. 

“ He did. He was for ever meeting me in private, and urging 
me. I could not go out for a walk, or just cross the garden, or 
run into the next door, but he would be there. Madame St. 
Vincent persuaded me. She did not say to me, in words, ‘ you 
had better do as he asks you and run away,’ but all her counsels 
tended towards it. She would say to me how happy his wife 
would be ; what a fine position it was for any young lady lucky 
enough to be chosen by him ; and that all the world thouglit me 
old enough to marry, though Arnold did not, and for that reason 
Arnold would do his best to*prcvcnt it. And so—and so ” 

“And so they persuaded you against your better judgment,” 
added Janet pityingly, as Mina broke down in a burst of tears. 

“There, child, take this, and don’t cry your eyes out,” inter- ^ 
posed Cattledon, bringing in a boaten-up egg. 

Cattledon was coming out uncommonly strong in the way of 
compassion, all her tartiiess gone. She certainly did not look 
with an eye of favour on elopements ; but she was ready to take 
up Mina’s cause against the man who had deceived her. Cattle- 
don hated the Pells : for Cattledon had been done out of fifty 
pounds at the time of old Pell’s failure, money she had rashly 
entrusted to him. She could not very well aftbrd to lose it, and 
she had been bitter on the Pells, one and all, ever since. 

That morning was destined to be one of elucidation. Mr.^ 
Tamlyn was in the surgery, saying a Jast word to Dr. Knox 
before the latter went out to visit his patients, when Letbice 
Lane marched in. She looked so fresh and innocent that three 
parts of Tamlyn’s suspicions of her melted away. 

“ Anything amiss at home ? ” asked he. 

“No, sir,” replied Lettice, “ I have only brought this note ” 
— hahding one in. “Madame St. Vincent told the butler to 
bring it ; but his pains are worse this morning ; and, as I chanced 
to be co^ng out at the moment, he asked me to leave 4fc here 
for him.” 
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Wait an instant,” said Mr. Tamlyn, as he opened the note. 

It contained nothing of consequence. Madame St. Tincent 
had written to say that Lady Jenkins was pretty well, but had 
finished her medicine : perhaps Mr. Tamlyn would send her 
some more. Old Tamlyn’s injunction to wait an insf^nt had 
been given in consequence of a sudden resolution he had then 
come to (as he phrased it in his mind), to tackle ” Lettice. 

'^Lettice Lane,” he began, winking at Dr. Knox, ‘^your 
mistress’s state is giving us concern. She seems to be always 
sleeping.” 

She is nearly always dozing off, sir,” replied Lettice, her 
tone and looks open and honest as the day. 

“Ay. I can’t quite come to the bottom of it,” returned old 
Tamlyn, making believe to be confidential. “ To me, it looks 
just as though she took — took opiates.” 

“ Opiates, sir repeated Lettice, -^xs if she hardly understood 
the word : while Dr. Knox, behind the desk, was glancing keenly 
at her from underneath his compressed eyebrows. 

“Opium. Laudanum.” 

Lettice shook her head. “No, sir, my mistress does not take 
anything of that sort, I am sure ; we have nothing of the kind 
in the house. But Madame St. Vincent is for ever dosing her 
with braiidy-and water. ” 

“ What ? ” shouted old Tamlyn. 

“I have said a long while, sir, that I thought you ought to 
know it ; I’ve said so to the housemaid, ’I don’t believe an hour 
hardly passes, day or night, but madame administers % her a 
of brandy-and-water. Half a wine-glass, maybe, or a full 
»T\^ine-glass, as the case may hapx>en ; and sometimes I know it’s 
pretty strong.” 

“ That’s it,” said Dr. Iinox quietly : and a curious smile crossed 
his face. 

Mr. Tamlyn sat down on the stool in constcrnfition. “ Brandy- 
and-water ! ” ho repeated, more than once. “ Perpetually dosed 
with brandy-and-water 1 And now, Lettice Lane, how is it you 
have not come hero before to tell me of this 

“I did not come to tell you now, sir,” rctjLirned Lettice. 
“Madji^ne St. Ahncent says that Lady Jenkins ne^nl^jt * she 
seems to give it her for her good, * It is only lately that I have 
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doubted whether it can be right. I have not liked to say any- 
thing : servants don’t care to interfere. Ten times a-day she 
will give her these drops of cold brandy-and- water . and I know 
she gets up for the same purpose once or twice in the night.” 

‘‘DoSs Lady Jenkins take it without remonstrance T’ asked 
Dr. KnoXj speaking for the first time. 

“She does, sir, now. At first she did not. Many a time I 
have heard my lady say, ^ Do you think so much brandy can be 
good for me, Patty ^ I feel so dull after it,” and Madame St. 
Vincent has replied, that it is the only thing that can get her 
strength back and bring her round ” 

“ The jade ' ” spoke Dr. Knox, between his teeth. “And to 
assure us both that all the old lady took was a drop of it weak 
twice a-day at her meals ! Lettice Lane,” he added aloud, and 
there was a great sternness in his tone, “you are to blame for 
not having spoken of this. • A little longer silence, and it might 
have cost your mistress her life.” And Lettice went out in 
contrition. 

“What can the woman’s motive be, for thus dosing her into- 
stupidity ? ” spoke the one doctor to the other when they were 
shut in together. 

“ Thai, : the dosing her into it,” said Dr. Knox. 

“But the motive, Arnold ?— the reason ? She must have had 
a motive.” 

“ That remains to be found out.” 

It turned out to be too true. The culprit was Madame St. 
Vincent. She had been administering these constant doses of 
brandy-and- water for months. Not giving enough at a time to, 
put Lady Jenkins into a state of intoxication ; only to reduce^ 
her to a chronic state of semi-stupidity. 

Tod called me, as^I tell you, a muff: first for not knowing 
Madame St. Vincent ; and next for thinking to screen her. Of 
course this revelation of Lettice Lane’s had put a new complexion 
upon things. I left the matter with Tod, and he told the doctors 
at once : Madame St. Vincent was, or used to be, Martha Jane 
Peir, own sister to Captain Collipson the false. 
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Quietly knocking at the door of Jenkins House this same sunny 
morning went three gentlemen . old Tamlyn, Mr Lawreisce, and 
Joseph Todhetley. Mr. Lawrence was a magistrate and ex- 
mayor; he had preceded the late Sir Daniel Jenkins in the civic 
chair, and was intimate with him as a brother. Just as old 
Tamlyn tackled Lettice, so they were now about to tackle 
Madame St. Vincent on the score of the brandy-and- water ; and 
they had deemed it advisable to take Tod with them. 

Lady Jenkins was better than usual ; rather less stupid. She 
was seated with madame in the cheerful garden-room, its glass- 
doors standing open to the sunshine and the flowers. The visitors 
were cordially received ; it was supposed they had only come to 
pay a morning visit. Madame St. yincent sat behind a table 
in the corner, writing notes of invitation for a soiree, to be held 
that day week. Tod, who had his wits about him, went straight 
- up to her. It must be remembered that they had not yet met. 

“ Ah ! how are you ” cried he, holding out his hand. ‘‘ Sur- 
prised to see you here.” And she turned white, and stared, 
uncertain how to take his words, or whether he had really 
recognized her, and bowed stiffly as to a stranger, and never put 
out her own hand m answer. 

I cannot tell you much about the interview : Tod’s account to 
me was not very clear. Lady Jenkins began talking about 
Captain CoUinson— that he had turned out to be some rftiworthy 
iRan of the name of Pell, and had endeavoured to kidnap poor 
^ittle Mina. Charlotte Knox imparted the news to her that 
morning, in defiance of Madame St. Yincent, who had tried to 
prevent her. Madame "^ad said it must be altogether some 
mistake, and that no doubt Captain Collmson would be able to 
explain : but she, Lady Jenkins, did not know. After that 
there was a pause ; Lady J enkins shut her eyes, and madame 
went on writing her notes. 

It was old Tamlyn who opened the ball. He drew his cbair 
nearer the old lady, and spoke out without circumlocution. 

‘‘ What is this that we hear about your taking so much 
brandy-and-water ? ’ 
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'' Lh ? ” cried ilic old lady, opening her eyes. Madame paused 
in her writing, and looked up. Tamlyn waited for an answer. 

‘‘ Lady Jenkins does not take much brandy-and- water,’’ cried 
niadame. 

ain speaking to Lady Jenkins, madanie,” returned old 
Tamlyn, severely : ‘‘be so kind as not to interfere. My dear 
lady, listen to me'”— taking her hand ; “lam come here with your 
life-long old friend, William Lawrence, to talk to you. We 
have reason to believe that you continually take, and have 
taken for some time past, small doses of brandy-and-water. Is 
it so?” 

“ Patty gives it me,” cried Lady Jenkins, looking first at them 
and then at Patty, in a helpless sort of manner. 

“Just so : we know she does. But, are you aware that 
brandy-and-water, taken in this way, is so much poison ? ” 

“ Tell them, Patty, that you give it me for my good,” said the 
poor lady, in affectionate appeal. 

“Yes, it is for your good, dear Lady Jenkins,” resentfully 
affirmed Madame St. Vincent, regarding the company with flash- ^ 
ing eyes. “Does any one dare to suppose that I should give 
Lady Jenkins sufficient to hurt her ? I may be allowed, I pre- 
sume, as her ladyship’s close companion, constantly watching 
her, to be the best judge of what is proper for her to take.” 

Well, a shindy ensued — as Tod called it— all of them talking 
altogether, except himself and poor Lady Jenkins : and madame 
defying every one and everything. They told her that she could 
no long^ be trusted with Lady J enkins ; that she must leave 
the house that day ; and when madame defied this with a double- 
defiance, the ij^iagistrate intimated that he had come up to^ 
enforce the measure, if necessary, and he meant to stay there 
until she was gone. * 

She saw it was serious then, and the defiant tone changed. 

“ What I have given Lady Jenkins has been for her good,” she 
said; “to do her good. But for being supported by a little 
brandy-and-water, the system could never have held out after 
that* serious^ attack she had in Boulogne. I have prolonged 
her life.” 

“ No^^adame, you ha\^e been doing your best to shorten her 
life,” corrje^ted old Tamlyn. ' “A little brandy-and-water, as 
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you term it, might have been good for hei^ while she was re- 
covering her strength, but you have gone beyond the little ; you 
have nu'-de her life a constant lethargy , you would shortly have 
killed her. What your motive was, Heaven knows. ” 

My motive was a kind one,” flashed madame. “ Owt of this 
house I will not go.” 

So, upon that, they played their trump card, and informed 
Lady Jenkins, who was crying softly, that this lady was the 
sister of the impostor, Collinson. The very helplessness, the 
utter docility to which the treatment had reduced her, prevented 
her expressing (and most probably feeling) any dissent. She 
yielded passively to all, like a child, and told Patty that she 
must go, as her old friends said so. 

A bitter pill for madame to take. But she could not help 
“herself. 

You will be as well as ever in a Jittle time,” Tamlyn said to 
Lady Jenkins. ‘‘You would have died, had this gone on : it 
must have induced some malady or other from which you could 
^not have rallied.” 

Madame St. Vincent wont out of the house that afternoon, 
and Cattledon entered it. She had oflered herself to Lady 
Jenkins for a few days in the emergency. 

It was, perhaps, curious that I should meet Madame St. 
Vincent before she left the town. Janet was in trouble over a 
basket of butter and fowls that had been sent her by one of the 
country patients, and of which the railway people denied the 
arrival. I went again to the station in the afterno(^ to see 
whether they had news of it : and there, seated on the platform 
bench, her boxes around her, and waiting for tlm London train, 
was madame. 

I showed myself as Aspectful to her as ever, for you can’t 
humiliate fallen people to their faces, telling her, in the 
pleasantest way I could, that I was sorry things had turned 
out so. The tone seemed to tell upon her, and she burst into 
tears. I never saw a woman so subdued in the space of a few 
hours. 

“I have been treated shamefully, Johnny Ludlow,” she said, 
gulping down her sobs. ‘‘Day and night for the past nine 
months* have I been about Lady Jenkins, w^earing out in 
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attendance on her. The poor old lady had learnt io lov6 ttld 
and to depend upon me. 1 was like a daughter to her.” 

I dare say,” I answered, conveniently ignoring the dosing. 

*^And what I gave her, I gave her for the best,” went on 
madame? ** It teas for the best. People seventy years old need 
it. Their nerves and system require soothing : to induce sleep 
now and then is a boon to them. It was a boon to her, poor 
old thing. And this is my recompense ! — turned from the house 
like a dog ! ” 

^‘It does seem hard.” 

Seem ! It is hard. I have had nothing but hardships all 
my life,” she continued, lifting her veil to wipe away the tears. 
“Where I am to go now, or how make a living, I know not. 
They told me I need not apply to Lady J enkins for references : 
and ladies won’t engage a companion who has none ” 

“ Is your husband really dead *1^ ” I ventured to ask. 

“My poor husband is really dead, Johnny Ludlow— I don’t 
know why you should imply a doubt of it. He left me nothing : 
he had nothing to leave. He was only a master in the college 
at Brdtage— a place in the South of France—and he died, I 
verily believe, of poor living. We had not been married twelve 
months. I had a little baby, and that died. Oh, I assure you 
I have had my troubles.” 

“How are— Mr. and Mrs. Clement-Pell?” I next asked, with 
hesitation. “And Conny ?— and the rest of them ” 

“Oh, they were well when I last heard,” she answered, 
slightmgfy. “ I don’t hear often. Foreign postage is expensive. 
Conny was to have come here shortly on a visit.” 

“ Where is G^sty ? Is ” 

“I know nothing at all about my brothers,” she interrupted 
sharply. “And this, I suppose, is* my train. Good-bye, 
Johnny Ludlow ; you and I at least can pai-t friends. You are 
always kind. I wish the world was like you.” 

I saw her into the carriage — ^first-class — -and her boxes into 
the van. And thus she disappeared from Lefibrd. And her 
brother, “ Captain Collinson,” as we found later, had taken his 
departure for London by an early morning train, telling little 
Pink, his landlord, as he paid his week’s rent, that he was going 
up to a levee. * 
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It was found that the rumour of his engagement to Miss 
Belmont was altogether untrue. Miss Belmont was rather 
indignant about it, freely saying that she was ten years his 
senior. Ho had never hinted at such a thing to her, and she 
should have stopped him if he had. We concluded that the 
report had been set afloat by himself, to take attention from his 
pursuit of Mina Knox. 

Madame St. Vincent had feathered her nest. As the days 
wont on, and Lady Jenkins grew clearer, better able to see a 
little into matters, she could not at all account for the money 
that had been drawn from the bank. Cheque after cheque had 
been iiresented and cashed ; and not one-tenth of the money 
could have been spent upon home expenses. Lady Jenkins had 
been always signing cheques ; she remembered that much ; never 
so much as asking, in her loss of will, what they were needed 
for. ^‘I want a cheque to-day, dear Lady Jenkins,” her com- 
panion would say, producing the cheque-book from her desk ; 
and Lady Jenkins would docilely sign it. That a great portion 
--of the x)roceeds had found their way to Mr. Fabian Pell was 
looked upon as a certainty. 

And to obtaining this money might be traced the motive for 
dosing Lady Jenkins. Once let her intellecti oecome clear, her 
will reassert itself, and the game would be stopped. Madame 
St. Vincent had also another scheme in her head — for the past 
month or two she had been trying to persuade Lady J enkins to 
make a codicil to her will, leaving her a few thousand^pounds. 
Lady Jenkins might have fallen blindly into that ; but they had 
^ot as yet been able to agree upon the details : Madame St. 
i^Vincent urging that a la^vyer should be called in feom a distance ; 
Lady Jenkins clinging to old Belford. That this codicil would 
have been made in time, and by the remote lawyer, there existed 
no doubt whatever. 

Ah, well : it was a deep-laid plot altogether. And my visit to 
Lefford, with Tod’s later one, had served, under Heaven, to 
frustrate it. 

Lady Jenkins grew rapidly better, now that she was no longer 
drugged. In a few days she was herself again. Qjattledon came 
out amazingly strong in the way of care and kindne.‘^,#«Hid was 
gracious to eyery one, even^to Lettice. 

Jolinnv Linllow.— IIT. 29 
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‘^She always forbade me to say that I took the l')randy-an(l“ 
water,” Lady Jenkins said to me one day when I was sitting 
with her under the laburnum tree on her lawn, talking of the 
past, heiv bright green silk dress and pink cap ribbons glistening 
in the sun. She made my will hers. In other respects she 
was as kind as she could be to me.” 

^‘That must have been part of her plan,” I answered. ^‘It 
was the great kindness that won you to her. After that, she 
took care that you should have no will of your own. ” 

And the poor thing might have been so happy with me had 
she only chosen to be straightforward, and not try to play tricks ! 
I gave her a handsome salary, and new gowns besides ; and 1 
don’t suppose I should have forgotten her at my death.” 

‘‘Well, it is all over, dear Lady Jenkins, and you will be just 
as well and brisk as you used to be.” 

“Not quite that; Johnny,” she said, shaking her head ; “I 
cannot expect that. At seventy, grim old age is laying its hand 
upon us. What we need then, my dear,” she added, turning 
her kindly blue eyes upon me, in which the tears were gathering, 
“is to go to the mill to be ground young again. And that is a 
mill that does not exist in this world.” 

“Ah no ! ” 

“ I thank God for the mercy He has shown me,” she continued, 
the tears overflowing. “ 1 might have gone to the grave in the 
half-witted state to which I was reduced. And, Johnny, I often 
wonder, #s I lie awake at night thinking, whether I should have 
been held responsible for it.” 

The first use Lady Jenkins made of her liberty was to invite 
all her relation's, the young nephews and nieces, up to dinner, 
as she used to do. Madame St. Yincen^ had set her face against 
these family entertainments, and they had fallen through. The 
ex-mayor, William Lawrence, and his good old wife, made part of 
the company, as did Dr. Knox and Janet. Lady Jenkins beamed 
on them once more from her place at the head of the table, and 
Tamlyn sat at the foot and served the big plum-pudding. 

“Never more, I trust, shall I be estranged from you, my 
dears, until it qileases Heaven to bring about the final estrange- 
ment, said to the youi^ people when they were leaving. 
And she gave them all a sovereign a-piece. 
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Cattledon could not remain on for ever. Miss Deveen wanted ^ 
her : so Mina Knox went to stay at Jenkins House, until a suit- 
able lady should be found to replace Madame St. Vincent, 
Upon that, Dan J enkins was taken with an anxious^ solicitude 
for his aunt’s health, and was for ever finding his way up to 
inquire after it. 

'‘You will never care to notice me again, Dan,” Mina said to 
him, with a swelling heart and throat, one day when he was 
tilting himself by her on the arm of the sofa. 

“ Shan’t 1 1 ” I'eturned Dan. 

^‘Oh, I am so ashamed of my folly ; I feel more ashamed of 
it, day by day,” cried Mina, bursting into tears. “I shah 
never, never get over the mortification.” 

‘‘Won’t you ! ” added Dan. 

“And I never liked him much ‘ I think I d?s-liked him. At 
first I did dislike him ; only he Sept saying how fond he was 
of me ; and Madame St. Vincent was always praising him up.- 
And you know he was all the fashion.” 

“Quite so,” assented Dan. 

“Don’t you think it would be almost as well if I were dead, 
Dan — for all the use I am likely to be to any one ” 

“Almost, perhaps ; not quite,” laughed Dan; and he suddenly 
stooped and kissed her. 

That’s all. And now, at the time I write this, Dan Jenkins 
IS a flourishing lawyer at Leflbrd, and Mina is his w^e. Little 
feet patter up and down the staircase and along the passages 
that good old Lady Jenkins used to tread. She treads them 
no more. There was no mill to grind her yt^ung again here ; 
but she is gone to tl:^t better land where such mills are not 
needed. 

Her will was a just one. She left her property to her 
nephews and nieces ; a substantial sum to each. Dan haci 
Jenkins House in addition. But it is no longer Jenkins 
House ; for he had that name taken off the entrance pillars 
forthwith, replacmi;* it by the one that had been there T^elore 
—Rose Bank. 
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How the Squire came to give m to it, was beyond the ken of 
mortal man. Tod turned crusty ; called the young ones all the 
hard names in the dictionary, and said ho should go out for the 
night. But he did not. 

“Just like her ! ” cried he, with a fling at Mrs. Todliotlcy, 
“Always devising some rubl^ish or other to gratify the little 
reptiles ! ” 

The “little reptiles ” applied to the school children at Noi'bh 
Crabb. They generally had a treat at Christmas ; and this year 
Mrs. Todhetley said she would like it to be given by us, at 
. Crabb Cot, if the Squire did not object to stand the evening’s 
uproar. After vowmg for a day that he wouldn’t hear of it, the 
Squire (to our astonishment) gave in, and said they might come. 
It was only the girls : the boys had their treat later on, when 
they could go in for out-of-door sports. After the pater’s con- 
cession, she and the school-mistress, Miss Timmons, were as 
busy plam?ing-out the arrangements as two bees in a honey- 
suckle field. 

The evening fixed upon was the last in the old year™ a Thurs- 
day. And tlie preparations seemed to me to be in full flow from 
the previous Monday. Molly made her ijlum-oakos and loaves 
on the Wednesday; on the Thursday after brcakfiist, her 
mistress went to the kitchen to help her with the pork-pies and 
the tartlets. To judge by the quantity provided, the school 
would require nothing more for a week to come. 

The- Squire went over to Islip on some matter of business, 
taking Tod with^ him. Our children, Hugh and Lena, were 
spending J^e day with the little Letsonis, who would come back 
with them'W the treat ; so w? had the house to ourselves. * The 
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white deal ironing-board under the kitchen window was raised 
on its iron legs ; before it stood Mrs. Todhetley and Molly, buf»-y 
with the mysteries of pastry-making and patty-pan filling. I sat 
on the edge of the board, looking on. The small savoury pies 
were done, and in the act of baking, a tray -load at a Mme ; every 
now and then Molly darted into the back kitchen, where the 
oven was, to look after them. For two days the snow had come 
down thickly ; it was falling still in great flakes ; far and near, 
the landscape showed white and bright. 

“Johnny, if you will persist in eating the jam, I shall have to 
send you away.” 

“Put the jar on the other side then, good mother.” 

“ Ugh 1 Much jam Master Johnny would leave for the tarts, 
let him have his way,” struck in Molly, more crusty than her 
own pastry, when I declare I had only dipped the wrong end of 
the fork in three or four times. JChe jam was not hers. 

“Mind you don’t give the young ones bread-and-scrape, 
Molly,” I retorted, catching sight of no end of butter-pats 
through the open door. At which advice she only threw up her 
head. 

“Who is this, coming np through the snow?” cried th^ 
mater. 

I turned to the window and made it out to be Mrs. Trewin : a 
meek little woman who had seen better days, and tried to get 
her living as a dressmaker since the death of her husband. She 
had not been good for very much since : never seemed quite to 
get over the shock. Going out one morning, as fisual, to his 
duties as an office clerk, he was brought home dead. Killed by 
an accident. It was eighteen months ago now, but Mrs. Trewin 
wore deep mourning still. 

Not standing upon^ceremony down in our country, Mrs. Tod- 
hetley had her brought into the kitchen, going on with the 
tartlets all the same, while she talked. Mrs. Trewin was making 
a frock for Lena, and had come up to say that the trimming ran 
short. The mater told her she was too busy to see to it then, 
and was very sorry she had come through the snow fos such a 
trifle. 

“ ’Twas not much further, ma’am,” was her answer : “I had 
to go out to the school to fetcii home Nettie. 'Ijie path is so 
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slippery, through the boys making slides, that I don’t altogether 
h-Uke to trust the child to go to and fro to school by herself.” 

“ As if Nettie would come to any harm, Mrs. Trewen 1 ” I put 
in. ‘‘If she went down, it would only be a Christmas gambol.” 

“Accidents happen so unexpectedly, sir,” she answered, a 
shadow crossing her sad face. And I was sorry to have said it : 
it had put her in mind of her husband. 

“You are coming up this evening, you know, Mrs. Trewin,” 
said mother. “Don’t be late.” 

“jL is very good of you to have asked me, ma’am,” she 
answered gratefully. “ J said so to Miss Timmens. I’m sure it 
will be something new to have such a treat. Nettie, poor child, 
will enjoy it too. ” 

Molly came banging in with a tray of pork-pies, just out of the 
oven. The mater told Mrs. Trewin to take one, and offered her 
a glass of beer. 

But, instead of eating the pie, she wrapped it in paper to take 
with her home, and declined the beer, lest it should give her a 
headache for the evening. 

So Mrs. Trewin took her departure ; and, under cover of it, I 
helped myself to another of the pork-pies. Weren’t they good ! 
After that the morning went on again, and the tart-making 
with it. 

The last of the paste was being used up, the last of the jam 
jars stood open, and the clock told us that it was getting on for 
one, when we had another visitor : Miss Timmens, the school- 
mistress, ^he came in, stamping the snow from her shoes on 
the mat, her thin figure clad in an old long cloth cloak, and tlie 
chronic redness in her face turned purple. 

My word ! It is a day, ma’am, this is ! ” she exclaimed. 

“And what have you come through it fd5r? ” asked Mrs. Tod- 
hetley. “About the forms? Why, I sent word to you by 
Luke Mackintosh that they would be fetched at two o’clock.” 

“He never came, then,” said Miss Timmens, irate at Luke’s 
negligence. “That Mackintosh is not worth his salt. What 
delicious-looking tartlets ! ” exclaimed she, as she sat down. 
“And what a lot of them ! ” 

“Try one,” said the mother. " “Johnny, hand them t,o Miss 
Timmens, liJhf a plate.” 
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‘'That silly Sarah Trewin has gone and tumbled down,” cried 
Miss Timmens, as she thanked me and took the plate and one 
of the tartlets. “Went and slipped upon a slide near th^ 
school-house. What a delicious tart 1 ” 

“Sarah Trewin cried the mater, turning round from the 
board. ‘ ' Why, she was here an hour ago. Has she hurt her- 
self?” 

“Just bruised all the one side of her black and blue, from her 
shoulder to her ankle,” answered Miss Timmens. “Those 
unruly boys have made slides all over the place, ma’am ; and 
Sarah Trewin must needs go down upon one, not looking, I 
suppose, to her feet. She had only just turned out of the 
schoolroom with Nettie.” 

“ Dear, dear 1 And she is so unable to bear a fall 1 ” 

“Of course it might have been worse, for there are no bones 
broken,” remarked Miss Timmens. “As to Nettie, the child 
was nearly frightened out of hel.* senses ; she’s sobbing and 
crying still. Never was such a timid child as that.” 

“Will Sarah Trewin be able to come this evening? ” 

‘‘Not she, ma’am. “ Shell bo as stiff as buckram for days to 
come. I’d like to pay out those boys — making their slides on 
the pathway and endangering people’s lives 1 Nicol’s not half 
strict enough with them ; and I’m tired of telling him so. 
Tiresome, rude monkeys ! Not that my girls are a degree 
better : they’d go down all the slides in the parish, let ’em have 
their way. What with them, and what with these fantastical 
notions of the new parson, I’m sure my life’s a mart;jrdom. ” 

The mother smiled over her pastry. Miss Timmens and the 
parson, civilly polite to one another, were mentally at daggers 
drawn. ® 

The time I am wilting of was before the movement, set in 
of later years, for giving the masses the same kind of education 
as their betters ; but our new parson at Crabb was before his 
age in these ideas. To experienced Miss Timmens, and to a 
great many more clear-sighted people, the best word that could 
be given to the movement was “fantastical.” 

“He came in yesterday afternoon at dusk,” she resumed, 
“ when I was holding my Bible -Class ‘And what has heon the 
coui«e of instruction to-day, Miss Timmeiis as mild 
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as new milk, all tlio girls gaping and staring around him. 'It 
has been reading, and writing, and summing, and spelling, and 
sewing,’ said I, giving him the catalogue in full : 'and now I’m 
trying to teach them their duty to Heaven and to one another. 
And according to my old-fashioned notion, sir,’ I sinnmed up, 
'if a poor girl acquires these matters thoroughly, she is a deal 
more fitted to go through life in the station to winch God has 
called her (as the catechism says), than she would be if you gave 
her a course of fine mincing uppishness, with your iioetiy^nd 
your drawing and your embroidery.’ Oh, he gets his answer 
from me, ma’am. ” 

"Mr. Bruce may be kind and enlightened, and all that,” 
spoke Mrs. Todhetley, "but he certainly seems inclined to 
carry his ideas beyond reasonable bounds, so far as regards 
these poor peasant children.” 

"Reasonable!” repeated Miss Timmens, catching up the 
.word, and rubbing her sharp nose with excitement : "why, the 
worst is, that there’s no reason in it. Not a jot. llie pai4»n’s 
mind has gone a little bit off its balance, ma’am ; that’s my firm 
conviction. This exalted education applied to young ladies 
would be all right and proper : but where can be the use of it 
to these poor girls 1 What good will his accomplishments, his 
branches of grand learning do them? His conchology and 
meteorology , and all the rest of his ologies ? Of what service will 
it be to them in future ^ ” 


"I’d have got my living nicely, I guess, if I’d been tauglit 
them things,” satirically struck in Molly, unable to koei) her 
tongue still any longer. "A fine cook I should ha’ made 
kept all my places a beautiful length of time ; I wouldn’t come 
with such flighty falk to the Squire, Miss Timmens, if ’twas me. ” 
"The talk’s other people’s ; it isn’t minof” fired Miss Timmons 
turning her wrath on Molly. “That is, the notions are. You 
had better attend to your baking, Molly.” 

"So I had,” said Molly. "Baking’s more in my lino than 
them other foreign jerks. But well I should have knowed liow 
to do It If my mind had been cocketed up with the learning 
that s only fit for lords and ladies.” 


“Is not that my argument ? ” Tetorted Miss Timmens, flinging 
the last after her as she yent out to her oven. “T»uor 
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girls were sent into the world to work, ma’am, not to play at 
being lino scholars,” she added to Mrs. Todhetley, as she got up^ 
to leave. ^^And, as sure as we are born, this new dodge of 
education, if it ever gets a footing, will turn the country upside 
down.” ^ 

“I’m sure I hope not,” replied the mother in her mild way. 
“Take another tart, Miss Timmons. These are currant and 
raspberry. ” 


11 . 

Tiir company began to arrive at four o’clock. The snow had 
ceased to fall ; it was a fine, cold, clear evening, the moon very 
bright. A large store-room at the back of the house had been 
cleared out, and a huge fire made in it. The walls were decorated 
with evergreens, and tin sconces holding candies ; benches from 
the school-house were ranged underneath them. This was to 
be the principal play-room, but the other rooms were open. 
Mrs. Hill (formerly IVIrs Garth, who had not so very long before 
lost poor David) and Maria Lease came up by invitation to help 
Miss Timmens with the children ; and Mrs. Trewm would have 
come but for her bill on the slide. Miss Timmens appeared iii 
full feather ; a puiplc gown of shot silk, with a red waist-band, 
and red holly berries in her lace cap. The children, timid at 
first, sat round on the forms in iirim stillness, just like so many 
mice. ^ 

By far the most timid of all was a gentle little thing of seven 
years old, got up like a lady ; white frock, black sash and sleeve 
ribbfuis. She was dehcate-featured, blue-eyed, had curling 
flaxen hair. It was N<fttie Trewun. Far superior she looked to 
all of them; out of place, in fact, amongst so many -coarser 
natures. Her little arm and hand trembled as she clung to 
Miss Timmens’ gown. 

“Senseless little thing,” cried Miss Timmens, to bo afraid 
in a beautiful room like this, and with all these kind fi;iends 
around her ! Would you believe it, Mr. Johnny, that I could 
hardly get her here] Afraid* she said, Uf come without 
motht^ ! ” 
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‘^Oh, Nettie ! Why, you are going to have lots of fun ! la 
mother better this evening? 

“Yes,” whispered Nettie, venturing to take a peep at me 
through her wet eyelashes 

The or^er of the day was this. Tea at once, consisting of as 
much bread-and-butter and plum-cake as they could oat ; games 
afterwards. The savoury pies and tartlets later on ; more cake 
to wind up with, which, if they had no room for, they might 
carry home. 

After all signs of tea had disappeared, and our neighbours, 
the Coneys, had come in, .and several round rings were seated 
on the floor at “ Hunt-the-Slipper,” I, chancing to draw within 
earshot, found Miss Timmens had opened out her grievance to 
the Squire — the parson’s interference with the school. 

“ It would be reversing the proper and natural order of things, 
as I look upon it,” she was saying, “ to give an exalted education 
to those who must get their* living by the sweat of ^ their brow; 
as servants, and what not. Do you think so, sir ^ ” 

“Think sol of course I think so,” spluttered the Squire, 
taking up the subject hotly as usual. “It’s good for them to 
read and write well, to add up figures, and know^ how^ to sew 
and clean, and wash and iron. That’s the learning they want, 
whether they are to pass their lives serving in families, or as the 
wives of working men ” 

“ Yes, sir, ” acquiesced Miss Timmens, in a glow of satisfaction ; 
“but you may as well try to beat common sense into a broom- 
stick as i^^to Mr. Bruce. The other day— what, is it you again, 
Nettie ! ” she broke ofl; as the little white-robed child sidled up^' 
and hid her head in what appeared to be her haven of refuge— ' 
the folds of the fmrple gown. “ Never was such a child as this, " 
for shyness. When put to play with i^ie rest, she’ll not stay 
with them. What do you think you are good for?” — rather 
wrathfuUy. “Do you suppose the gentlefolk are going to cat 
you, Nettie ? ” 

“There’s nothing to be afraid of, little lassie. What child is 
it ? ’ ^added the Squire, struck with her appearance. 

“Tell your name to the Squire,” said Miss Timmens, with 
authority. And the little one difted her pretty blue eyes appeal- 
ingly to to/ace, as if beseeching him not to bite her. 



THE ANGELS’ MUSIC 


459 


‘‘It’s Nettie T rewin, sir,” she said in a whisper. 

“ Dear me ' Is that poor Trewm’s child ! She has a look of ^ 
her father too, A delicate little maid. ” 

And silly also,” added Miss Tmimens. ‘‘You came here to 
play, you know, Nettie ; not hide your face. What are-^they all 
stirring at, now*^ Oh, going to have ‘Puss-in-the-corner.’ You 
can play at that, Nettie. Here, Jane Bright ! Take Nettie 
with you and attend to her. Find her a corner : she has not 
had any play at all.” 

A tall, awkward girl stepped up : slouching shoulders, narrow 
forehead, stolid features, coarse hair all ruffled ; thick legs, thick 
boots — Miss Jane Bright. She seized Nettie’s hand. 

“Yes, sir, you are right : the child is a delicate, dainty little 
thing, quite a contrast to most of these other girls,” resumed 
Miss Timmens, in answer to the Squire. “ Look at that one 
who has just fetched Nettie away : she is only a type of the rest. 
They come, most of them, of coarse, stupid parents, and will be 
no better to the end of the chapter, whatever education you 
may try to hammer into them. As I said to Mr. Bruce the 
other day when Well, I never ! There he is ! ” 

The young parson caught her eye, as ho w^as looming in. 
Long coat, clerical waistcoat, no white tie' to speak of round his 
bare neck ; <iuite a la mode. The new fashions and the new 
notions that Mr. Bruce went in for, w'ore not at all understood 
at North Crabb. 

The Squire had gone on at first against the party ; but no 
face was more sunsliiny than his, now that he was in 4he thick 
j)f it. A select few of the children, with ours and the little 
rLawsons, had approi>iiated the dimng-room for “Hiuit-the- 
Whistle.” The pater chanced to look in just before it began, 
and we got him to be <the hunter. I shall never forget it as 
long as I live. I don’t believe I had ever lauglied much 
before. He did not know the play, or the trick of it : and to 
see him whirling himself about in search of the whistle as it was 
blown behind his back, now seizing on this bold whistler, believing 
he or she must bo in possession of the whistle, and now on^that 
one, all unconscious that the whistle was fastened to the back 
button of his own coat ; and to Ibok at the puj?zled wonder of 
his facb as to where the whistle *could possibly be,^i?id how it 
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contrived to elude liis grasp, was something to be remembered. 
The shrieks of laughter might have been heard down at the 
Ravine. Tod had to sit on the floor and hold his sides ; Tom 
Coney was in convulsions. 

“Ah^I — ah— what do you think, Mr. Todhetley?” began 
Bruce, with his courteous drawl, catching the Squire, as he 
emerged later, red and steaming, from the whistle-hunt. ^ ‘ Sup- 
pose I collect these young ones around me and give them a 
(luarter-of-an-hoiir’s lecture on pneumatics ? Tve been getting 
up the subject a little.” 

“Pneumatics be hanged!” burst forth the pater, more 
emphatically than politely, when he had taken a puzzled stare 
at the parson. “ The young ones have come here to play, not 
to have their brains addled. Be shot if I quite know myself 
what ‘pneumatics’ means. I beg your pardon, Bruce. You 

mean well, I know. ” 

^ • 

“Pneumatics! ” repeated old Coney, taking time to digest the 
word. “ Don’t you think, parson, that’s more in the department 
of the Astronomer Royal ? ” 

One required a respite after the whistle-hunt. I put my back 
against the wall in the largo room, and watched the diflerent sets 
of long tails, then pulling fiercely at “Oranges and Lemons.” 
Mrs. Hill and Maria Lease sat side by side on one of the 
benches, both looking as sad as might be, their memories, no 
doubt, buried in the past. Maria Lease had never, so to say, 
worn a smiling countenance since the dreadful end of Daniel 
Perrar, # 

A commotion ! Half-a-dozen of the “ lemons,” pulling too 
fiercely, had come to grief on the ground. Maria went to the 
rescue. 

“I was just thinking of poor David^ sir,” Mrs. Hill said to 
me, with a sfgh. “ How he would have enjoyed this scene : so 
merry and bright ! ” 

“But he is in a brighter scene than this, you know.” 

“Yes, Master Johnny, I do know it,” she said, tears trickling 
dovrly down her cheeks. “ Where he is, all things are 
beautiful.” 

In her palnfy days Mrs, Todhetley used to sing a song, of 
which thfs^as the first verse** — 
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All that’s bright must fade, 

The brightest still the fleetest ; 

All that’s sweet was made 
But to be lost when sweetest.” 

Mrs. Hill’s words brought this song to my memory, and, with it 
the damping reminder that nothing lasts in this world, whether 
of pleasure or brightness. ' All things must fade, or die : but in 
that better life to come they will last for evmr. And David Rad 
entered upon it. 

“ Now, where’s that senseless little Nettie ” 

The words, spoken sharply, came from Miss Timmens. But if 
she did possess a sharp-toned tongue, she w'as good and kind at 
heart. The young crew were sitting down at the long table to 
the savoury pies and tartlets ; Miss Timmens, taking stock of 
them, missed Nettie. 

'Mane Bright, go and find Nettie Trewin.” 

Not daring to disobey the curt command, but looking as 
though she feared lier portion of the good things would be eaten 
up during her absence, Jane Bright disappeared. Back she 
came in a brace of shakes, Sciying Nettie “was not there.” 

“ Maria Lease, where’s Nettie Tiwin ^ ” asked Miss Timmens. 

Maria turned from the table. “Nettie Trewin?” she re- 
peated, looking about her. “1 don’t know. She must be 
somewhere or other.” 

“I wish to goodness you’d find her then.” 

Maria Lease could not see anything of the child. ^“Nettie 

Z rewin ” was called out high and low ; but it brought forth no 
^.esponse. The servants were sent to look over the house, with 
no better result. • 

“ She is hiding some\^icre in her shyness,” said Miss Timmens, 
“ I have a groat mind to punish her for tins.” • » 

“ She can’t 'have got into the rain-water butt? ” suggested the 
Squire. “ Molly, go and look.” 

It was not very likely : as the bai'rel w^as quite feet high. 
But, as the Squire once got into the water-butt to hid himself 
when he was a climbing youngster, and had reasons for antici- 
pating a whipping, his thoughts nj^turally flow tD*it. 

“ W«ll, she must be somewhere, ” cried ho whon^ laughed 
it him. " She could not 4 rink through the floor.” 
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“Who saw her last'?” repeated Miss Tiinmons. ‘‘Do you 
hear, children? Just stop eating for a minute, and answer.” 

Much discussion— doubt-cross-quostionmg. The whole lot 
seemed to be nearly as stupid as owls. At last, so far as could 
be gathered, none of them had noticed Nettie since they began 
“ Puss-in- the-corner ” 

“Jane Bright, I told you to take Nettie to play with the rest, 
anti to find her a corner. What did you do with her '? ” 

Jane Bright commenced her answer by essaying to take a sly 
bite at her pie. Miss Timmens stopped her midway, and turned 
her from the table to face the company. 

“Do you hear me Now don’t stand staring like a gaby ! 
Just answer.” 

Like a “gaby” did Jane Bright stand: mouth wide open, 
eyes round, countenance bewildered. 

“Please, governess, I didn’t do nothing with her.” 

“You must have done something with her. you held her 
hand,” 

“I didn’t do nothing,” repeated the girl, shaking her head 
stolidly. 

“Now, that won’t do, Jane Bright. Where did you leave 
her ? ” 

“’Tw'as in the corner,” answered Jane Bright, apparently 
making desperate elforts of memory. “ When 1 wc>s Puss, and 
runned across and came back again, I didn’t see her there.” 

“Surely, the child has not stolen out by herself and rim off 
homo ! ” fried Mrs. Coney : and the schoohmst;eas took up the 
suggestion. 

“It is the veyy thought that has been in my mind the last 
minute or two,” avowed she, “Yes, ^Mrs. Coney, that’s it, 
depend upon it. She has decamped through the snow and grme 
back to her mother’s.” 

“Then she has gone without her things,” interposed Maria 
Lease, who was entering the room with a little black cloak and 
bonnet m lierTiand. “Are not these Nettie’s things, children ? ” 
And a dozen voices all speaking together, hastened to say Yes, 
they were Nettie’s, . 

“Then^he must be in the house,” decided Miss TinMiiens. 
“ She woul(?n’t be silly enough*to go out this cold night with he? 
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neck and arms bare. The child has her share of sense. She 
has nm away to hide herself, and may have dropped asleep.” 

“It must be in the chimbleys, then,” cried free Molly from 
the back of the room. “ We’ve looked everywhere else.” 

“You had better look again,” said the Squire. “ Ta^ce plenty 
of light — two Oj. three candles.” 

It seemed rather a queer thing. And, while this talkin g ha d 
been going on, there Hashed into my mind the old Modena story, 
related by the poet Rogers, of the lovely young heiress of the 
Donatis . and which has been embodied in our song “The 
Mistletoe Bough.” Could this timid child have imprisoned her- 
self in any place that she was unable to get out of'' Going to 
the kitchen for a candle, I went upstairs, taking the gairet first, 
with its boxes and lumber, and then the rooms. And nowhere 
could I find the least trace or sign of Nettie. 

Stepping 'into the kitchen to leave the candle, there stood 
Luke Mackintosh, whiter than death ; his back propped against 
Molly’s press, his hands trembling, his hair on end. Tod stood 
in front of him suppressing his laughter. Mackintosh had just 
burst in at the back-door in a desperate state of fright, declaring 
he had seen a ghost. 

It’s not the first time I hrive mentioned the man’s cowardice. 
Believing m ghosts and goblins, wraiths and witches, He could 
hardly be persuaded to cross Crabb Ravine at night, on account 
of the light sometimes seen there. Sensible people told him 
that this light (which, it was true, no one had ever traced to its 
source) was nothing but a will-o’-the-wisp, an igms-fatCus arising 
from the vapour ; but Luke could not be brought to reason. 
On this evening it chanced that the Squire had occasion to send 
Mackintosh to the Timberdale post-office, and the man had now 
just come in from the errand. 

“I see the light, too, sir,” he was saying to Tod in a scared 
voice, as he ran his shaking hand through his hair. “It bo 
dodging about on the banks of the Ravine for all the world like 
a corpse-candle. Well, sir, I didn’t like that, an^ I got up out 
of the Ravine as fast as my legs would bring me, and" were 
making straight for home here,, with my head down’ards, not 
wanting fo see nothing moje, when something drcai^ul met me. 
All in whiter it vas ” 
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^ ^^4. man in his shroud, who had loft his grave to take a moori^ 
flight walk,” said Tod, gravely, bitmg his lips. 

J^^’Twere in grave-clothes, for sure; a long, white garment, 
whiter than the snow. I’d not say but it was Daniel Ferrar ” 
added Lake, in the low dread tones that befitted the dismal 
subject, His ghost do walk, you know, sir,” 

_^And where did his ghost go to ? ” 

^ Mackintosh, shaking his head. 

1 d not have looked after it for all the world. ’Twarn’t a slow 

pace I come at, over the field, after that, and rij;ht inside this 
here house.” 

“Hushing like the wind, I suppose.” 

My heart was all a-throbbing and a-skeering. Mr Joso])h 
1 hope Squire won't send me through the Ravine after dark 
again I couldn’t stand it, sir; I’d a’niost rather give iq, my 

Mackintosh, if you let this sort of fear run away witli your 
senses,” I put in. “ You saw nothing ; it was all fancy.” ' 

Saw nothing ! repeated Mackintosh in the excess of desi.e 
, ration. - Why, Mr. Johnny, I never saw a sight plainer in 

‘‘MSti^^sL:^ ”-d. 

“Seen a gliost ! ” cried Tom, beginning to grin. 

rather improving it by borrowin^r Tod’s mo, -Hr, , ’ 

;; A dead man jn his shroud come ’ourwlfkir frm" " 
the churchyard— which he feared mi.rht bo Perr ^ “* 

edge on’t, just beyond consecrated ^omid I nev r 
to go by the spot where he was put L and neverT 
over him; Mr. Tom ! ” ^ 

■But? in spite of the solemnity of the sTibia^f *■ t ■ t-, 

Tom Coney conld only have hm wi o^? T, 
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^'Give him a cup of warm ale, Molly,” was Tod’s command. 
And we left them gathered round the man, listening to his tale 
with open mouths. 

From the fact that Nettie Trewin was certainly not in the 
house, one only deduction could he drawn — that the timid child 
had run home to her mother. Bare-headed, hare-neck^l, bare- 
armed, she had gone through the snow ; and, as Miss Timmens 
expressed it, might just have caught her death. 

Senseless little idiot ! ” exclaimed Miss Timmens in a passion. 
“Sarah Trewin is sure to blame me ; she’ll say I might have 
taken better care of her.” 

But one of the elder girls, named Emma Stone, whose recol- 
lection only appeared to come to her when digesting her supper, 
spoke up at tins juncture, and declared that long after “ Puss-in- 
the-cornoi ” was over, and also “Oranges and Lemons,” which had 
succeeded it, she had seen and spoken to Nettie Trewin. Her 
account was, that in crossing the passage leading from the store- 
room, she saw Nettie “scrouged against the wall, half-way down 
'the passage, like anybody afeared of being seen.” 

“ Did you speak to her, Emma Stone ? ” asked Miss Timmens, 
after listening to these concluding words. 

“Yes, governess. I asked her why she was not at play, and 
why she was hiding there. ” 

‘ ‘ Well, ’vvhat did she say ” 

“Not anything,” replied Emma Stone “She turned her 
head away as if she didn’t want to be talked to.” 

Miss Timmens took a long, keen look at Emma Stone. This 
young lady, it appeared, was rather in the li^abit of romancing ; 
and the governess thought she might be doing it then. 

“1 vow to goodness I saw her,” interrupti^l the girl, before 
Miss Timmens had go# out more than half a doubt • and her tone 
was truthful enough “ I’m not telling no story^ ’m. I thought 
Nettie was crying.” * 

“Well, it is a strange thing you should have forgotten it until 
this moment, Emma Stone.” 

“Please, ’m, it were through the pies,” pleadfsd Emma. ^ 

It was time to depart. Bonnets and shawls were put bn, and 
die whole of them filed out, #iccompanied 1^ Miss Timmens, 
Mrs^ Hill, -and M.iria Lease, ^good old motherlyJDame Cmuy 

JoliTiny Ludlow.— ITT, dH 
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saying she hoped they would find the child safe in bed between 
the blankets, and that her mother would have given her some 
^ holf drink. 

Our turn for supper came now. We took it partly standing, 
just the fare that the others had had, with bread-and-cheese 
added fGr the Squire and old Coney. After that, we all gatliered 
round the fire in the dining-room, those two lighting their pipes. 
'T-^nd I think you might almost have knocked some of us down 
With a feather m our surprise, when, in the midst of one of old 
Coney’s stories, we turned round at the sudden opening of the 
door, and saw Miss Timmens amongst us. A prevision of evil 
seemed to seize Mrs. Todhetley, and she rose up. 

‘‘ The ^hild I Jg home ^ ” 

^‘No, ma’am; neither has she been there,” answered Miss 
Timmens, ignoring ceremony (as people are apt to do at seasons of 
anxiety or commotion) and sitting down uninvited. ‘ ‘ I came back 
to tell you so, and to ask whtit you thought had better be done.” 

“The child must have started for home and lost her way in 
the snow,” cried the Squire, jiutting down his pipe in consterna- 
tion. ‘‘What does the mother think ? ” 

“I did not tell her of it,” said Miss Timmens. “ I went on 
by myself to her house ; and the first thing I saw there, on 
opening the door, was a little pair of slippers warming on tJio 
ender. ‘ Oh, have you brought Nettie ? ’ began the mother, 
efore I could speak : ‘ I’ve got her shoes warm for her. Is she 
^ry, very cold ?— and has she enjoyed herself and been good ? ’ 
ell, sir, seeing how it was— that the child had not got home— 

^ answered lightly : ‘ Oh, the children are not here yet ; my 
sister and Maria Lease are with them. I’ve just stepped on to 
see how vour brnises are getting on.’ For that poor Sarah 
tewin is good for so little that one does Pot care to alarm her,” 
concluded Miss Tinimens, as if she would apologize for her deceit. 

he St^uire nodded approval, and told me to give Miss 
J-immens <^omething hot to drink. Mrs. Todhetley, looking three 
i^arts frightened out of her wits, asked what was to be done. 

es ; what w^s to be done ^ What could be done ? A sort 
o council was held amongst them, some saying one thing, some 
another. It seemed impossible tP suggest anything. 

Ha I liar^come to her in running home, had she •'fallen Into 
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the snow, for instance, or anything of that sort, we should have 
seen or heard her,” observed Miss Timmens. “She would be 
sure to take the direct path — the way we came here and re-« 
turned.” 

“ It might be easy enough for the child to lose her way —the 
roads and fields are like a wide white plain,” observed Mrs. 
Coney. “ She might have strayed aside amongst the trees in 
the triangle.” 

Miss Timmens shook her head in dissent. 

“ She’d not do that, ma’am. Since Daniel Ferrar was found 
there, the children don’t like the three-cornered grove. ” 

“ Look here,” said old Coney, suddenly speaking up. “ Let 
us search all these places, and any others that she could have 
strayed to, right or left, on her road home.” 

He rose up, and we rose with him. It was the best thing that 
could be done : and no end of a relief, besides, to pitch upon 
sometliing to do. The Squii*e ordej’ed Mackintosh (who had not 
recovered himself yet) to bring a lantern, and we all put on our 
groat-coats and went forth, leaving the mater and Mrs. Coney 
to kee[> the fire warm. A black party we looked, in the white 
snow, Miss Timmens making one of us. 

“ I can’t rest,” she whispered to me. “ If the child has been ^ 
lying on the snow all this while, we shall find her dead. ’’ 

It was a still, cold, lovely night ; the moon high in the sky, 
the snow lying white and pure beneath her beams. Tom Coney 
and T(xl, all their better feelings and their fears aroused, 
plunged on fiercely, now amidst the deep snow by the hedges, 
now on the more level path. The grove, which kad been so 
fatal to poor Daniel Ferrar, was examined first. And nbw we 
saw the use of the lantern ordered by the Sqqire, at which order 
we had secretly lauded : for it served to light up the darker 
parts where the trunks of the trees grew thick. Mackintosh, 
who hated that grove, did not particularly rSlish liis task of 
searching it, though he was in good company. But it did not 
appear to contain Nettie. 

“ She would not turn in here,” repeated Mis^ .Timmens, from 
the depth of her strong conviction ; “I’m sure she wouldn’t. 
She would rather bear onwards tow«ards her mother’s.” 

Bounding here, trudging there, calling her tiame softly, shout- 
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loudly, we continued our search after Nettie Trowin. It 
was twelve when we got back home and met Mrs. Todhetley 
ami standing there in their 

uneasiu^®®’ enveloped in woollen shawls. 

<4 j^o. success. Can’t find her anywhere. ” 

Powi^sank the Squire on one of the hall-chairs as he spoke, 
as though he could not hold himself up a minute longer, but was 
lead beat with tramping and disappointment. Perhaps he w^is. 

was to be alone next? What coul<l be done? We stood 
round the dining-room fire, looking at one another like so many 
helpless mummies. 

' a Well,” said the pater, ‘‘the first thing is to have a drop of 
somethiug hot.' I am half-frozen. What time’s that ? as the 
clock ever the mantelpiece chimed one stroke. ‘‘Half-past 
twelve.’ 

“Aud she’s dead by this time,” gasped Miss Timmons, in a 
baiiit voice, its sharpness gone clean out of it. “ I’m thinking of 
the poor widowed mother.” 

Mrs. Coney (often an invalid) said she could d(j no good by 
staying longer, and wanted to be in bed. Old Coney said /<u 
was not going in yet ; so Tom took her over. It might have 
been ten minutes after this — but I was not taking any jiarticular 
' account of the time— that I saw Tom Coney put his Jiead in at 
the parlonr-door, and beckon Tod out. I went also. 

< t jjook here, ” said Coney to us “ After I left mother imh )ors, 
I thought I’d search a bit about the back-ground here : and I 
fancy I marks of a child’s footsteps in the snow.” 

a jq'o ! ” '^ried Tod, rushing out at the back-door and crossing 
the premises to the field. 

Yes, it was so. ^ Just for a little way along the path leading 
to Orabb Ravine the snow was much trodden and scattered by 
the footsteps of a man, both to and fro. Presently some litth? 
footstepSr evidefitly of a child, seemed to diverge from this path 
and go onwards in rather a slanting direction through the deeper 
snow, as if their owner had lost the direct way. When we bid 
tracked these sj:ftps half-way across the field, Tod brought him- 
seM' to a halt, 

I’m sure they are Nettie’s,” he said. “ They look like hers. 
" Whose else they be? She may have falk‘U*d(»wn*the 
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{{.avina One of you had better go lack aaid bring a blanket— 
and toll tb(un to get hot water ready." 

I^lager to be of ukc, Tom Coney and I ran back together. Tod 
coutiiiuod Ills tracking. Presently the little steps diverged* 
towards the path, as if they had suddenly discovered their 
\vaiKbjrings from it; and then they seemed to be lost in those 
other and larger footsteps which had kept steadily to tfie path. 
‘‘I wonder," tliought Tod, halting as he lost the clue , 
whether MackintoslPs big ghost could have been this TpSSr 
little white-robed child? What an idiotic coward the fellow 
is! These are his footmarks. A slashing pace he must have 
travelled at, to fling the snow up in this manner ! " ' 

At that moment, as Tod stood facing the Eavine, a light, 
looking like the iiamc of a caudle, small and clear and bright as 
that of a glow-worm, appeared on the opposite bank, and seemed 
t<i dodge about the snow-clad brushwood around the trunks of 
the w iutry tree^. Wliat was tliis light ?— whence did it proceed ? 
-what caused it? It seemed we wore never tired of putting 
those useless <(uestions to ourselves. Tod did not know; never 
hail known. H(i thought of Mack’s fright and of the ghost, as 
ho stood Nvaiebing it, now disa])])carnig in some particular spoh 
now coming again <at ovtu* so many yards’ distance. But ghosts 
iia I no charms for Tod • ])y which i mean no alarms and he went* 
forwar<l again, trying to liiid another trace of the little footstcjis. 

“ I <lou’t sc(‘ what should bring Keltic out bore, though,’’ ran 
his ihougliis. Flope she has not pitclicd head foremost down 
iim havnui! Confound the poltroon I— kicking up the snow 
like this ! " ♦ 

But now, in another minute, there were traces again. The 
little feet seemed to have tumid aside at tangent, and once 
more sought the dec^) suow. From that point he did not again 
lose them: they carried him to the low and narrow dell (not 
much hefbu* than a ditch) whicli just there s1cirted,the liedgo 
l>ordering the Eavine. 

At tirst Tod could see nothing. Nothing hut the drifted 
SHOW’. But—Iooking closely — what was that, {^liuost at his feet ? 
Whs it only a dent in the snow ?— or was anything lying onwt ? 
Tod knelt down on the deep^soft wiiite carnet (pinkine: nenily 
U]* to lii^ waist) and peer<‘d ami felt. 
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There she was : Nettie Trewin ! With her flaxen curls fallen 
about her head and mingling with the snow, and her little arms 
^ and ^ neck exposed, and her pretty white frock all wet, she lay 
there in the deep hole. Tod, his breast heaving with all manner 
of emotion, gathered her into his arms, as gently as an infant is 
hushed rest by its mother. The white face had no life in it ; 
the heart seemed to have stopped beating. 

** W ake up, you poor little mite ! ” he cried, pressing her 
against his warm side. Wake up, little* one ! Wake up, little 
frozen snow-bird 1 ” 

But there came no response. The child lay still and white in 
lAs arms 

“ Hope she's not frozen to death ! ” he murmured, a queer 
sensation taking him. “Nettie, don’t you hear me? My 
goodness, what’s to be done V* | 

He set off across the field with the child, meeting me almost 
directly. I ran straight up to him. 

“Get out, Johnny Ludlow ! ” he cried roughly, in his haste 
and fear. “ Don’t stop me ! Oh, a blanket, is it ? That’s 
good. Fold it round her, lad.” 

“Is she dead ? ” 

“I’ll be shot if I know.” 

He went along swiftly, holding her to him in the blanket. 
And a fine commotion they all made when he got her indoors. 

The silly little thing, unable to get over her shyness^ '^d 
taken the opportunity, when the back-door was open, to ®al 
out of it, with the view of running home to her mother. C<^n- 
fused, perhiJps, by the bare white plain ; or it may be by her 
own timidity ; or probably confounding the back-door and its 
approaches with tlj^e front, by which she had entered, she went 
, straight across the field, unconscious that tj^is was taking her in 
just the opposite direction to her home. It was she whom Luke 
Mackintosh had'^met— the great idiot ! — and he frightened her 
with his rough appearance and the bellow of fear he gave, just 
as much as she had frightened him. Onwards she went, blindly 
terrified, was stopped by the hedge, fell into the ditch, and lay 
buHed in the snow. Whether she could be brought back to life, 
or whether death had really taken her, was a momentous question. 

I went off fui^/Jole, flying all the way. He seni^ me Imck 
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again, saying he’d be there as soon as I— and that Nettie T^awin 
nnist be a bom simpleton. 

. Master Johnny !— Mr. Ludlow' ! — ^Is it you ? ” 

The words greeted me in a weak panting voice, just as I 
reached the corner by the store barn, and I recognized Mrs. 
Trewin, Alarmed at Nettie’s prolonged stay, she had come out, 
all bruised as she was, and extorted the fact — that the child was 
3^ssing — from Maria Lease. I told her that the child was found 
— and where. 

Dead or alive, sir ? ” 

I stammered in my answer. Cole would be up directly, I 
said, and we must hope fowhe best. But she drew a worse 
conclusion. 

“It was all I had,” she murmured. “My one little ewe 
lamb.” 

“Don’t cry, Mrs. Trewin. It may turn out to be all right, 
you know ” 

“ If I could only have laid her poor little face on my bosom to 
die, and said good-bye to her ’ ” she ^failed, the tears falling. 
“ I have had so much trouble in the world, Master Johnny ' — 
and she was all of comfort left to me in it. ” 

We went in. Cole came rushing like a whirlwind. By-and- 
by>,..^ ^y got some warmth into the child, lying so still on the 
bed ; 'and she was saved. 

Were you cold, dear, in the snow — were you frightened ? ” 
gently asked the mother, when Nettie could answer questions. 

“ I was :^ry cold and frightened till I heard the angels’ music, 
momer.”' ^ 

“The angels’ music ? ” 

“Yes. I knew they played it for me. After th?^, I felt 
happy and went to sleep. Oh, mother, there’s nothing sk) sweet 
as angels’ music.” 

The “music ” had been that of the church bells, wafted over 
the Ravine by the rarehed air ; the sweet bells of Timberdale, 
ringing in the New Year. 


THE END. 
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